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Chapter I
 A SURPRISE FOR JOEY MAYNARD

	“Well! What do you know about that?” Joey Maynard lifted her eyes from the letter she had been reading and looked down the long table at her husband who had just shoved aside his empty porridge plate and was now fathoms deep in his own correspondence.

	“Uh?” he grunted, his eyes fastened on a lengthy and official-looking document.

	“I said, ‘What do you know about that?’,” Joey repeated sweetly.

	“What is it?”

	“This, of course.” She waved the letter at him with so little regard for the narrow tray holding coffee percolator, hot-milk jug and sugarbasin, that she nearly sent the milk jug flying. Len, her eldest daughter, who sat on her left hand at meals, caught the jug with a squeal of horror and steadied it just in time. Jo gave her a grateful smile and then went on unconcernedly, “This letter I’ve just had. Wake up, do! Put that thing down, Jack, and attend to me for a minute or two.”

	He groaned and put down his document. “Well? What is all this in aid of?”

	“This letter. Who do you think it’s from? I’ll give you three guesses.”

	“Can we guess, too?” Len demanded.

	“I’m afraid not, sugar-pie. You never knew the lady—I don’t believe you’ve ever even heard of her. So it wouldn’t be much good, would it?” She glanced again at her husband who had taken advantage of her chatter with Len to pick up his absorbing document again, and her voice became impatient. “Come on, Jack! Put that thing down and have a guess!”

	Thus urged, he heaved an exaggerated sigh, laid down the closely typed sheets and gave his attention to his wife. “What a gadfly you are, Jo! What’s all this in aid of, anyhow? What am I to guess?”

	“Who my correspondent is. I’ll tell you this much: she’s someone you knew in the dear old Tirol days, though I doubt if you’ve bothered your head about her since. I’m sure I haven’t. And, if what she says is true, that’s rather a shame in me. Still, you can’t keep up with everyone in this life.”

	“I don’t think much of your hint,” he grumbled. “I must have known a few hundred girls in the Tirol days. How on earth can I be expected to guess which, of all that lot, has honoured you with a letter?”

	“Well, I have told you it’s someone I’ve never thought about since schooldays. Can’t you possibly think of anyone that might fit?”

	“Well—that ghastly Junker girl—what was her name, the one that was Marie von Wertheim’s cousin and she loathed from the depths of her heart?”[1]

	 

	
		

				[1]

				Exploits of the Chalet Girls.

		

	


	“You mean Thekla von Stift. No, my love. I very much doubt if young Thekla would ever condescend to write to me. She hated me with a deep and deadly hatred. Besides, anyhow, even Marie has no idea where she is or what’s happened to her. They heard nothing after the war and the entire family seems to have vanished off the face of the globe. Have another shot.”

	“What about that girl who was at St. Scholastika’s who fell through the ice with you? Irish, wasn’t she? I forget her name, though. Is it her?”[2]

	 

	
		

				[2]

				Rivals of the Chalet School.

		

	


	Joey shook her head. “Maureen Donovan died just before the war. She had rheumatic fever, as you may remember, and it left her heart every which way. She was never fit again and when she caught ’flu, she just went under. I thought you knew.”

	“Probably I did at the time, but I’ve forgotten since. Well, it’s obviously someone from that place. What about Gipsy Carson?”

	“Oh, Jack! As if you didn’t know that Gipsy and I exchange Christmas and Easter cards every year! I admit that’s all we do these days; but we keep it up.”

	“So you do. I’d forgotten that. Well, then, I give up. Go ahead and tell.”

	“It’s Maisie Gomme. At least she was Maisie Gomme. Apparently, she’s Maisie Scott now.”

	He shook his head. “Doesn’t ring a bell anywhere. Maisie Gomme? Did I ever meet her?”

	“You did—when that crowd had measles. I believe that was the extent of it, though. You couldn’t forget her, all the same. She was so pretty—yards of light brown hair that crinkled all over her head and down her back; big blue eyes and a complexion as lovely as Frieda’s used to be. Not many brains, I fancy, from all Gip told me, but you can’t have everything and she really was a picture!”

	“Sounds like a chocolate-box picture, then!” he retorted. “Well, what about her? I believe I do remember her vaguely, but I can’t say she made much impression.”

	“I’ve just had this letter from her and oh, my dear, what do you think? She’s married—married almost straight from school—and she has one girl who’s fourteen now and she named her for me—Josephine Mary. They’ve a coffee farm out in Kenya and the kid’s been at school out there. Now they’ve been home on leave for three or four months and Maisie’s going back—she says her husband went ahead of them—and they don’t want to take young Jo back because of the disturbed conditions. So Maisie asked round and found out where the school is and she’s sending Jo to the Chalet School this term.”

	“And she wants you to keep a motherly eye on the kid, I suppose?”

	“Well, that of course, though Maisie doesn’t say so outright. But you’d better read the letter for yourself and then you’ll see. I warn you, by the way, that Maisie’s no literary genius,” Jo added as she handed the letter to Len to take to her father. “Give that to Papa, Len, my treasure—and bring his coffee-cup back with you. It must be cold by this time. I see,” she added as Len carried it round the table, “that she makes up for what she lacks in construction by copious underlinings. I seem to remember,” she went on dreamily as Len came back with the cup, “that she always talked in italics. She doesn’t seem to have lost the habit if her letter’s anything to go by, anyhow!”

	Jack grinned as he unfolded the sheets Len had brought him. “Thanks for the warning! Yes; you might hot up my coffee while I wade through this.” Then, as his eye fell on the effusion, he ejaculated, “Lawks! Have I got to tackle this?”

	“You have,” his wife returned sternly. “Here’s a fresh cup of coffee to sustain you in the effort. Carry it round, Len. We don’t want any swims on a clean cloth if we can help it.”

	Len grinned at her mother as she carried the cup to her father and set it down beside his plate. That was the third cloth this week and it was only Wednesday. Jo grinned back, helped herself to a roll and honey and then proceeded to immerse herself in a long epistle from her adopted sister, Robin Humphries, who was a novice in the La Sagesse Order of nuns and in Canada.

	It was as well she had warned her husband what to expect. Maisie Scott—née Gomme—wrote an elaborately backhand script and her underlinings had to be seen to be believed! Her punctuation was on the sketchy side which made things rather more difficult, and altogether Jack did not fancy the task his wife had set him.

	“Dearest Joey,” Maisie had written, “I always meant to keep up with you when I left school, but somehow I never did. I married the next year and we went out to Kenya where Paul—he’s my husband—has a coffee farm, and I was so busy I had no time for letters except to home, so I had no idea you were married until I met Gipsy Carson last week, she told me you had married Dr. Jack Maynard and had gone to live in the Oberland and he was Head of the new San there.

	“Have you many children, Joey? Gipsy said you had but she wouldn’t tell me only she laughed when she said it, what’s the joke? I have one girl and I called her after you. I always liked you, you know and when Jo was born I just made up my mind that she was to have your name, if I’d known where you were I’d have asked you to be godmother. I’ve always thought of you as an unofficial one.

	“Gipsy said the Chalet School had gone to the Oberland and as we don’t want to take Jo back to Kenya until things have settled down I thought I would send her there. I always liked the ideas and so on you had and she’s been to school—boarding-school I mean—in Kenya so she won’t mind so much. So I wrote to the Head and I was so surprised to hear it was Miss Annersley. What happened to Mdlle Lepattre? Anyhow I never knew her very well so I didn’t say anything about all this but I thought I would write to you and explain. I’m going back to be with Paul of course. We’ve been Home for three or four months and he’s gone back now and I’m following as soon as I get Jo off my hands. Look out for her, won’t you? She’s read all your books and adores them and is fearfully excited at meeting you in the flesh!

	“I’ll write again when we’re settled and give you my address. Meanwhile I must stop as I have to take Jo to buy her uniform.

	“Very much love and write soon. Maisie Scott.

	“P.S. I was Maisie Gomme at school.

	“P.S.2. Would you like some coffee if we can get it to you?”

	Jack mastered this effusion with some difficulty. When he had finally finished it, he grinned down the table at his wife. “Well, you’re for it, Jo, my girl! If Maisie’s kid is anything like her, pity help you! That’s all I’ve got to say!”

	“Mother’s little comfort!” Jo murmured. “Are you finished, children? Then bless yourselves and say your Grace. Len, you and Con and Margot may go and make your beds. I’ll be up presently. Con, call the Coadjutor as you go up and ask her to come and take the twins. Boys, you may go up to the playroom for the present. Charles, keep an eye on Mike and the twins, for me, will you?”

	Seven-year-old Charles nodded and he and Mike, who was nearly three years his junior trotted off to the big playroom at the top of the house. The rain was coming down in torrents and there was no hope of going out just yet.

	Jo lifted her twins, babies of nineteen months, out of their high chairs and set them on the floor to tumble about until Rösli, the “Coadjutor”, should arrive to bear them off to the playroom.

	“You won’t be long, will you, Mamma?” Con, the second of Jo’s triplets asked as she turned to follow her sisters from the room.

	“Not long—only a few minutes,” her mother agreed; and Con went flying up the stairs after the other two, quite satisfied.

	Once the children—except the twins—had vanished, Jo turned to her husband, laughter in her soft black eyes. “That’s settled them for the next quarter-of-an-hour or so. I shall be thankful when Beth gets back! I’m all behind with my book and when you have eight healthy youngsters all over the house in holiday time, looking after them is a whole-time job. Thank goodness Steve’s gone off to his school; and the girls go next door to-morrow. I can cope with Charles and Mike and the twins for a few days if necessary. Well, let’s get down to business. Jack, I want a cheque, please. The girls need about a dozen hankies each and they could do with some more stockings. It isn’t warm enough for them to go bare-legged yet.”

	He pulled out his cheque-book. “Well, hardly! How do you propose to get them, though?”

	“Have an early lunch and go down to Interlaken on the thirteen-twenty, I thought. I’ll take the girls with me and I rang up Hilda Annersley and she says she’ll send someone in to look after the boys. Rösli can tackle the twins all right. If Anna were going to be here, she could see to the four, but it’s her half-day and I know she wants to go to Büchsfastetne to the Graus. I can’t possibly ask her—Herein!” She broke off as a tap came on the door and a pleasant-looking Swiss girl of about seventeen entered.

	Jo asked her to take the twins up to the playroom and see them into their rompers. She could leave them with the two boys, for there was a good deal of work to be got through in the early part of the morning and Anna, who had been with the Maynards since their marriage nearly thirteen years before, could hardly do everything single-handed.

	“Mind you shut the gate at the top of the stairs,” her mistress ended up. “Be sure you drop the safety-latch. Mike can open it if you don’t and those are steep stairs. You’d better close the windows, too. This rain makes the air damp.”

	Rösli nodded and went off, a twin astride each hip. Jack, in the meantime, had been writing the cheque his wife had demanded. As he passed it over to her he observed, “You haven’t chosen a very pleasant day for your trip, my love.”

	“Oh, it’ll finish raining by noon,” Jo said easily, as she folded the cheque. “Thanks a lot. Shall you be back for lunch?”

	“No; we’re giving that poor kid, Leila Elstob, a final thorough overhaul this morning to see if she’s in trim for the operation on Sunday. And there are three pretty big ops this afternoon. I’ve a heavy day before me, so don’t expect me before dinner. I hope to be back by then. If I’m late, don’t wait for me. I may be needed at the San and in that case I’ll have something there. By the way, Jo, if it clears up, don’t take the girls out on the lake. Yes; I know you can row and swim like a fish. Just the same, I’d rather know you were on dry land unless I’m with you. You know how suddenly a storm can get up among the mountains.”

	“You’re making an awful lot of fuss over nothing,” Jo said. “Still, if nothing else will please you I suppose I must say yes.”

	“It isn’t that I don’t trust you; but with a demon like young Margot——”

	“Margot’s reformed,” Jo said quickly. “Last term’s experience at Lucerne has done that for her, anyhow. She’s been very much steadier ever since, poor lamb!”[3]

	 

	
		

				[3]

				The Chalet School Does It Again.

		

	


	“I daresay; but Rome wasn’t built in a day and Margot’s devil isn’t going to be expelled at one blow, even by such a ghastly experience as falling into Lucerne in March.”

	“Perhaps not. But she really does try now, Jack.” Then she looked up at him with eyes as soft as black pansies. “About Leila—oh, Jack! Do you think you can do something?”

	He shook his head doubtfully. “I don’t know, Jo. The trouble is very deep-rooted. If she could have come out here two years ago—even one year—I could feel much more sure. As it is, I doubt if we can guarantee a complete cure. Our best chance—and hers, too—is that she has had no more of those awful abscesses for the last three months. That’s why I want to operate as soon as possible. We’ve been able to build up her strength better than I ever thought we could. But if she had a return of the abscesses, her strength would be drained and then it would mean another long period of building up again—and with less hope of success than we have now. Mercifully, she has settled down at San better than I had hoped and we haven’t had any fretting for her mother which is so much to the good.”

	“Poor Mrs. Elstob!” Jo’s voice was warm with sympathy. “What does she say?”

	“She’s terribly anxious, of course; but now that it looks like being on us almost at once, she’s willing. She knows that if it isn’t done, Leila has no chance. I doubt, myself, if she could pull through another attack of abscesses.”

	“I shall be thinking about them to-day,” Jo said quietly. “The girls and I will go into church this afternoon and pray for them and you may be sure we shall all pray hard on Sunday if you do decide to operate then. It’s all we can do.”

	“It’s the best you can do. You can’t help Mrs. Elstob, poor soul. She’s bound up in that child and nothing—at present—can get through to her apart from Leila and Leila’s chances. I must be off. I shall be up to the eyes all day. Good-bye, Joey. Remember what I said and take care of yourselves. Luckily, Beth ought to be back to-morrow night and then you’ll get a little rest. By the way, I suppose this new Jo will also be up then?”

	“Oh, certain to be. The school returns to-morrow, as you very well know, and I imagine Maisie will want her girl to start fair with the rest. There are our own fair daughters yelling for me! I must go! I’ve a fairly heavy morning’s work myself, with three trunks to pack. Hanserl will trundle them over this afternoon sometime and then we’ve nothing more to worry about until they go over after Kaffee und Kuchen to-morrow. Matey will want them then for unpacking, though Hilda says the school won’t be there much before nineteen o’clock, if then.”

	“Well, if I can, I’ll arrange to be free to-morrow afternoon and take you all off somewhere for a final treat. Now I must go!” He stooped—not very far, for Jo was a tall woman and only four inches shorter than he—and kissed her and then went out to the little car and set off for the great Sanatorium at the far end of the Görnetz Platz where he plunged into work and forgot his wife and family more or less for the rest of the day.

	Meanwhile, having waved good-bye to him, Jo raced upstairs to see that the babies were safe before she descended to the big bedroom where her three elder daughters, having finished all the beds and attended to dusting and tidying their own room, had lugged their trunks in from the landing and were already laying piles of underclothes on their beds, ready for packing.

	



Chapter II
 JOSETTE TO THE FORE

	The train thundered into the station at Berne with shrieks and great hissings of steam as it finally came to a standstill. At once the steps down to the platform were crowded as the Chalet School marched smartly out of the carriages in which they had been travelling for the last two hours. They jumped down and stood, thankfully stretching their legs. When you have been travelling by railway ever since the day before, you are generally grateful for a chance to loosen up your muscles.

	Jo Scott came with the rest and stood looking round her with curiosity. She had done a good deal of travelling in her short life, for she had been on safari with her parents in Kenya; flown from Nairobi to Capetown on one occasion and on another made the same journey by boat from Mombasa. The Scott family either had plenty of money for luxuries or else didn’t know where to turn for a penny. This time, there had been plenty, for Dad had had to come to England to settle up Grandpa’s estate and the lawyers in London had sent a comfortable cheque for expenses. So the family had flown.

	Now, it seemed, they were never likely to be at their wits’ end again as they had so often been in the past. It must be owned that even Jo, who adored her father, saw plainly that he had little idea of saving for bad years. When the money was there, he spent it. When it wasn’t, they just had to scratch round as best they could. But Grandpa had made that all right, as Dad had explained to her. The money he left was Dad’s as long as he lived and then it came to her.

	“So, whatever happens, we shall have that to reckon on, you see, Jo,” Dad had said. “You needn’t worry again.”

	Jo had been thankful. Mummy didn’t like it when she had to go without pretty frocks and trips to Nairobi; but she had just laughed and said, “Better luck next year!” It was only Jo herself who really worried about what was going to happen to them all if they had two or even three bad years together.

	Jo was not to know, but this was one big reason why Mummy had insisted that she should remain behind and go to the Chalet School when they returned to Kenya. She had come to the conclusion that her daughter was doing far too much worrying for her age and it was high time she was where she couldn’t know what her parents were doing about money matters. There was the excuse of the disturbed state of the country, and Mrs. Scott wanted no more. She inquired about, met Gipsy Carson, an old friend and schoolfellow, and discovered where the school was. Jo was entered almost on the spot and informed that she would be there for the next four years.

	“And you needn’t worry about funds, either,” her mother said, when they were saying good-bye the day before. “Daddy’s arranged with the lawyers to settle all your fees and expenses and things like that first out of Grandpa’s money. You go and have a good time. Give my love to your unofficial godmother and say I hope I’ll be seeing her some time soon—perhaps next year.”

	Jo was thinking of all this as she stood on the busy platform next to the girl who had been put in charge of her. She rather liked this girl whose name was not unlike her own. At least, there was certainly a family resemblance between Josephine and Josette.

	At this point, Josette turned to her with a beaming smile.

	“Good! Here’s Sally-go-round-the-moon at last, so perhaps we’ll get off now! I’m sick of trains and I’ll be thankful to be back at school again. I hope you aren’t too awfully dead?”

	Jo gasped. Josette’s remarks were rather stunning. However, she grasped at the final query and replied, “I’m not ’specially tired, thank you. Is it much farther from here?”

	“Oh, no. We just change to the Interlaken train and when we get there, we go up by the mountain railway and it’s about a mile or so from there to the school.”

	“I say!” interrupted a fair, curly-headed individual who was standing next to Jo on the other side from Josette. “Here’s Miss Derwent and Miss Armitage and two or three other mistresses coming down the platform. What’s the idea?”

	Josette at once swung round to look. “What did you say, Barbara? More staff!” She giggled. “What have they come for? D’you think it’s to say that the Head and Matey have started measles and we can’t go back? What on earth will they do with us all at that rate?”

	“Talk sense!” exclaimed the girl standing at the other side of Barbara. “Is it likely? You shut up, Josette, and we’ll hear in a sec. Here they come!”

	The four ladies who had attracted the attention of the girls came up to the little knot of escort mistresses who were standing awaiting them with startled faces, and the leader spoke at once. “Well, here you all are! The coaches are waiting outside the station——”

	“Do you mean they’re here?” exclaimed Miss Denny who was head of the escort. “But, Miss Derwent, I understood that they would meet us at Interlaken.”

	Miss Derwent nodded. “That was the first idea. But the Head decided that, considering we have twenty-three new girls this term, including a batch of Juniors, it would be better to meet the train here. We can shorten the motor route from here, you know, and then it would mean no more train changes and all the worry of their hand-luggage. That’s always a nuisance, as I know full well. Will you get them into line and march them out to the Bahnhof Platz? Most of the other passengers seem to have gone now.”

	“Very well,” Miss Denny said. “Oh, and we’ve Beth Chester with us. She came with Barbara and Janice, of course, and she’s been a tremendous help with all those babies on the journey. We’ll have room for her, won’t we?”

	“Heaps and to spare. Lashings of room as Biddy o’Ryan would say,” Miss Derwent laughed, forgetting that her clear voice carried and most of the girls could hear her using their history mistress’s Christian name so casually.

	“Good!” Miss Denny turned to her flock. “Line up girls, quickly. The coaches are here to meet us and are waiting outside. Mind you don’t forget anything. You should have your night-case, umbrella, rug, raincoat and any other oddments you may have with you. Make sure of everything, please!”

	This was mere convention as all the “old” girls knew. Before they had neared Berne, the prefects had gone the rounds, making sure that every one had all her possessions handy and one of the other escort mistresses had gone through their carriages after they left the train in quest of forgotten trifles. Rugs, raincoats and umbrellas were all strapped to night-cases and whatever else they had were in smaller cases. The school looked righteous and then, as the mistress gave the word, turned and marched forward smartly. Miss Lawrence, the Senior music mistress was already at the guichet, handing over the tickets and as the girls went past, she counted them by twos so that they could be sure that no one was left behind.

	Outside the station, they found the five big school motor coaches lined up in readiness. Miss Derwent swung round to a tall, very beautiful person who was standing with another round-faced young mistress, with the eleven little new girls between them.

	“I’m glad to see you, Beth,” she said. “Will you take charge of the last coach and these people?” She smiled at the other young woman. “And will you go with her, Miss Andrews? And I think we’ll send the other new girls along, as well. You people take your places while I sort them out, will you. I’ll send Julie Lucy and Clem Barrass to help out.”

	She turned away again, intent on collecting the older new girls, and Beth Chester and the new Miss Andrews saw to getting the ten- and eleven-year-olds into the coach. By the time the smaller folk were settled, Miss Derwent had arrived with the rest, including Jo, who felt rather forlorn at being wrested from Josette. There were a dozen of them altogether, from an unmistakeably Scottish girl of about sixteen to three twelve-year-olds, one of whom rushed to sit down beside a child of eleven who was clearly her sister, for both were so much alike.

	Beth Chester left the bus and came to stand by Miss Derwent and count until the newcomers were all in.

	“Yes; all here,” she said, as Jo, the last of them, climbed up and sat down in the first vacant seat she saw. “We’ve room for a few more, if they’re crowded in the other coaches, Miss Derwent.”

	“I’ll just go and see,” Miss Derwent began, when Miss Denny arrived. She peered in and nodded.

	“Heaps of room! I’ll have the night-cases collected and you can pile them up along the back seat. That will give the others more room. And you could take one more girl as well. Is there a seat for Julie and Clem? Right! I’ll go and send someone along to sit beside—Jo Scott, isn’t it? Better be a Middle, then. Got seats for yourself and Miss Andrews, Beth?”

	Beth nodded. “I made them leave that middle one vacant. I thought the front seat for Julie and Clem, seeing they’re prefects.”

	Miss Denny laughed and lumbered off. Three minutes later, Josette Russell came flying along, laden with her night-case and attaché-case, and scrambled in. She spotted Jo at once and made for her. “I’ve got to come with you,” she announced, as she tried to cram her night-case into the rack. “Oh, bother! It won’t go in!”

	“I heard Miss Denny say the night-cases were to go on the back seat,” Jo said.

	“Good egg! I’ll take mine down and park it.” She was off and a minute later came back and sat down just as a heavily laden porter arrived with another batch from the other coaches.

	When the last case had been safely stowed, two very dignified people of eighteen and seventeen appeared, and took the front seat. Jo had already learned that the very dark, very handsome girl, was Julie Lucy, the Head Girl. Now Josette told her that the other, who wore her thick, reddish hair in two plaits swung round her head, was Clem Barrass, the games prefect and a power in the land.

	Beth Chester took her seat beside Miss Andrews and the door was shut. The other coaches were already moving off and now theirs rolled away after them.

	“We’re off!” Josette said as she settled herself comfortably. “Now we can talk.”

	To Jo’s way of thinking, they had done a good deal of that already; but Josette went on to explain. “I mean, on the train we were all squashed together with the rest. Here, with these high-backed seats, we’re much more private and we can say what we like so long as we don’t yell. For one thing, you can tell me all about you. All I’ve heard so far is that your name’s Jo Scott and you come from Kenya.”

	“What do you want to know?” Jo asked cautiously.

	“Well, how old are you? And what sort of school were you at before? And are you Josephine or Joanna, f’r instance.”

	“I’m fourteen and I was at a boarding-school in Nairobi. Our farm was out in the wilds, you see, and Daddy said a governess would be more bother than she was worth. Mummy taught me first of all and when I was seven I went to Nairobi. As for my name, it’s Josephine—Josephine Mary, if you want to know.”

	Josette turned to her with wide blue eyes. “But that’s my name, too. I was named for my Aunt Joey——”

	“I was named after someone Mummy knew when she was at school and liked awfully only she never knew it—my unofficial godmother, I mean. But when I was born, Mummy said I was to be called after her and she’d have asked her to be my godmother properly, only Mummy didn’t know where to write.” Then she added importantly, “I expect you’ve heard of her. She’s a writer. She writes the most marvellous books for girls and historical novels as well. Her name’s Josephine Bettany, though now she’s married and she’s Mrs. Maynard.”

	Josette’s eyes looked as if they would drop out of her head, so widely did she open them. “But—but—but that’s my Aunt Joey!” she cried. “That’s who I’m named after!”

	The pair stared at each other and then Josette dissolved into giggles. “Oh, I say! How simply priceless! What a yell! Auntie Jo will shriek when she hears!”

	She was off again and Jo laughed with her. “It is funny, isn’t it?”

	“But who are you exactly?” Josette demanded eagerly. “I mean what was your mother’s name before she married? I may have heard of her, you know.”

	“Oh, she wasn’t at the Chalet School at all,” Jo replied. “She went to another one at the other side of the lake—what was it called? Something weird, I know.”

	“The Tiernsee,” Josette said. “Then she must have been at St. Scholastika’s.” She gave the word its German sound, with the S-c-h soft. “When Miss Browne, who was Head there gave up, they joined us. Wasn’t your mother there then?”

	Jo shook her head until her thick, dark-red plaits flew wildly round her shoulders. “No; she was only there for the first year the school was at the—the Tiernsee. She was nearly eighteen when she left and she married Daddy the next year and went out to Kenya with him—he was home on leave, you see—and I arrived two years later. Before she married, though, she was Maisie Gomme.”

	“Maisie Gomme?” Josette pondered a moment. “No; I’ve never heard of her. But then I wouldn’t be likely to if she left before Mummy bought St. Scholastika’s. That’s what happened, you know. Mummy started the Chalet School ages before the others came and it grew like fun. Then St. Scholastika’s came along and after a bit, Miss Browne retired and Mummy bought the whole thing and joined them up. That was after she married Daddy. I say! Does Auntie Jo know—about you, I mean?”

	Jo nodded. “A friend of Mummy’s, Miss Carson, told her where the school was and that Mrs. Maynard was living at the Görnetz Platz, too. Mummy said O.K. I should go there and was I thrilled! I’ve heard heaps about the time in Tirol and I’ve always longed to go to the Chalet School, especially since they told me I wasn’t going back to Kenya for the next few years. Mummy’s going, of course. Daddy can’t leave the coffee and she won’t leave him. In fact, when she handed me over to Miss Denny in Paris yesterday, she was going straight off to catch a plane to Cairo and going on from there. She’ll be in Egypt by this time, I expect.”

	Josette shot a quick look at her. Was she going to feel homesick and weepy? But whatever Jo Scott might be feeling, there was no sign of tears about her. She was glad of that. Josette Russell had an almost boyish hatred of tears and she never knew what to do with anyone who cried.

	“Aunt Joey will be thrilled!” she said. “Does she know you’re coming?”

	Jo nodded. “Mummy wrote a day or two ago to tell her and why I’m Jo and all that. She’d have loved to come with me and see Mrs. Maynard, but there simply wasn’t time. Everything was decided in such a frightful hurry at the last, you see. I’m to write and tell her everything, though, as soon as I can. I say, Josette, has she got a Jo herself? For if so, she’s safe to go to the school, of course, and it’ll be rather a muddle with me there, too, won’t it?”

	Josette chuckled. “Only the triplets go to the school, so far, and they’re Len, Con and Margot; so you needn’t worry about that. Felicity isn’t two till September, and anyway, Josephine’s just her second name.”

	“Has she four girls?” Jo’s grey-green eyes were wide with excitement.

	Josette nodded. “And four boys! You see, she had the triplets first and then three boys—all singletons. They’re Steve and Charles and Mike. And then, nearly two years ago, the twins arrived. They’re Felicity and Felix.”

	“Mummy will be thrilled to hear,” Jo said. “There’s only me in our family.”

	“Oh, well, lots of people are onlies nowadays,” Josette said. “All the same, I like a big family myself,” she added. “I’m one of six—two sisters and three brothers. Ailie, my kid sister, is behind there, sitting with Barbara Chester’s kid sister, Janice. They’re great pals, those two. Sybil is in Lower Fifth, so she’s with the Seniors. She’s sixteen. Then the eldest of us is David who’s eighteen and we have twin brothers who are not quite three.”

	“Are you a Senior when you’re sixteen?” Jo asked.

	“Yes. Sixteen and onwards, you’re a Senior. Fourteen to sixteen you’re a Senior Middle. Twelve to fourteen—Junior Middle. Below twelve—Junior. You’ll be a Senior Middle like me. I’m fourteen, too. I expect you’ll be in one of the Fourths—Upper a probably—unless you’re a genius and go straight into Lower Fifth.”

	Jo grinned. “More likely Lower—or else Upper Third. I’m no genius, I can assure you, though goodness knows I work hard enough,” she added.

	“You won’t be in any Third, however much of a dud you are,” Josette assured her. “Only those kids, like Ailie and Janice and Judy Willoughby are Thirds. We’ve four Fourths, you know—two divisions each of Upper and Lower, and even Emerence Hope, who is a dud and never does any more work than she can help, anyhow, is in Lower IVa. I’ll bet you can do more than that.”

	“Where are you?” Jo asked anxiously. She had taken a fancy to this charmingly friendly girl who was so pretty, with her black hair, blue eyes and pink and white colouring. It would be a real help if they could be in the same form. Not that she was likely to make a baby of herself over anything. With seven years of boarding-school already behind her, she was beyond that. But if she could start in the same form as a friend, it would be very much nicer.

	“I’m Upper IVa,” Josette said. “Of course, I’m fifteen in October. When’s your birthday?”

	“I’ve just had it,” Jo said. “I was fourteen on April 15th.”

	Josette looked grave. “I’m afraid, then, you’re hardly likely to be with us—unless you’re better than you think you are; and you quite well may be. Upper IVa are all either fifteen or almost that. In fact,” she added, shyly, “I’m the youngest in the form. Still, you might make Upper IVb and there’s lots of decent folk there—my cousin, Maeve Bettany, for one. And Barbara Chester’s another. You know her. We were in the same compartment coming from Paris. And there’s Clare Kennedy and Prunella Davidson and Sue Meadows and lots of others. I’ll introduce you round and I’ll tell Maeve to give you a hand if you need it. She’s a decent sort, but she loathes lessons and only does enough to keep out of rows. I rather like them myself.”

	“I’m not awfully good at anything in the lesson line,” Jo sighed. “I do work, of course—always have. I loathe being beaten by a silly sum or a lot of dates. And I loathe being bottom anywhere even more. I can’t often hope to be top, but I can get somewhere near the middle if I slog, so I do. But the only things I’m really good at are needlework and cooking and things like that. Well, what are you laughing at?” she ended up in some indignation.

	“You!” Josette told her bluntly. “You may have Aunt Joey’s name, but you’re not in the least like her in anything else. At least—well no; that’s not quite true. She does like cooking and she once wrote a cookery book—with her three chums.[4] But she loathes sweeping and dusting and she says sewing, and especially mending, is her abomination.”

	 

	
		

				[4]

				The Chalet Girls’ Cookbook.

		

	


	“I don’t exactly love mending myself,” Jo replied. “But sewing—that’s fun! Making clothes and seeing them come out just what you meant. And embroidering things and seeing the flowers or fruit coming like pictures, only in embroidery.”

	“If that’s how you feel,” Josette said after a prolonged stare at her, “Mdlle will clasp you to her bosom! You’ll be her blue-eyed boy for evermore. But I don’t mind telling you the only other girl I’ve known to be crazy on it is my sister, Sybil. When she finishes school, Sybs is to have a course of training at the South Kensington School of Needlework and go in for it properly. I don’t know how she can! I don’t actually loathe sewing, but I’d never want to make it my career. It’s the one thing Sybs has ever wanted, though.”
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