
        
            
                
            
        

    
 

	 

	THE CHALET SCHOOL IN EXILE

	 

	By

	Elinor M. Brent-Dyer

	 

	 

	© 2023 Librorium Editions

	 

	ISBN : 9782385744366

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	CHAPTER I  CHANGES COMING

	CHAPTER II  THE CHALET SCHOOL

	CHAPTER III  THE SCHOOL LEARNS THE NEWS

	CHAPTER IV  THE CHALET SCHOOL PEACE LEAGUE

	CHAPTER V  SPIED ON!

	CHAPTER VI  ‘WHERE ARE ROBIN AND HILARY?’

	CHAPTER VII  A SHOCK FOR JOEY—AND MADGE

	CHAPTER VIII  THE GESTAPO

	CHAPTER IX  A NAZI ‘SPORT’

	CHAPTER X  FLIGHT!

	CHAPTER XI  ESCAPE!

	CHAPTER XII  HEY FOR ENGLAND!

	CHAPTER XIII  THE CHALET SCHOOL REVIVES

	CHAPTER XIV  JOEY MAKES A NEW FRIEND

	CHAPTER XV  THE FIRST DAY OF TERM

	CHAPTER XVI  THE FOURTH CREATE A SENSATION

	CHAPTER XVII  THE NEW GIRL

	CHAPTER XVIII  GERTRUDE STARTLES THE SCHOOL

	CHAPTER XIX  ADRIFT!

	CHAPTER XX  JOEY CREATES A SENSATION

	CHAPTER XXI  A STILL BIGGER THRILL

	CHAPTER XXII  CONSEQUENCES

	CHAPTER XXIII  A FINAL SENSATION

	

	


CHAPTER I
 CHANGES COMING

	‘You look painfully worried, Jem. What’s gone wrong now?’

	Doctor Jem Russell, head of the Sonnalpe Sanatorium in Tyrol, glanced at his young sister-in-law, Jo Bettany, with a worried air indeed, but he shook his head at her question, and refused to give her a definite answer, much to her suppressed wrath.

	‘There are a good many things to worry me, Jo. Don’t bother me now, that’s a good girl. Instead, suppose you go and get some of the ink off your fingers? Have you been bathing in it by any chance?’

	Jo regarded her stained fingers ruefully. ‘I don’t know where it all comes from. That wretched pen of mine doesn’t seem to leak, and yet I always get into a mess like this when I’ve been really busy.’

	‘Perhaps,’ suggested the doctor, who knew her, ‘you’ve been dipping it into the ink instead of taking the trouble of filling it properly.’

	Jo went pink. ‘I did think it a waste of time when I was in the middle of my new chapter,’ she acknowledged with engaging frankness.

	‘Well, now you’ve got to waste your time washing your hands and using pumice-stone into the bargain. I don’t see what you gain by it.’

	‘Doesn’t matter now. I’ve finished the chapter, and I’m stuck.’

	‘Well, go and clean up, then. Oh, and tell me where Madge is, please?’

	‘In the nursery, telling stories to the babies—or she was when I came down. Shall I tell her you want her as I go past?’

	‘No; don’t bother. I’ll go up to her there. You trot along.’

	Jo gave him an impish grin, and turned and ran up the stairs and along the wide corridor to the bathroom, where she found her adopted sister, Marya Cecilia Humphries, commonly known as Robin, very busy washing gloves.

	‘Do you want the basin, Joey?’ she asked, moving to one side as she spoke.

	‘No, thanks. I’ll wash under the bath-tap.’ And Jo suited the action to the word.

	Robin went on with her work, only pausing when an impatient exclamation from Jo drew her attention. ‘What is it, then, Jo?’ she asked, with the pretty turn of speech that reminded people that in her early years she had spoken mainly French. ‘Is the water too hot?’

	‘No,’ said Jo, ‘but I can’t get this ink off my hands. I don’t believe they’ll ever be clean again!’

	‘You have said that before. Try methylated spirit. Corney Flower got walnut-juice stains off her fingers with it, so it ought to be as good for ink.’

	‘I can try,’ said Jo dubiously, tossing down the nailbrush with which she had been scrubbing her fingers in the hope of getting them clean again. ‘Where shall I find any?’

	‘Try Madge’s cupboard. She has some there, I think.’

	Jo departed to seek the spirit, and the Robin, having squeezed as much water from her gloves as possible, wrapped them in a towel, patted them thoroughly, and then laid the bundle into the big airing-cupboard to dry, before she rinsed her hands and dried them, and went off to the nursery to see if her assistance was needed.

	As she passed the half-open door of the big room occupied by the doctor and his wife, she heard voices proceeding from it, and, almost at the same time, some words struck on her ears.

	‘I don’t like Germany’s attitude, Madge. Schuschnigg is a fine fellow, but I doubt if he realises the stranglehold Nazi-ism has on the young Austrians. It bothers me a little.’

	Robin stuck her fingers in her ears, and raced on down the long corridor to the big room where the little Russells, together with their young cousins, the Bettanys, and Dr Russell’s younger niece, Primula Mary Venables, were curled up round a big armchair pushed to one side. They uttered a shout of joy when they saw Robin, and rushed to meet her. She shut the door, and came among them, laughing at them.

	‘Robin—Robin! Come and play with us!’

	‘No—tell us a story. Tell us ’bout the Greedy Cat!’

	‘I came to play with you,’ said Robin. ‘What have you been doing?’

	‘Auntie Madge was telling us ’bout Coal-munk-Peter and the Little Glass Man, and Uncle Jem came and called her away,’ explained Peggy Bettany, a slim, leggy person of six. ‘I don’t know why.’

	Robin ruffled the silvery fair curls that covered Peggy’s small head. ‘Business, I expect. He wouldn’t tell you about that, Peg.’

	‘I don’t know,’ said Peggy slowly. ‘He looked—he looked—oh, I can’t ’splain; but it wasn’t just bus’ness, I’m sure.’

	A severe attack of measles nearly two years before had left Peggy frail for some time, and she had been a good deal with her elders as a consequence. Strong mountain air, rich milk, and regular hours had done a good deal for her; but she still was thin and long, instead of the chubby little bundle she had been. She had also grown much older than her six years warranted, and often made shrewd remarks that startled her elders. On this occasion, Robin looked at her, putting two and two together, and making at least seven of them.

	‘Supposing Germany starts a war for Austria!’ she thought. Then she saw that the small folk were staring at her in amazement, so she hurriedly pulled herself together. ‘Let’s play Blind Man’s Buff,’ she suggested. ‘Get me a handkerchief from the drawer, Rix, and I’ll blindfold you.’

	‘All right—but not ve babies,’ stipulated Rix, Peggy’s twin, and as different from her as black curls, velvety brown eyes, and a sturdy little body could make him. ‘Vey’ll only tumble down an’ cry.’

	‘They’re quite happy in the corner,’ said Robin, glancing at the two. ‘Sybil and Jacky, I’m going to pull the table across the corner, and then you’ll be quite private by yourselves.’

	‘Kite pwivate,’ echoed Jacky, the youngest member of the Bettany family present—though in India, a little brother and sister known to the Sonnalpe people as ‘Second Twins’ were beginning to trot all over now, and kept Mother and Ayah in a perpetual state of wondering what mischief they would fall into next.

	Robin pulled the table across the corner, shutting in the two youngest members of the nursery party, and then turned to the game, urged thereto by impatient shouts from the rest.

	The only child of one of the Russells’ greatest friends and a Polish girl who had died of tuberculosis when the child was six, Robin had, for years, been very fragile, and there had been great reason to fear that she might have inherited the dread disease, along with her mother’s dark loveliness. But the quiet life at the Sonnalpe, under the constant care of the clever doctors there, whose lifework was the battle against the ‘white man’s plague,’ had overcome her delicacy to a great extent; and though she would never be robust, she was far stronger than anyone had ever hoped.

	She was slight and small for her fourteen years, with a mop of black curls framing a softly rosy face of almost angelic beauty. Big brown eyes smiled out from under long lashes, and the firm little chin gave the key to her character. Motherless since early childhood, she had lost her father in January of the previous year through a mountaineering accident. The Russells had been left as her guardians, and she adored them with all the warmth of a warm little heart. As a tiny child, she had addressed them as aunt and uncle. But now that she was fourteen, they had told her to drop the titles, and use the names.

	‘I won’t be addressed as “Guardian” by anyone,’ the doctor had declared firmly. ‘You’re Joey’s adopted sister, and Madge is her own sister, and I’m her brother-in-law. It’s ridiculous for you to call her “Joey,” and us “aunt” and “uncle.” So drop it, Rob, and take to our names instead. They’re quite good ones,’ he had added.

	In return for all the loving care lavished on her, the Robin, passionately grateful for the tenderness that would not let her feel alone in the world, did all she could to help in the nursery. In term-time, she attended the Chalet School Annexe, a school established for delicate children high up on the great Sonnenscheinspitze; but a fortnight ago mumps had broken out, and the School had been sent home except for the patients. Robin had, fortunately, escaped the infection, and was now out of quarantine, so she could help once more.

	She played with the nursery people till the nursery rang with wild yells and peals of laughter, and Sybil and Jacky crawled out of their corner, under the table, and demanded to be allowed to share in the fun.

	‘You’re too small,’ said Master Rix, who ruled the nursery when he got the chance. ‘We don’t want babies.’

	His small cousin Sybil flung herself at him with her chestnut curls flying, and her blue eyes blazing, for Sybil had the temper that goes with red hair, and many were the spars between herself and her masterful cousin.

	‘Not a baby!’ she cried, with whirling fists.

	Rix knew that he must not hit a girl, however irritating she was, but he grappled with her, and the pair were rolling on the floor, a mass of arms and legs, black and chestnut curls, when the door opened and Mrs Russell herself came in.

	‘Sybil—Rix!’ she exclaimed sternly. ‘Are you quarrelling again? I shall send you both to bed if this goes on. Get up at once!’

	The combatants got to their feet, tousled and panting, and Robin came to the rescue. ‘Rix will talk about “Babies,” ’ she said. ‘Sybil does hate it, and then she loses her temper and they fight.’

	‘So I see.’ Madge Russell sat down, pulling the pair in front of her. ‘Peggy, go and ask Rosa to take them to the bathroom.—Rix, if you call Sybil and Jacky babies again, I’ll tie up your mouth for the afternoon.—Sybil, if you fly into another passion, you will go to bed. No crying, children! And no more fighting, or there will be no jam for tea.’

	Slightly subdued, the pair went off with Rosa, their nurse, and Mrs Russell sat down in her chair, and looked up at Robin with laughing brown eyes. ‘Those two always squabble. I’m afraid Sybs has what Jo describes as “a red-haired temper.” Never mind, my Robin. I’m sure you couldn’t help it.’ For Robin was looking rather upset.

	‘Rix does it to tease,’ said his twin. ‘But you said we were to go to school next term, Auntie Madge, so he won’t tease then.’

	Peggy had unbounded belief in school as a reformer. She herself was a gentle, sweet-tempered little soul, most obliging, and quite motherly with the younger ones—though red-headed Sybil sometimes resented the mothering, having a great opinion of herself as the only daughter of the house. She had been known to madden Rix by chanting, ‘You’re only a cousin! David an’ me belong!’

	But Robin was not thinking of the children. She sat down on the arm of her guardian’s chair, and looked into the sweet face with troubled eyes. ‘Madge, I—I overheard something Jem said when I was passing your door just now.’

	It was Madge’s turn to look disturbed. ‘What was it, Robin?’

	‘About the Nazis,’ replied Robin. ‘The door was open—I didn’t mean to hear. I couldn’t help it, though.’

	‘I know that, my pet. Don’t worry about it.’ Madge glanced across at the little ones who had run off to various ploys of their own. ‘Jem feels that he has a good deal of responsibility with the Sanatorium, and the School, too, and he’s worried about the way things look like going. That’s all. Don’t repeat what you heard, Rob,’ she added. ‘Not even to Joey. We’ll be talking about it later, and you only caught a sentence or two. And don’t think any more about it.’

	‘Herr Hitler n’est pas gentil,’ observed Robin, dropping into the French that still came most easily to her.

	Madge laughed at the expression. ‘Scarcely! But there’s nothing really to fuss about. Jem’s inclined to be a worrier. I’m not bothering, and I don’t think he need. Now run along and see what Jo’s doing. I haven’t seen her for hours.’

	‘She’s been writing a new chapter of her book, and then she came to the bathroom to wash her hands,’ said Robin, getting up from her perch after dropping a kiss on the curly dark hair just below her. ‘I don’t know what she’s doing now.’

	‘Then find out, my child!—Little ones, if you come, I’ll finish the story I’d begun.’

	With shrieks of joy, the little ones left their play and rushed to scramble all over her, reinforced by a clean and tidy Sybil and Rix. Robin laughed, and left the room to hunt for Jo.

	Joey proved to be out of the house, so the schoolgirl only lingered to get into warm coat and beret and gum-boots, before racing out to the garden, where traces of snow still lingered in sheltered nooks and corners, though the lawns were green, and in the beds, scilla and crocus tossed dainty heads in the fresh, February breeze. A bright sun shone bravely down, and the sky was blue, flecked with fluffy white clouds. Calling, ‘Joey—Joey!’ at the full pitch of a sweet voice, Robin ran down the paths, and finally came on her beloved Jo, standing by the garden wall, looking across the Tiern valley to the great limestone crags that hemmed it in.

	‘Did you get your hands clean?’ demanded Robin as she drew near.

	Joey spread out a pair of hands only faintly streaked with ink now. ‘Very nearly. What have you been doing, Robinette?’

	‘Playing with the babies. Sybil and Rix have had a fight,’ she added as she reached Joey’s side.

	‘What day don’t they? Come along! You aren’t supposed to stand about in this wind. It’s none too warm yet, for all the sun’s shining.’ They went up the path, tall Jo, with her delicate, clear-cut face, straight black hair, and glowing black eyes, leading. Not pretty, there was something about her that made people look at her twice. As a child, she had been very fragile. But her years in Tyrol had ended all that and she was now a wiry young person, who rarely ailed anything. All her life she had meant to be a writer, and now she had two books to her credit—Cecily Holds the Fort, a school story, and Tessa in Tyrol, the tale of an English girl’s adventures among the Tyrolean Alps—and was busy with a third.

	For the rest, she had been an imp of mischief in her early days at the Chalet School, the institution established by her sister nearly nine years before on the shores of the beautiful Tiern See at the foot of the Sonnenscheinspitze. However, years had brought wisdom, and her last four terms had seen her Head Girl of the School—popular, wise, and showing an understanding probably born of her own naughty Middle days.

	She and Robin wandered round the paths, discussing next term with a vim and eagerness that showed that even now Jo Bettany was not so very far removed from the Head Girl. During the summer months, the doctor and his family generally migrated to a big chalet on the shores of the lake, and it was a grievance with the Robin that this year she must spend the term at the Annexe, since now she was strong enough to work the whole term.

	‘If only I could go back to the Chalet,’ she said wistfully. ‘I should see something of you then, Jo. But if you’re down there, and I am up here, it will not be easy.’

	‘You’ll see plenty of me, my lamb,’ declared Jo, with a memory of the last summer, when she had been forced to return to Die Rosen, the Russell home, at least once a week in quest of something urgently needed. ‘I never yet contrived to think of all I wanted at a time. I’ll be up every week, if not twice or three times.’

	‘It’s not the same. When you’re up here, I see you every day.’

	‘Oh, well, you never know what the future may bring forth,’ said Jo lightly. ‘What time is it? Twelve o’clock? Come along and let’s be decent for lunch. I can’t very well appear like this, can I?’ And she glanced down at her ink-stained skirt, and the soiled blouse-wrists peeping from her coat-sleeves.

	‘No; and it is not convenable for the doctor’s sister to appear so untidy—especially as he may bring guests,’ agreed Robin.

	‘I never was convenable,’ said Jo, truthfully enough. ‘Oh, well, if you never see me looking any worse, young woman, you’ll do well.’ Months later, Robin remembered this speech, and first laughed and then shivered. Mercifully, the future was hidden from their eyes for the present, and they went in at the big door of Die Rosen, laughing and making plans for the afternoon.

	


CHAPTER II
 THE CHALET SCHOOL

	The doctor called Jo and Robin downstairs after lunch, just as they were off to get ready for a walk. ‘Look here, you two! I’m going down to Briesau to inspect for mumps—not that I think they’re likely to get it there; still, prevention is better than cure. If you like to hurry up, you can come with me. But be quick. I won’t wait for anyone, and you two are awful slow-coaches sometimes.’

	‘Insult!’ cried Joey indignantly from the landing where she was hanging over the rails to hear what he had to say. ‘We never keep you waiting—or hardly ever. Of course we’ll come. Give us a minute to wash and get into outdoor rig, and we’ll be with you at once.’

	She vanished as she spoke, to tear along to the bathroom to wash her hands, and came on the Robin doing the selfsame thing.

	‘We seem to be making the bathroom our meeting-place today,’ she said amiably. ‘Buck up, Rob! Jem’s going down to School to hunt for mumps which he doesn’t expect to find, and he’ll take us with him if we don’t keep him waiting. I don’t know what’s wrong with him today,’ she went on aggrievedly, soaping her hands thoroughly as she spoke. ‘He’s like a bear with a sore paw. Where’s the towel?’

	Robin tossed it over. ‘Here you are. And he hasn’t forgotten last week when you kept him waiting thirty-five minutes while you directed that story for the magazine. That’s why he’s rubbed it in.’

	Jo dried her hands perfunctorily and tossed the towel down on the radiator. ‘That was only once in a way. And he had only himself to blame for not warning us before that he meant to take us. Heavens! Listen to that!’ as a blast on the car’s siren reached them. ‘Hurry up, or he’ll go without us!’

	They tore downstairs, wriggling into berets as they went, and tugging on their gloves, and reached the car just in time. The doctor was already in the driving seat. They scrambled in, finishing their dressing by the way, and he started up.

	Along the broad shelf of the Sonnalpe he was obliged to drive slowly, but when they reached the broad coach-road which had been built some years before to link up the place with the Innsbruck-Vienna railway, he let her out, and they went at a terrific pace.

	‘Are we running a race?’ asked Jo, hanging on to the strap to save herself from being flung on top of him. ‘Woa, Jem! You’ll land us all in a fearful smash if you go on like this.’

	‘I’m in a hurry,’ was all he vouchsafed; and they had to be satisfied with that, and with watching the countryside as it flashed past.

	Down the coach road they went, and turned into another driving way which went along the side of the railroad, till it came to the outskirts of Spärtz, the little valley town that lay at the foot of the great crag leading up to the Tiern valley where lies the blue Tiern See, loveliest of all Austria’s lovely lakes. Here, at Briesau, a triangular peninsula running from the great Tiern Pass into Germany to the shores of the lake, was the Chalet School. It was enclosed by a stake and wattle fence, surrounded by a moatlike ditch intended to carry off any water if the stream flowing through the peninsula flooded—as it had done more than once since the School’s beginning.

	The School itself consisted of five houses—Ste Thérèse’s, the original buildings; St Clare’s, St Agnes’, St Scholastika’s, and St Hild’s, the last-named being the Staff Hostel where lived such of the Staff as were resident and not attached to one house or the other.

	A wide plank bridge crossed the ditch, and over this the car swung, and up the broad drive, bordered in summer by low hedges of briar-roses.

	The main door stood wide, since the day was fine; and just as the car drew up before it, a tall, slender woman, with threads of grey in sunny brown hair, and a clear-cut face lighted by a pair of grey eyes, at present smiling, but, on occasion, stern enough to quell the hardiest offender, appeared, amazement on her face.

	‘Dr Jem!’ she exclaimed. ‘We didn’t expect you today as you were down yesterday. No mumps so far, I’m glad to say; and as quarantine time was over yesterday, I don’t think we need be afraid now. But I’m very glad to see you,’ she added. ‘Jo and Robin, too! Come in, all of you. This will be an excitement for the School.’

	‘I thought you were going to Innsbruck today,’ said Jo, as she left the car. ‘I’m sure you said so when you rang up two days ago.’

	‘I found I need not go at once, so I’m waiting till Saturday,’ explained the Head as she led the way to her pretty study. ‘Robin, don’t you want to join the others, mein Blümchen? They are all out on the playing field, though it’s rather too muddy for either netball or lacrosse. Still, they’ve been so tied to the house since term began that we’ve given them a half-holiday, and they’re making hay.’

	‘I should like to go if I may,’ replied the Robin. ‘Is it French, German, or English day today?’

	‘French day,’ replied the Head. ‘Run along, dear. Oh, and if you see Miss Wilson or Miss Stewart, or any of the others, tell them the doctor and Jo are here in my study.’

	‘Oui, Mademoiselle,’ replied the Robin. She made the regulation curtsy demanded of all the girls, and danced off down the corridor.

	‘Come in,’ said the Head hospitably, ushering them into the room. ‘Nell, or Con, or some of the others will be here shortly, I expect.’

	‘Look here, Hilda,’ said the doctor brusquely, ‘I want you to send for the Heads and Seconds of all the Houses. I’ve come on serious business today.’

	The Head, Miss Annersley, to give her her rightful name, raised her brows at this, but all she said was, ‘Just ring the bell, please, Jo.’

	As for Jo, when she had done as she was asked, she turned on her brother-in-law in some excitement. ‘Jem! What’s up? What does all this mean? Why——’

	Miss Annersley intervened. ‘Don’t be such a question-mark, Joey! As Con says, you’re enough to deave anyone when you begin. Sit down, and help yourself to a cigarette—there are plenty in the box.’

	Thus suppressed, Jo sat down on the broad window-seat after taking a cigarette, and just then the door opened, and a fair, buxom girl with a pleasant face, attired in the national Tyrolean dress, appeared at the door.

	‘Oh, Anna, please send Miss Wilson, Miss Stewart, Miss Norman, Miss Soames, Miss Elliot, and Matron Gould to me,’ said the Head. Then she looked across at the doctor. ‘Do you want Matron Lloyd and Matron Rider, too, Doctor?’

	‘Yes; and Frau Mieders, and whoever housekeeps at St Hild’s, too. Why don’t you send for Miss Edwards? I said both of ’em.’

	‘It’s her free day, and she’s gone to Spärtz,’ explained Miss Annersley. ‘Very well, Anna; that is all, thank you.’

	Anna curtsied and withdrew, and presently the sound of light footsteps and gay voices told that the Staff were approaching. Jo uncoiled her long legs from under her, and rose to her feet as the door opened, and she was characteristically the first to speak.

	‘Hello, everyone! I’ve arrived, you see.’

	‘Joey!’ The foremost of them, a very pretty girl, with wavy red-gold hair, delicate colouring, and dark-blue eyes, swept forward. ‘My dear girl, don’t say that we’re sent for just because you have taken it into your head to pay us a visit! You aren’t Royalty, you know!’

	‘Don’t blame me—blame Jem. It’s his doings,’ said Jo cheerfully.

	A tall, clever-looking woman came across. ‘Well, Jo! You haven’t come to tell us that you’re joining Marie and Wanda and Eugen, have you?’

	‘Joining Marie and Wanda and Eugen? What in the world do you mean?’

	‘Haven’t you heard? They’re all going to America at the end of the week. Eugen’s mother was an American, as you ought to know, and Marie and he have had sundry invitations to visit them. They’ve never gone of course, but after the Gräfin’s death, both Marie and Wanda have been run down—small wonder! Poor soul, her sufferings must have been terrible!—so Eugen decided that a nice trip to America would be the very thing for Marie—especially as the baby arrived in the middle of all the trouble. He asked Wanda to go as well, and take Keferl and little Maria Ileana. I believe he wanted Friedel to go too, but Friedel found it impossible to get leave till the summer. So the others are to precede him, and he’ll join them for six weeks or so in July. Didn’t you really know? I thought Marie would have been sure to tell you. She said she was coming over to say goodbye tomorrow.’

	‘I haven’t had a line. Naturally I thought she hadn’t any time, what with little Wolferl, and her mother dying, and everything.’

	‘They came here to say goodbye yesterday. Marie had the baby with her to let the School see its latest “grandson.” The girls were all thrilled. He’s a beautiful baby, very like his mother.’

	‘He would be,’ agreed Jo. ‘But oh, if Marie is going to be away, I shall be lonely this summer! Frieda’s gone to Bernhilda at Genoa; Simone is at the Sorbonne still, and won’t get away till July at soonest. We four always were a quartette. Now we’re being split up, and I don’t like it one little bit. Upon my word, Nell, if they ask me, I’ve a good mind to go with them—if Madge will let me.’

	‘What’s that?’ demanded the doctor from across the room.

	‘Marie and Co. are all going to America on Saturday,’ said Jo with a groan. ‘If they invite me to join them, may I go, Jem?’

	‘They are going to America? When?’

	‘At the end of the week. If they ask me, may I go?’

	‘You’ll get no invitation on such short notice—unfortunately.’

	‘Well! Of all the nice, kind, brotherly remarks, commend me to that! Are you so anxious to be rid of me?’

	‘I’d give a good deal to know that you and Madge, and all the children, including the Robin, were all well out of the country,’ replied the doctor.

	A gasp went round the room. He took no notice, but merely went on: ‘I’ve sent for you folk to tell you that the School has to be moved up to the Sonnalpe at once. Your half-term comes next week-end, doesn’t it, Hilda? Then you can just get ready, and everything will go while the girls are away. How long are you giving them?’

	‘Five days. This is a long term,’ replied Miss Annersley mechanically. ‘We break up on Thursday morning, and don’t return till Tuesday evening.’

	‘But—but why?’ demanded the red-haired girl, who was Miss Stewart, the history mistress. ‘What’s going to happen? Why this sudden removal?’

	‘Yes; why indeed?’ asked the mistress who had told Joey about the departure of her chum, Marie von und zu Wertheimer, for America.

	‘Better give your reasons,’ observed a small, wiry woman in the dress of a nurse, who was Matron Gould, known to the girls as ‘Matey’ and feared as much as she was beloved by them all. ‘Nell Wilson won’t give you any peace till she does know—the scientific mind,’ she added kindly, ‘always wants to know.’

	‘I don’t like the trend affairs are taking,’ he told them quietly. ‘I’m afraid of Germany’s demands on Austria. She’s plainly got something up her sleeve.’

	‘Something up her sleeve? What do you mean?’ asked Miss Wilson.

	‘I think she’s going to try to bring Austria into the Reich. It’s very likely. In that case, I don’t quite know what will happen. It may mean war, though I scarcely think so. I doubt if Miklas and Schuschnigg would involve their country in what could only prove to mean appalling bloodshed, and, unless someone backs Austria, ultimate failure. But do you realise that if Germany does do this, it would mean the establishment of their confounded Gestapo, and probable unpleasantness for such a place as the Chalet School?’

	There was silence as the women seated round the room digested this.

	‘Surely they wouldn’t dare to interfere with us?’ said Miss Annersley uncertainly. ‘We aren’t nationals. Germany doesn’t want trouble with Britain—not yet, at any rate. Oh, I know they hate us—or the Nazis do. They hate all democracies, of course.’

	‘I don’t say they would interfere openly,’ said the doctor. ‘But if you broke any of their wretched rules and regulations, it might mean trouble. If that happened—well, you are all women, with no men-folk to defend you as long as you remain here. If you were at the Sonnalpe, there are seven of us British doctors, not to mention the men of the English colony. I should feel happier about you.’

	‘What do Madame and Mademoiselle say?’ demanded Miss Wilson.

	‘They agree with me, though I must admit Madge thinks I’m making a fuss about nothing. Still, she thinks that as I am worried, the School had better be moved—and at once. I don’t suppose Germany will strike, if strike she does, much before the summer. But when you’re dealing with such folk, it’s as well to take time by the forelock. If we give you all the help we can, can you possibly move during the half-term?’

	‘Yes; if we all stay—or most of us,’ said Miss Annersley. ‘Ivy can’t, as she’s taking the British girls to Innsbruck; and one or two other people are on week-end duty in other places. But otherwise, we can manage it.’

	‘But,’ began Miss Norman shyly, ‘how do you know that Germany has anything up her sleeve? There was nothing in the papers this morning and nothing came over the radio—at least, nothing more than usual.’

	‘That may be so. But Hitler is speaking of including all the German-speaking peoples on the continent in the Reich—says it’s only the full return of the full cycle of history. What he doesn’t seem to have grasped,’ went on the doctor, ‘is that the Holy Roman Empire, as such, was a very loosely woven affair, in which the various states and principalities were always at feud with one another. To drag Austria, German Switzerland, Sudetenland, and all the other modern states under one form of government, which seems to be his purpose, isn’t reviving the old Empire. However, you’ll never get a monomaniac to see anything he doesn’t want to see. And I distrust his methods. So, just prepare——’

	‘Are we to let the girls know?’ asked Miss Stewart.

	‘No; the fewer who know the better. I don’t want any talk if it can be avoided, until the thing is done.’

	‘That’s wise,’ said Matron gravely. ‘But how are we to manage?’

	‘Easily. How many days of the week pass without at least one or two of you coming up to the Sonnalpe? I’ll send the car each day, as the thaw is making the roads impossible. You must contrive to pack in what you can and bring it up with you. André shall bring it, as I don’t think we’ll risk any driving but his on such treacherous roads. Oh, I’m not being insulting. It was all I could do to keep out of skids’—Joey opened her mouth to protest at this, but thought better of it and shut it again—‘and I have stronger wrists than any of you people. No one will be surprised. There’s general grousing round the district at the state of road-surface.’

	‘There’s one thing I should like to know,’ observed Miss Wilson at this point. ‘And that is, where are we going? The Annexe won’t take even a quarter of us. We have two hundred and eleven girls this term. I may be in error, but I always thought the Annexe was built to hold fifty at most, and there are—how many up there now?’

	‘Twenty-seven,’ said Joey, speaking for the first time. ‘And Juliet and Grizel, of course.’

	‘Exactly. Well, where are we to be parked, then?’

	‘Do you remember Der Edel Ritter, that new hotel that was opened last August by a Herr Eiser from Bonn?’

	There was a chorus of assent.

	‘Herr Eiser died three weeks ago,’ said the doctor gravely. ‘His widow wishes to return to her own people at Bonn. She was telling me about it, and I told her that I might wish to make an addition to the Sanatorium, so would buy the place from her if she cared to let me have it. We struck the bargain last week, and I got all the title-deeds and other papers. Naturally, until I see how things are likely to go, I’m taking no more patients, so Der Edel Ritter will not be needed for that purpose for the next few months. I’m going to park the School there.’

	‘Well, it’s large enough,’ agreed Matron. ‘There must be a hundred and fifty bedrooms; and all the other places on the ground-floor. If you’d tried for fifty years, I doubt if you could have got a more suitable place.’

	‘But what about games?’ demanded Miss Stewart.

	‘There are six tennis-courts. Also, I’ve bought that bit of rough grassland at the back of the hotel, and I’m having it turfed over for cricket. There’s a swimming-pool—Herr Eiser was nothing if not modern, and he knew such things would attract a good many people—and a gymnasium, fully fitted up. The games side of the affair isn’t going to be much trouble.’

	‘But,’ said Joey, saying aloud the question most people were burning to ask, but had too much tact to voice, ‘how do you know there’s likely to be trouble just now, Jem? As Ivy says, there’s been nothing come out in the papers or the radio. Why this sudden agitation?’

	There was a little rustle. None of the others would have asked it—it took Jo to put such a question—but they were all agog to know the answer as much as she was.

	The doctor looked round at them thoughtfully, considering them. They were all honourable women. He decided to entrust them with a part of a secret he had intended to keep in its entirety.

	‘I have a friend in Wiesbaden,’ he began abruptly. ‘Some weeks ago he came to consult with me about a case of his that is here. We met at the Europe, and as a blizzard began that afternoon, we had to stay down there. The place happened to be full, so we were obliged to share a bedroom. He knows, of course, that we have a tremendous responsibility with regard to the School, with its mixed-grill of nationalities. As we were together, and it would have been almost impossible for anyone to overhear us, he warned me then that in high official circles in Germany, there was more than a talk of an Anschluss. He dared not say much: the Gestapo has its agents everywhere. But he told me that if he saw any reason to suppose that Hitler meant to strike, he would write to me, and in the letter would be two words that doctors use occasionally, which would mean nothing to anyone who didn’t know, but would mean to me that danger was at hand. That letter came this morning—and it had been delayed two or three days.’ He ceased, and there was a silence that could be felt.

	‘What about the visiting Staff?’ asked Matron Lloyd, a tall young Welshwoman, who was responsible for the domestic side of St Agnes’.

	‘I shall let Anserl and Laubach know. Denny and Miss Denny will find a home with us’—Jo groaned loudly at this, but no one took any notice, so she subsided—‘How many more are there?’

	‘Herr von Borken comes for ’cello, and Herr Helfen for harp,’ said Miss Annersley promptly. ‘Everyone else is either in the School or at St Hild’s, I think. Isn’t that so, Frau Mieders?’ She turned to a fair, pleasant-looking Austrian, hitherto silent, who was head of the Staff Hostel, St Hild’s.

	‘Quite correct,’ replied Frau Mieders. ‘But if it is as the Herr Doktor thinks, then I must consider my mother and my little sister in Kufstein. Almost certainly, the towns will be the first to suffer. Herr Doktor, what am I to do?’ She looked at him, anxiety in her eyes.

	‘We will invite Frau Kalkmann and the little Lieserl to spend a few weeks with us,’ he replied promptly. ‘Let us get our plans for the School made, and then, meine Frau, we will see what can be arranged. One of us will drive you over to Kufstein in the Hispano-Suiza, and bring them back. Frau Kalkmann can bring any valuables with her, and she must shut up her house. I intend to offer Herr Laubach and his wife the little chalet where my office is,’ he added. ‘We must send down an ambulance for her. I only wish,’ he added, ‘that we could bring all our friends safely to the Sonnalpe. But it is impossible.’

	‘Tante Gisel is staying with Gisela and Gottfried,’ Jo reminded him. ‘Onkel Florian won’t want to leave his business though,’ she added sorrowfully. ‘What about Onkel Reise and Tante Gretchen?’

	‘They are going to Bernhilda and Kurt, so they will be safe for the present. Well, I think that’s all we can do. Miss Annersley, I must discuss a few details with you. Shall we meet the rest at Kaffee und Kuchen at the usual hour? Then Jo can go off and join the girls.—And mind you hold your tongue, Jo,’ he added sternly. ‘Remember, I am trusting you to say nothing. If we can make this removal a fait accompli before any outsiders get wind of it, so much the better.’

	‘You won’t do that,’ said Jo, preparing to follow the Staff out of the room. ‘You can’t move furniture on the quiet, and the furniture you’ll have to move.’

	‘Only the actual school furnishings,’ he said. ‘I took over the furniture at Der Edel Ritter with the place. As for the rest—we’ll see.’

	Jo turned to leave the room, whither the Staff had preceded her.

	‘You know, this is the most thrilling event I’ve ever known. I’d no idea we were going to be mixed up in such a penny-dreadful, shilling-shocker thing as the secret police of any country! I ought to get a book out of this!’ She fled, laughing.

	‘Jo can’t take this thing seriously,’ said the doctor almost sadly, as the door closed behind her. ‘It’s just as well, perhaps. I foresee a tough row for us to hoe. Well, now to business, Hilda!’

	


CHAPTER III
 THE SCHOOL LEARNS THE NEWS

	‘I have feelin’s,’ remarked Hilary Burn, Head Girl of the Chalet School, mysteriously.

	‘What, then?’ asked her great friend, Jeanne le Cadoulec, the Games Captain, turning serious eyes of Breton blue on her.

	These two, together with sundry other grandees of the prefects, were sharing a compartment. Normally, they would have been required to take charge of various compartments of Middles and Juniors; but on this occasion the Staff had turned up in full force, and the Upper Sixth had been bidden keep together, and never mind their Juniors.

	‘So much the better for us!’ remarked Evadne Lannis, an American of almost seventeen, to her own special chum, Cornelia Flower. And Cornelia, speaking from the vantage-point of sixteen and a half, and a very new prefectship, had answered gravely, ‘I guess you’re right.’ So here they all were, very select indeed, and somewhat crowded, since, as prefects, they felt it their right to be together, and send the rest of the Upper and Lower Sixths next door.

	Now, when Hilary spoke, they all looked at her with one accord. ‘What’s up?’ demanded Evadne. ‘How do you mean—feelings?’

	‘Well, have you noticed that all the Staff are on escort duty, with the exception of the Head, the Matrons, and Nally?’

	‘I knew it, of course,’ replied Jeanne, calmly possessing herself of Hilary’s box of chocolates and searching for a truffle. ‘What then, my Hilary? It is not, after all, so surprising.’

	‘Surprising enough. When did they ever do such a thing before? Usually, they send down two junior mistresses, and expect us to help in keeping order. Why this strong bodyguard today, I wonder?’

	Maria Marani, a short, bright-faced Innsbrucker of seventeen, with a long black pigtail and sparkling dark eyes, looked serious. ‘I wonder,’ she began uncertainly, ‘I wonder—if——’

	‘If—what?’ demanded Cornelia, for Maria had stopped short.

	‘It is just—Dr Jem came down to see Papa, and they talked very gravely. Papa sent word to Mamma that she is to stay with Gisela at the Sonnalpe for the present, though she wrote to say she was returning home Samstag. And he said if it had not been so near the end of the holiday, he would have sent me to Gisela, also.’

	‘But why?’ demanded Jeanne. ‘Is there, then, some infectious illness breaking out in Innsbruck?’

	‘Yes,’ said an unexpected voice from the opposite corner, where sat a fair-haired, German-looking girl of their own age. ‘There is. But you needn’t worry, Jeanne. It’s never likely to trouble you—or Hilary, or Corney and Evvy, either,’ she added rather cryptically.

	They turned on her. ‘What do you mean, Giovanna?’

	‘Queer disease if it attacks some people and leaves others alone,’ added Hilary sceptically. ‘Whose leg are you trying to pull?’

	‘Nobody’s,’ said Giovanna stormily. ‘And as for the disease, it comes from Germany, and won’t attack anyone who knows what freedom means! My father says so!’

	‘If,’ began Hilary, ‘you mean——’ She got no further. At that moment, a little thin woman, with the face of a malicious weasel, who had been passing in time to hear Giovanna’s remark, deliberately turned back, and stared through the glassed-in door of the compartment, evidently trying to see who had spoken.

	‘Gardez-vous!’ hissed Jeanne, while a tall girl, whose chief characteristics were a magnificent tail of chestnut hair dangling down her back, honest grey eyes, and a long, obstinate chin, calmly rose from her place, and stood against the door, blocking the view completely.

	Baffled, the spy moved on, with a lingering glance through one of the windows; but it had given the girls a shock. Giovanna was pale, and Hilary’s dark grey eyes blazed.

	‘I forgot that there seem to be spies everywhere,’ she said in an undertone. ‘We ought to have kept watch, of course. One reads and hears about it, but somehow one never realises it. Gio, don’t look like that. If she comes back, she’ll know it’s you by your looks. As it is, thanks to Polly’s quickness, I don’t believe she could make out. All the same, Polly,’ she added severely, ‘you were abominably rude.’

	‘And what was she?’ demanded Polly, as she squeezed into her seat again. ‘Move up, Lonny, you lump! You can’t expect me to sit on a bare inch of space! I never saw such rudeness in my life. How dared she stare at us like that? She hasn’t bought the train, has she?’
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