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CHAPTER I
 FRESH PLANS

	‘I don’t like it at all,’ said Miss Annersley; ‘not in the least.’

	Miss Wilson, geography and science mistress of the Chalet School, put her elbows on the table and cupped her face in her hands. ‘Don’t you think you are worrying rather needlessly, Hilda? After all, it was only one plane—and crippled at that.’

	‘If one can get here—no matter how—others can. We are very near the Continent, and with other people’s children——’ Miss Annersley stopped speaking, and the Staff looked at each other.

	But if the parents are willing to risk it, I don’t see why you should bother,’ argued pretty Miss Stewart who was history mistress.

	‘How can I help it? No; it’s no use. I do feel that we ought to move somewhere further away. I may be all wrong. There may never be any here at all—or no more than we’ve already had. At the same time, we may be bombed out of existence, and I can’t risk it.—Madge!’ she turned to the slight, graceful woman who sat at the other end of the long table, knitting at a long grey scarf; ‘What do you think about it all? Am I not right in what I say?’

	The rest of the Staff followed her example, and gazed eagerly at Mrs Russell, for she was owner of the school, and, as such, had the casting vote in all matters of importance.

	Madge Russell laid down her work. ‘Jem and I discussed it last week,’ she said gravely. ‘We knew that it must come up. He insists that I shall take all our nurseryful to England as soon as possible. In that case, I can scarcely leave the school here. As Hilda says, it’s a case of other people’s children. If ours go, then they must go too. Jack Maynard agrees. He is sending Joey and the Triplets away as soon after Easter as possible—even, it may be, before.’

	‘Joey won’t like that,’ said Miss Wilson shrewdly. ‘She loves her pretty home. And where will they go, Madge? Pretty Maids is out of the question now, I imagine.’

	‘Oh, quite impossible. If the old folk had been living, it would have been the obvious solution, for you know how they adored her, and she loved them dearly. But now that they are gone, and Mrs Robert and the Major are in possession, it’s out of the question, as you say. None of the Maynards have ever liked poor Lydia, and she is a most uncomfortable person, I admit. She has always resented the fact that, since Rolf’s death, Jack is his brother’s heir; and since the coming of the Triplets, it’s been worse. Bob Maynard wrote a charming letter to Jo, but Lydia has taken no notice whatsoever.’

	‘Spite and jealousy!’ interjected a small, spare woman in nurse’s uniform, who sat near by.

	Madge Russell shook her head. ‘I think a good deal of it comes from poor little Rolf’s tragedy. You see, their doctor told Lydia that she had only herself to blame. If the boy had ever been taught obedience, the accident need not have happened. But Lydia gave in to him in every way, and Bob himself was too much away with his regiment to interfere. As it is, he disobeyed a direct command, and was killed.’

	‘Well, as things are today, Mrs Robert might have had to worry about him in one of the Services,’ observed Miss Wilson. ‘He’d have been nearly nineteen now, wouldn’t he? But Madge, it’s six years ago since it happened. Jack and Joey were both in Tirol at the time—Joey was at school! How can Mrs Robert vent it on them?’

	‘Because that’s Lydia Maynard all over,’ put in Miss Stewart. ‘She was at school with my sister Nancy, and Nance told me that if anything went wrong, Lydia always took it out on someone else.’

	‘Don’t let’s discuss it,’ said Mrs Russell. ‘The thing we’ve got to decide is what we are going to do with the school. That’s enough.’

	‘Quite,’ agreed Miss Wilson, pushing a strand of her curly white hair out of her eyes. ‘Are we likely to take any of the day children with us, does anyone know?’

	‘It all depends where we go. The Lucys are leaving. They are closing Les Arbres for the duration, taking what furniture they need with them and storing the rest. They’ve got a house outside of Armiford to be near the Ozannes—you remember Paul Ozanne got the Recordership there. If we can get anywhere near them, we shall keep the three Lucy children and the Ozanne twins. And the Willoughbys are going to Surrey. Both his and her people live there; and Rosamund Willoughby told me yesterday that if we could get a place either near them or near Armiford, Toby and Blossom should come to us as before.’

	‘It’ll be difficult getting anywhere, won’t it?’ queried Miss Stewart thoughtfully. ‘We need rather a big place, you see.’

	‘Not nearly so difficult as it will be later on,’ replied the Head. ‘If we can get away at once, I should think we might get—Hello! Joey! Where did you come from? We didn’t expect you.’

	‘Jack ran me over here in the car,’ said the tall, dark girl, who had just entered the room, her arms full of red-headed babies. ‘I knew you were having a meeting to discuss the latest problem, and I wasn’t going to be out of it—no fear! Here you are, Nell! Here’s your goddaughter. Con, here’s yours. Yes, Simone, you may have Margot for the present.’ And she dealt out a baby to each of the persons named before she sank into the chair the last person had drawn up to the table for her. ‘Well? Come to any decision yet?’

	‘Just that it will be wiser to move the school at once.’

	Jo Maynard nodded thoughtfully. ‘I agree. I’m going myself in three weeks’ time. Jack insists on it. We had it out last night, and we agreed that it wouldn’t be right to risk the children. I really came today to tell you about it.’

	‘I didn’t know Jack meant to speak to you yet,’ said her sister. ‘He and Jem talked it over last week, and Jem told me.’

	‘So he said. I hate the idea of leaving Guernsey when we’ve settled down so happily. Still, as Jack says, it’ll be a good deal easier for him to get to us, and he won’t have to worry quite so much about what’s happening to us while he’s away. Anyhow,’ added Jo gravely, ‘Jack and the children are really what makes home for me now. So long as I have them, it doesn’t matter too much where we are.’

	Simone Lecoutier, on whose left hand gleamed a very new diamond ring, smiled sympathetically at her friend over little Margot’s head, and Miss Stewart, whose own marriage had had to be postponed because of the war, looked down, a sudden shadow on her face. Miss Annersley saw, and changed the topic as quickly as she could.

	‘Well, we are all agreed, I suppose? The next thing to decide is—oh bother! There’s the bell! I hope it’s no one to see me.’

	Three minutes later, Michelle, the pretty Guernsey maid, came to announce that a gentleman, who said his business was urgent, was asking for Miss Annersley. She handed over his card, and the Head glanced at it. ‘ “The Rev. Ernest Howell.” Who on earth can he be? Near Armiford! What a strange coincidence!’

	‘Your hair’s coming down at that side,’ said Jo. ‘Pin it up, do, or he’ll think you most untidy. That’s better! Now trot off, and get rid of him as soon as you can, and come back.’

	Miss Annersley laughed, and left the room, and the rest settled down to the discussion of minor school matters while she was gone. It was a good half-hour before she returned, bringing with her a slight, black-eyed man in the dress of a naval chaplain. He was in the thirties, and there was an anxious look on his face. The Head introduced him to Mrs Russell, and then to the Staff en masse. He was given a chair, while the startled mistresses eyed him, wondering what had brought him to the Staff meeting. They had not long to wonder. The Head took her seat, and then spoke, her cheeks flushed, her eyes shining. ‘People! Mr Howell has come to ask us to take charge of his little sister, and to offer us the loan of his house, Plas Howell in Armishire, for the duration.’

	For a moment they were all stunned to silence. Then Jo, the ever-ready, chipped in. ‘Not really? Whatever makes you do that, Mr Howell? It’ll be a boon and a blessing, I can assure you. But what has put it into your head?’

	‘Your brother-in-law,’ he told her, ‘if, as I think you must be, you are Mrs Jack Maynard. I’ve seen photos of you at Pretty Maids.’

	‘Bob did?’ Jo was almost robbed of breath. ‘You know him, then?’

	‘At school with him,’ returned the stranger. He cast an interested glance on the three babies, who were fast asleep. ‘Are these the famous Triplets? What jolly little kids!’

	‘Not bad, are they? That’s Mary Constance; that one is Mary Helena; and this one is my baby of all, Mary Margaret’; Jo introduced her daughters in would-be casual tones.

	Feeling that it was time the meeting came down to brass tacks, Mrs Russell took a hand. ‘We are very pleased to see you, Mr Howell. But what is the real meaning of Miss Annersley’s remark. You can’t mean that you are offering us a house for the school?’

	‘Just that,’ he said. ‘You see, it’s this way. When all of us but my young sister Nesta were grown-up, our father married again—our own mother died when Nesta was born—a very pretty girl. They had one little girl, Guenever, or Gwensi, as we call her. Before that, our stepmother brought Nesta through a bad go of pneumonia, and saved her life. Nesta is a good deal younger than the rest of us, and we’d always made a pet of her, so you can guess our feelings towards Gwen—our stepmother. When she and my father were drowned, yachting, when Gwensi was only four, we all made up our minds that we’d do by her baby as she’d done by ours. At that time, I was in a curacy in Armiford, and shortly after, I was offered the living of Howell Village. My godfather—a splendid old chap—lived near by, and he insisted that I should accept. I went, and took Gwensi with me, as I was the only one who could offer her a home. The eldest of us, my brother David, is in the Navy, and though he is married, his wife is delicate, and knows nothing about children. Olwen, who comes next to him, was living at Goathland, which the doctors thought too bracing for Gwensi, who isn’t strong. Evan, who comes next to me, was house-surgeon at one of the London hospitals, and Nesta is a nurse. So, you see, it left me. When my godfather died, three years ago, he left me everything—he was an old bachelor—including Plas Howell, which is a huge old place, built in the days when seventeen or eighteen was quite a usual size for a family. I moved up there, partly to give Gwensi the benefit of the fresher air—Howell Village lies in the hollow—and partly because it was easier than putting in a caretaker. Now I am accepted as a naval chaplain, my locum will use the rectory, which is more than big enough for him and his wife and their two girls. I was staying at Pretty Maids with Bob Maynard, who is an old pal of mine, and said I didn’t know what to do with Gwensi. He suggested sending her here; but I don’t like the notion of her being so near the Continent. Then he proposed that I should offer the school Plas Howell for the duration, and keep her where she was. It seems the best idea of all. What do you think of it?’

	‘I like Bob’s nerve,’ commented his sister-in-law. ‘I notice he’s said nothing about Pretty Maids.’

	‘Plas Howell on the borders of Wales would be a jolly sight safer than even the New Forest,’ retorted the visitor. ‘Oh, I don’t say that there’s much risk of their getting there. But—you never know. France might just conceivably crack up—they’ve had a long wait, and that’s bad for the nerves. And there’s a lot of jiggery-pokery going on in political circles, I believe. Anyhow—there’s the offer—Plas Howell with young Gwensi attached to it. What do you say?’

	‘It’s rather a big question to settle in a hurry, isn’t it?’ said Miss Wilson. ‘I mean, to remove an entire school is a big job.’

	‘It’s one that will have to be done, though,’ said Madge. ‘We’ve all agreed on that. As for this offer of Mr Howell’s, I consider it providential. You can’t do better than accept, Hilda. The Ozannes and the Lucys are going to be in Armiford, so we should keep the children.’

	‘Plas Howell is fourteen miles or so from Armiford,’ said Mr Howell. ‘Ozanne? Isn’t that the new Recorder?’

	‘Yes; Paul Ozanne is new Recorder for Armiford. Mrs Lucy is his wife’s sister, and as Mr Lucy is in the R.A.F., he insists on their removing to England. The Ozanne twin girls and the two eldest Lucy children are pupils here.’

	‘And so are the little Chesters,’ put in Joey. ‘Anne Chester is another Temple girl. D’you think Peter will send Anne and the kids to England, too, Madge? We’d keep Beth and Nancy and the twins then.’

	Mr Howell’s eyes wandered to her tiny daughters, and he grinned. ‘More twins? You do seem to go in for quantity over here.’

	To gave him grin for grin. ‘We do. My sister has three singles. But we have a brother—her twin, by the way—and Peggy and Rix are here, as well as Bride and Jacky, who are singles too. I’m the only one to rise to triplets. They caused quite a sensation when they arrived.’

	‘I’m sure they did,’ agreed the visitor. ‘Well, Miss Annersley, what do you say? This is March, so I assume you will be breaking up before long. Will you accept my offer and move during the holidays? I shall be thankful if you will agree, for Gwensi is a good deal of a problem as you may guess. We are singularly devoid of relatives except for our immediate family. Olwen—my eldest sister—has closed her house and is living in rooms in Rugby to be near her boys who are at the school, so she is no use. And David’s wife is the last person to have charge of a child who, I must admit, isn’t easy to deal with.’

	Miss Annersley glanced across at Mrs Russell. ‘We had better have a quiet discussion about ways and means before we decide anything,’ she said slowly. ‘On the face of it, the offer is a marvellous one. But we must go into more detail before we close with it. Will you come with Mrs Russell and me to my study, Mr Howell, and then we can see what arrangements can be made. I may say,’ she added, taking pity on his fallen face, ‘that I feel strongly inclined to say “yes.” But we must be businesslike—so will you come?’

	He rose to his feet. ‘I see your point. But I do hope you will agree.’

	‘So do I,’ said Joey unexpectedly. ‘Hurry up and decide, you people, because Jack will be coming for me in a few minutes, and I want to know before we go.’

	And, to cut matters short, in half an hour’s time, the trio returned to the Staff room to say that it was all settled, and the Chalet School would remove once more, this time to Plas Howell, where, it was hoped, they would find a certain amount of peace and security for the rest of the war.

	


CHAPTER II
 JOEY DEPARTS

	It was the Wednesday of Easter week. Joey Maynard was standing pensively in the hall of Les Rosiers, the home in Guernsey that she had so loved, her arms full of rugs, while in the big pram near by lay the precious Triplets. They were bonny babies, six months old, with dark-red hair, the lovely colouring that goes with such hair, and round, dimpled faces. The eldest, little Helena, looked out at the world from eyes of soft grey, while Constance, who came next, had eyes of deepest brown, and Margot, the youngest, smiled on all with eyes of true forget-me-not blue. ‘And a mercy it is!’ as their mother once remarked. ‘If they’d been all alike, I’d never have known t’other from which. As it is, I’ve no difficulty so long as they’re awake’; a remark which called down on her devoted head the outcries of her sister and her friends, Mrs Ozanne, Mrs Chester, and Mrs Lucy.

	Mrs Maynard was leaving Guernsey early, for a house had fallen vacant in Howell Village, and as she had to take it at once, she decided that she might as well remove and get it over. Mrs Russell had taken her own trio and her brother Dick Bettany’s quartette across the week before, to take up residence in an old Georgian hunting lodge at the top of a hill not far from the village. The Ozannes had also gone, and with them went little Mrs Lucy and her adopted sister, Nan Blakeney, and the five Lucy youngsters. Les Arbres, the pretty old house where the four younger Lucy children had been born, had been denuded of almost everything, since most of the furniture had gone to England, where a house not far from Plas Howell had been rented, and the old home was in the hands of caretakers now.

	‘What an exodus it is!’ sighed Joey aloud. ‘The school will be coming next, I suppose—unless Dr Peter sends Anne and the children to the Ozannes before then.’

	A light step behind her made her turn. She saw her little adopted sister, Robin Humphries, standing there. Robin was nearly sixteen, a slight, delicate-looking girl, with deep brown eyes, and thick black curls tied back from a face of almost angelic loveliness with a big bow. Joey’s heart contracted as she met the smile on the sensitive lips, and she dropped the rugs, and caught the girl to her.

	‘Robin, my darling, I wish you were coming with me now.’

	‘So do I,’ said Robin, nestling up to her. ‘But after all, Joey, I’m a Prefect now. I couldn’t desert the school, could I? And we shall come after you before long. Don’t look so worried, dearest. Miss Annersley and the rest of the Staff will look after us quite well.’

	‘I don’t know.’ Joey was in an emotional state, and she had always loved the Robin with her whole heart. ‘I hate leaving you like this. We’ve never been separated before. What shall I do without you and Daisy to help me with the babes?’ And she glanced across at her daughters who were sleeping in the pram. ‘Oh, Rob, I shall leave half my heart here until you come to me in England!’

	Robin laughed. ‘I wish Jack could hear you! As for what you will do, you will have Frieda to help you. And after all, Jo, the Germans may never reach here. We may be getting up scares for no reason at all.’

	‘I only hope it is so!’ said Jo fervently.

	‘We must hope it is. Now here comes Jem with the car. How are you going to get the pram into it?’

	‘Rob! Talk sense! It’s staying behind. They’re only there because there wasn’t anywhere else for them to sleep. I can’t carry them all the time—they’re some weight now!’ And Joey stepped across the fallen rugs to bend over the pram and lift out her youngest daughter. Robin took the baby in her arms, and bent over her, eyes glowing with love as she held the small thing close, and touched her lips very tenderly and softly to the silky waves of red hair.

	‘You ought to have had dark-haired babies, Jo. The next must be like you, darling. It looks so funny for you to have red-haired children!’

	‘Mercy! Don’t talk of another till I’ve got these three safely past teething and weaning, and all the rest of the baby bothers!’ protested Jo. ‘They’re only just six months old now. Give me a year or two, my child!’

	‘Peggy and Rix are barely eleven months older than Bride,’ Robin pointed out. ‘But I won’t tease you just now. Here’s Jem, wondering what on earth he can do about the pram.’

	Dr Russell, Jo’s brother-in-law and the Robin’s guardian, since she was an orphan, regarded the big pram with dismayed eyes as he stood at the open door. ‘Goodness, Jo! D’you expect me to take that pantechnicon of yours on the car?’

	‘Never thought about it,’ returned Jo equably as she lifted her two remaining daughters from it with a dexterity born of much practice. ‘It will stay here and come over with Anna on the boat. Is Nigel there, Jem?’

	‘Waiting for you, so you’d better hurry. Here; give me Len!’

	‘No, thanks. I’ve got them quite comfortably. You bring those rugs and pillows. Come on, Rob. The sooner it’s over, the sooner we shall be at the other side.’ Jo walked to the door, followed by Robin. She stood aside to let the younger girl pass out first, and then cast a wistful glance round the dismantled hall. ‘Oh, Jem, it is so miserable! I’ve been so happy here, and I did think I was settled for a few years after all our alarums and excursions in Tirol and our escape from it. I could skin Hitler for all this!’ she added viciously.

	‘So could a good many other folk,’ agreed the doctor as he collected the pillows and rugs from the floor. ‘Is that the lot? You’re sure of it? Then come along, and don’t keep me waiting while you moan over a house you may come back to any day. Nigel is fussing to get off, and I don’t blame him. Remember; you’ve got to get across the Channel, and it’s none too healthy just now.’

	Jo shrugged her shoulders as well as she could for the babies in her arms, and followed him down the long garden path to the big car at the gate. Robin was already there, little Margot safely settled into a corner. She held out her arms, and Jo gave her Len to tuck in, and followed with Connie, while the doctor packed away the rugs and pillows.

	‘Are you and Daisy ready, Rob?’ he asked.

	Robin nodded. ‘Daisy’s just getting our bicycles out, and we’re going straight back to school when Anna’s locked up,’ she explained. ‘The Head only gave us leave to see Joey off. We’ve got to get back as soon as possible after she’s gone. And here’s Daisy,’ she added, as a yellow-headed, long-legged irresponsible of thirteen came round the corner of the house, carefully wheeling two bicycles. ‘What ages you’ve been, Daisy. What have you been doing?’

	‘Pumping up both our back tyres,’ said Daisy virtuously. ‘Oh, is Jo off now? Jo, I do hate to see you and the Triplets going!’

	‘No more than I hate going,’ sighed Jo as she stooped to receive Daisy’s kisses. ‘Never mind, Daisy girl! Soon the school will be coming over, and then you and Rob are to live with me. The house is quite a good size, Auntie Madge tells me, so there’ll be room for you both. It’ll be rather a long journey for you to school every day, even with your cycles; but I suppose you won’t mind that?’

	‘Not in the least. And it would be horrid to be boarders when the Triplets are growing so quickly. Must you go, Uncle Jem? Then goodbye, Joey. Take care of the babies. Oh, how I hate having to leave Guernsey.’ And the tears came to Daisy’s blue eyes as she spoke.

	Jo bent to kiss her again. ‘It’s only for a short time, we hope, darling. And you and the rest will be following us to England very soon. Just think, Daisy! You’re an English girl, and you’ve never seen your own country yet, what with spending all your early years in Australia, and then in Tirol, and now Guernsey. It’s high time you knew something about your own country. Now I must say goodbye, darling. Look after Primula for us, and be very good. Remember, you and Robin are among the few really Chalet School girls left. You’ve got to set the standard—keep the flag flying, in fact,’ she added with a little choke as she thought of all that had chanced to the school her sister had built up in Tirol, the school which they both loved so dearly.

	Daisy nodded, and forced back the tears. There was a final hug to each of the schoolgirls, and then Jo, not trusting herself for any more, got into the car beside her babies; the doors were shut; and Jem, who had been waiting patiently at the wheel, drove off, taking her from the home she had loved so much.

	‘Why is Nigel in such a hurry to get off, Jem?’ asked Jo when she had finally succeeded in swallowing the inconvenient lump in her throat and generally composing herself.

	The doctor was busy negotiating a passage between a lorry and a motor-cycle, so he did not answer for a moment or two. Then, ‘Submarines!’ he flung curtly at her over his shoulder.

	‘Jem! What about my babies?’

	‘Don’t worry. Nigel has good look-outs. And you and your babies must leave this place, and you’ll be as safe at sea as in the air—and there isn’t any other way that I know of of getting back to England.’

	‘I shan’t know a moment’s peace till we are there.’

	‘I didn’t—last week,’ he retorted grimly.

	Joey was silenced. The previous week, when her sister and all the nieces and nephews save Daisy and Primula Venables, the children of the doctor’s dead sister, had gone, had been a trying one for them all. She had worried till the wire came saying that the party had arrived safely. Now she could realise what her sister must have gone through with the seven children until they were safely ashore. And her great friend Janie Lucy had gone through it too; for she had five small people, and had taken her sister Anne’s elder family as well, leaving Mrs Chester with only Beth, the first-born of the crowd, and Barbara, the baby.

	‘Thank Heaven I’ve only the Triplets to worry about!’ she thought, as she sat looking her farewells at the countryside. ‘Oh dear! When shall I see it all again? I could cry to think of it all!’

	But at this point, her brother-in-law was speaking to her, and she had to listen to him. ‘I’m thankful to get you off, Joey. The Gestapo have long memories, and you know what happened when they marched into Austria.’

	‘Yes; but they’ll never associate Mrs Jack Maynard with Joey Bettany. And what about Bill? If I’m in danger, isn’t she just as much?’

	‘Just as much,’ agreed the doctor. ‘Bill crosses with you. You will find her waiting for you on the Sea Witch—at least, I hope so. She was told to be there by eleven sharp.’

	Then he said no more, for they had entered a narrow lane, leading down to the shore, and he needed all his skill to manœuvre the car safely down the road. They reached their destination at length, and Joey gave an exclamation as she saw, well out to sea, and away from the treacherous coast, the outlines of the big steam-yacht that was to bear her and her babies and Miss Wilson to the comparative safety of England.

	A dinghy was drawn up on the beach, and beside it stood a tall, fair-haired man—Nigel Willoughby, whose wife was another of her closest friends in Guernsey. From the yacht, she could see someone waving a streamer. Then the car stopped, and she had to hurry out, while Jem passed out the babies one by one.

	‘You go on,’ he told her; ‘I’ll bring the rest of the traps.’

	Joey made her way slowly over the soft sand to Nigel Willoughby, ‘who was directing his men to push the boat into the water. He looked up as she approached, and gave her a nod. ‘Glad to see you. Come along! Give me the babies to hold while you get in, and I’ll pass them to you.

	‘Can you—hold them, I mean?’ queried Jo doubtfully.

	Nigel’s set face relaxed into a grin as he replied, ‘That’s an insult. Haven’t I three of my own?’

	‘Yes; but separately,’ retorted Jo. ‘Well, don’t drop them. That’s all I ask.’ And she relinquished her burden into his long arms, and sprang from the shore to the gunwale of the boat, where one of the men caught and steadied her till she was able to sit down in the stern. Then Nigel came wading ankle-deep through the water, and deposited the babies in her lap. He returned for the wraps and the rest of Jo’s light luggage. There was a call of ‘Goodbye!’ and the owner of the Sea Witch was taking the rudder-lines in his hands, while his men pulled steadily away from the shore towards the yacht.

	Tears stood in Joey’s dark eyes as she looked back, but she kept them from falling; and in a very few minutes they were pulling alongside the yacht, where Miss Wilson and her dearest friend, Frieda von Ahlen, were hanging over the rail, waving excitedly to her.

	‘At last!’ exclaimed the former, as Joey, bearing one baby, mounted the companion-way. ‘What ages you’ve been, Joey!’

	‘So would you if you had three babies to look after!’ retorted Jo, who had managed to recover herself by this time. ‘Frieda, I’m thankful to see you. With the three of us, we ought to be able to manage the infants all right, whatever turns up. Nell, you may have charge of your goddaughter, and Frieda must look after Connie. I’ll see to Margot. Oh, thank you, Nigel!’ as that gentleman came on deck, bearing little Connie. ‘Take her, Frieda liebchen.’

	Frieda, a slender, fair girl, with the apple-blossom colouring of her north Tirolean ancestry, and eyes as blue as little Margot’s, took the brown-eyed baby from Mr Willoughby, and then, at the suggestion of Miss Wilson, who was already cuddling little Len, they made a move for the cabin where Joey might sit down and collect herself.

	Twenty minutes later they were bowling over the waves, for a fresh breeze was blowing, and the Sea Witch heeled over gaily as it caught her sails. In the cabin, Joey was being inducted into her lifebelt, and being informed by Nigel Willoughby that she must retain it until they reached shore again.

	‘And how long will that be?’ she inquired.

	‘It all depends. There’s no knowing what twists and turns we may have to take if the Nazi has any of his blinking U-boats about.’

	‘Can’t you give me some idea? I mean—what about the babies?’

	Nigel frowned. ‘I’d forgotten. That’s a complication. We may be anything up to two days or so. Can’t you manage anyhow, Joey?’

	‘Talk sense! Apart from anything else, how would you like to be cuddled up against a thing like this? And they’re all teething. Of course, they may not be bothered. But if they are, I can tell you they have all got the healthiest lungs.’

	‘I give it up,’ he said helplessly. ‘You must contrive somehow.’ And he left the cabin to go on deck.

	‘Isn’t that just like a man?’ demanded Joey of her two friends. ‘Well, they seem disposed to sleep at the moment. Let’s hope it lasts for a while. Anyhow, I fed them just before we left the house, so they oughtn’t to want anything for a few hours yet. Let’s put them into the basket for the present, and then we can talk. They’ll be much more comfy that way.’

	She produced the big basket in which the Triplets were accustomed to being carried about, since, as she had once said, three made more of an armful than was convenient any other way, and the babies were laid in it, still fast asleep. Then the three friends gathered round, prepared each to snatch up one baby at a moment’s notice, and they discussed the latest developments of the situation.

	‘I wish to heaven the school were well away,’ said Miss Wilson suddenly.

	‘Bill! This from you? I thought you were under the impression that everyone was being needlessly careful.’

	‘I was. But, somehow—oh, I don’t know. I suppose it’s having to be on the run again. Anyhow, I shall be thankful when we’re all at Plas Gwyn. We ought to be safe enough there, anyhow. From all accounts it’s deep in the heart of the country, and near no military target.’

OEBPS/cover.jpeg
‘ The Chalet
‘ School Goes
|

to It

Elinor Mary
Brent- Dyex

Librorium
Editions





