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Chapter One
 A PROBLEM SOLVED

	“Jack, my lamb, what ages you’ve been! Come along and sit down. I’ll ring for tea, and then we can be cosy and talk.”

	Dr. Jack Maynard grinned as he sat down in the big armchair his wife had pulled up for him, and stretched out his legs with a sigh of relief. “That’s better! Hurry up with that tea, Jo; I’m ready for it, I can tell you! Where are the kids, by the way?”

	“Upstairs in the nursery. I said they might have a tea-party with the dolls’ tea-things. Len is to pour out, and they’ve promised me to be good. I had to do something with them. We can’t talk school business with the girls sitting with their ears waggling with curiosity, and I simply can’t wait till I know what you’ve done about Halsden House.”

	“I can relieve your anxiety on that score, anyhow. It’s off!”

	“Off?—Tea, please, Anna——” Then as Anna, her faithful Tirolean maid, left the room to bring in the tea, Jo Maynard turned to her husband, dismay in her face. “My good man, what do you mean? Have they backed out or something?”

	“They want to sell. If we’ll buy, all well and good. The whole show’s ours as soon as we like. If not, we can take our pigs to another market.”

	“There’s something gone wonks with that metaphor, but I can’t bother now to work it out. Jack, what on earth are we to do? We’ve simply got to find somewhere for the School, and pronto, too!”

	“You’re telling me!” her husband returned feelingly. “Jem and Madge and Nell and Hilda and I have been milling round and round till my head feels muzzy. No one wants to spend the money for something we shall have to sell again in six months’ or a year’s time—at least, I suppose so. Ernest Howell says he doesn’t want the place for years, if ever. It’s miles too big for him; and if the School ever goes, he rather thinks he’ll try to get rid of it in any case. As long as we want it, that’s all right. We can have it. So, unless Madge and Jem decide to move the place back to Tirol in a year or two’s time, the School will come back here as soon as Plas Howell can be given a clean bill of health.”

	Jo looked thoughtful. “I say! It’s a sticky problem, isn’t it? Did Madge say anything about that other place—something or other Castle?”

	“No; but Nell Wilson did—any amount! She took the week-end off to go and inspect, and came back dancing mad at having wasted time and petrol over it. There’s neither gas nor electricity, and, according to her, the plumbing dates back to the early days of Good Queen Victoria.”

	“My sainted aunt! How did they ever have the nerve to offer it for a school then?”

	“I wouldn’t know! Anyhow, it’s been turned down, good and plenty.”

	Anna entered with the tea-tray at that moment, so the pair fell silent while she laid it out on the table before Jo, and then, addressing her mistress, said, “Bitte, meine Frau, ze children should a walk have after zeir tea, nicht wahr?”

	Jo nodded. “By all means, Anna. Do you want something from the village?” she added, knowing her handmaiden’s ways.

	“Ja, meine Frau.”

	“Okay; you take the family, and go if you like,” Jo said easily, as she picked up her teapot. “Have you any money, or do you want some?”

	“Nein, meine Frau.” Anna bobbed the curtsey that not even the long years in England had taken from her, and withdrew, and Jo filled her husband’s cup, handed it to him, and indicated the muffin-dish in the fender.

	“Crumpets? And you might pass them to me while you’re busy.”

	They began their tea, and when she had eaten her first crumpet, Jo looked across at her husband and said with a certain wistfulness, “I suppose it’s absolutely hopeless at Plas Howell? We simply must clear out? Couldn’t the School manage in one wing while the men see to the plumbing of the rest?”

	Jack grinned at this. “Do use your common sense, Jo! Of course they couldn’t! All the drains communicate somewhere or other. And apart from that,” he added, as he began on his fourth crumpet, “will you tell me how you propose to squash two hundred girls, a Staff of twenty-seven, and all the domestic staff into a third of the space they now occupy?”

	“You’ll get indigestion if you eat crumpets at that rate,” Jo said absently. “No; I suppose it couldn’t be done. But what are we going to do, then? Halsden House was the only possible place that’s turned up so far. Oh, I know we could have bought any one of half a dozen, but we don’t want to buy—only rent. Oh, isn’t it a mess!”

	She poured herself out a second cup of tea while she thought things over. The Chalet School, begun by her sister Madge, now Lady Russell, in Tirol when Jo herself was only twelve, had grown and flourished in that lovely part of the world until the Anschluss had driven them away. They had begun again, first in Guernsey, and later in the great mansion Plas Howell, which was three miles away from Howells village, on the outskirts of which her own home now stood. The school had grown once more, and had reached good standing in the educational world. Several Old Girls had returned to teach in one capacity or another. Others, who had married, had sent their own girls to the school they all loved. Her own triplet daughters, now eight years old, were members of the Kindergarten, and looked forward to entering the Junior School next September, when her eldest son Stephen, a sturdy young man of five, would go to the Kindergarten.

	Now, it seemed as if all these plans were to be upset. Half-way through the previous term, first one and then another of the members of the school had suffered from a mysterious sore throat accompanied by fever and other unpleasant symptoms. The school was closely connected with the great Sanatorium beyond the Welsh Mountains where many doctors fought against the terrible white man’s plague, tuberculosis, so the authorities had taken alarm at once. One cause after another for this throat trouble had been tested, and the result had been that the fiat had gone forth that all the drains must come up for complete overhaul. It would be a lengthy business, and naturally the school could not stay in the mansion while it was being done. Unluckily, it had proved a most difficult problem to know what to do with everyone until, as Jack Maynard said, the place could be given a clean bill of health. No one was anxious to rent a house to a big school for a matter of six or twelve months, though they could have bought easily enough. But then, none of the people concerned had any wish to buy, either. Halsden House had finally seemed like ending their worries, but that morning Lady Russell had sent an S.O.S. to the Heads of the Chalet School and the Maynards. Trouble had cropped up. Jo had been unable to go as Michael, her youngest son, was teething vigorously, and had given them one bad fright by a slight convulsion fit over the last tooth. Her husband had gone, however, and this was the news he had brought back with him.

	Jack Maynard passed his cup, and then asked, “How’s Michael?”

	“Better, I think. I haven’t really looked yet, but I rather think the tooth’s through at last. At any rate, he howled off and on most of the morning. Then, at two o’clock, he suddenly gave a gulp, stopped his yells and fell asleep. I ran up to look at him just before you came in, and he was sleeping peacefully, and quite cool now, poor little man! He has had a time of it, hasn’t he?”

	“He’s been anything but angelic,” her husband agreed. “That name of his is a misfit, my dear!”

	“I’d like to hear you with a new tooth coming!” she retorted. “I’ll bet you’d raise the roof! We’ll go up after tea and have a look at him.”

	“Won’t Anna pop him in the pram and take him with the others?”

	“No; I told her to leave him alone so long as he was sleeping. He needs it, poor lamb! He hasn’t had a decent night for ages now. There’s one mercy: once his teeth are through he always makes up for lost time.”

	“I rather think someone else needs to make up for lost time, too,” he said, with a quick glance at her. Jo was naturally pale, but now she was white with weariness, and there were heavy shadows under the soft black eyes with their long lashes.

	She made a face at him. “If it’s all right I’ll go to bed early to-night, and have a good long night of it. I’ll be all right in the morning.”

	“Well”—he set down his cup, having drained its contents—“I’ve finished; so if you’re ready, we might run up and look at him now.”

	“Okay! I’m ready. Ring for Anna—or no; don’t! She’ll be getting the kids ready for their walk. It’s a lovely evening,” as she glanced out of the french window at the garden glowing in the evening sunshine. “We’ll go up and take a peep at Michael, and then I’ll clear when we come down.”

	“That’s all right by me. Come along! Oops!” as he took her hands and pulled her out of the chair.

	“Mind the table!” Jo shrieked. “Jack, you are an ass! You might have overturned the whole thing, and where would my china have been then?”

	“On the floor, naturally. Stop yattering, and come along and inspect our youngest! And you might give me a little credit for not wanting to see the crocks in smithereens any more than you do!”

	Jo chuckled. “Good enough! Let’s go!”

	They went upstairs side by side, for the staircase was wide, with shallow steps, easy for small or tired feet, as might be expected in a house as old as Plas Gwyn. Anna had set off already with the children, and Jo stopped at the landing window to wave to them as they danced down the drive. Her husband came to look over her shoulder.

	“Nothing much wrong with them now,” he said, as the little crowd disappeared through the gate. “Even Charles and Margot are growing as sturdy as the rest.”

	“Oh, I’ve never worried much about Charles,” Jo said, as she turned to mount the rest of the stairs. “He’s more slightly built that the others but he’s remarkably healthy on the whole. I suppose he caught the throat from the girls, for certainly our drains are all right.”

	“Oh yes; passed with a flourish. Now where’s this young man of ours?”

	They went into the night nursery, a pleasant, very big room, with five little beds set round the walls, and a cot near the door communicating with a small room which belonged to Anna. Jo went across the floor and bent over the cot.

	“He’s just a little pale,” she said in an undertone. “But he’s sleeping very sweetly.”

	“Is he indeed?” the baby’s father remarked, as the long lashes quivered, and then lifted, and Michael stared up at his parents with big blue eyes. Suddenly he gave a chuckle, and held out his arms. Jo stooped down and lifted him.

	“He’s hungry, poor mite! Anna will have left his food ready. Come into the nursery, and he shall have his tea while you tell me the rest of the news.” Jo moved across the room, and he followed her.

	When she was sitting, busily feeding the boy with cup and spoon, he said, “I don’t know what we can do now. None of us wants to buy, of course, but something must be done before Madge and Jem depart——”

	“What?” Jo dropped her spoon on the floor, and it is safe to say that only instinct made her clutch Michael to keep him from following. “What did you say, Jack? Madge and Jem depart? Depart where, I’d like to know?”

	“Oh, the deuce! I didn’t mean to tell you till later on.”

	Jo mechanically picked up the spoon. The next moment it was removed firmly from her hand. “Here! You can’t put that thing into the kid’s mouth. I’ll go and wash it for you.”

	“All right; but be quick. Michael doesn’t like having his meals interrupted. Besides, I simply must——” Jo stopped, for she was talking to the empty air. However, Jack returned a minute later with the clean spoon, just as Michael was putting up his lip, ready to howl. She grabbed the spoon, and stopped the howl. Then she turned to her husband. “Now say that again, please. Sit down, and tell me what you mean by it.”

	He sat down. “Hey! Don’t feed the kid like that! You’ll choke him—or give him wind!” he protested, for Jo was shovelling the milky food into her son’s mouth. She laughed, and paused, while Michael swallowed his mouthful. Then she went on more quietly:

	“I’m sorry. Mamma didn’t mean it, old chap; but really, when Papa gives her such horrid shocks! Well, suppose you tell us what all this is in aid of.”

	Jack had seated himself in Anna’s rocking-chair, and he rocked rhythmically backwards and forwards as he told her the very latest news.

	“Jem has been elected to go as our representative to that big T.B. conference they’re going to hold in Canada, and Madge is going with him. She’s taking Josette and Ailie, and leaving the others to us. Marie and André will remain at the Round House, and Rosa will go to help with the kids. She asked me to break the news gently to you, and she’s coming to see you to-morrow. Now you know why we simply must get something settled as soon as possible. They sail at the end of April, and will be away about six months. Jem applied for leave of absence for that time. He wants to visit other Sanatoria in Canada and the States, and learn something about their treatment. I don’t know if Madge will travel with him. Probably not, as they’re taking the two kids. But she’s going to stay in Canada as long as he’s over there. They’re taking Josette because she’s been growing rather too quickly and she’s never been as strong as they would like since that accident when she was a baby. I said if they liked to leave Ailie with us, we’d have her as well as Sybil and David; but Madge says not. She doesn’t want Josette to be on her own, and in any case, with our little crowd she thinks you have as much as you can manage. By the way, Primula Mary will be here for the holidays.”

	“That won’t matter. But if Madge is off to Canada, then she can take the McDonald girls with her. Shiena has been agitating to have them for the last year, but there hasn’t been anyone to send them with, and I flatly refused to let them go alone. Shiena is very happy out there, but, of course, Andrew is away a good deal, and even with small Morag she gets lonely. There are good schools in Quebec, she says, where Flora and Fauna can go daily. After all, I’ve had them for four years—they’re sixteen next birthday—and Shiena hasn’t seen much of them in all that time. So that’s settled. You’d better ring up and ask Jem to arrange about berths for them.”

	“If he can get them! Most ships are booked up ages beforehand. Still, he may be lucky on this occasion. You’re right about it’s being a good idea to send them to Shiena with Madge, though.” He paused. Lady Russell had made another suggestion, and he wasn’t at all sure how Jo would take it. Meanwhile, she gave Michael the last spoonful, wiped his milky mouth, and sat rocking him gently in her arms. He was still tired, and in two minutes’ time the long lashes had dropped, and Jo sat still.

	“Is he off?” his father inquired cautiously.

	“Nearly, I think. We’ll give him a few minutes, and then I’ll put him back into his cot.” They sat silently, while she watched the small face against her. Then she rose, moving gently, and carried the boy back to his cot. For a minute or two she stood, watching. Master Michael had a nice little trick of rousing up when you put him down, and yelling with the full force of fine lungs. Now, however, he was still worn out with the pain of the troublesome tooth, and he remained fast asleep. Jo heaved a sigh of relief, and then pulled her husband from the room.

	“Come away downstairs! He’ll be all right now. Besides, I must hear all the ins and outs. This really is news! I thought Madge was stuck to the Round House for keeps. When was she last away for more than a fortnight at a time?”

	He laughed as he followed her into the drawing-room, where she began to pile the china on a big lacquer tray that usually stood against the wall. “For turning on a spate of queries, I’d back you against anyone, Jo. The whole idea, so far as I understand it, is that Jem thinks Madge needs a change after all these years. He doesn’t want to be parted from her for the time this would mean, and she doesn’t want to be parted, either. Then it’s a chance to establish Josette’s health once for all, and Jem could hardly be responsible for a small girl of eight or nine when he’ll be having conferences most of the day. It’s a jolly good idea, you know. The clear, dry atmosphere is just what Josette needs.”

	“Oh, I agree! In one way I’m rather sorry it isn’t you that was chosen, for then we could have taken the crowd, and it would have done Margot all the good in the world,” Jo replied, as she picked up the muffin dish. She happened to be looking at him as she spoke, and the next moment the dish was in smithereens on the fender as she wailed, “Jack Maynard! You don’t mean the idea is to send Margot with Madge?”

	“Just look what you’ve done!” her husband said, with provoking calm.

	“It’s your fault! Oh, Jack! Don’t say you want me to send her all those miles away! She’s still poorly and pulled down after that go of throat. How could I let her go away from me just now?”

	He stood up and took her hands. “Sit down, Jo, and listen to me.”

	“I’ll sit down and listen; but if you talk till you’re black in the face, you won’t make me any more ready to agree, and so I warn you!”

	However, she sat down, and for nearly an hour, Jack talked and argued. In the end, he was victorious. Jo had agreed that Margot, the youngest of the triplets, and always the most delicate of their children, should go with her Aunt Madge and two young cousins to Canada when they sailed in April. All three little girls had suffered from the septic throat which had run rampant through the school; but Margot had been very ill indeed for a few days, and this trip ought, both her father and uncle thought, to put her right. She would not be lonely, for her cousin Josette was only a year or so older than herself. Jo knew she could trust the child to her sister. But she had never been parted from any of her children before, and it took all Jack’s eloquence to coax her to agree.

	“Very well,” she said at last. “I simply hate the idea; but if it will do so much for her, I can’t be a pig and refuse. She can go. But—but—say as little as you can about it, won’t you?”

	Her husband clapped her on the back. “You’re a plucky girl, Jo. You’ll have your reward when the monkey comes home as fit as a fiddle.”

	“I hope so, I’m sure.” Jo spoke ruefully. She had agreed, but she was far from being reconciled to it. In an effort to change the subject, she glanced round. The next moment she had picked up a packet of letters from a bureau, and was holding them out. “Oh, I say! These came after you had gone, and I forgot to give them to you before—what’s that?”

	Her quick ears had caught murmurs from upstairs which were a warning that Michael was waking up. She dashed out of the room to him, leaving her husband to heave a sigh before he settled down with his letters. She was away some time, for Anna came back with the other children, and she stayed to preside at supper and bed. But when the little flock were all safely bedded down for the night, she delayed only long enough to change her frock before she descended to find Jack at the telephone. “All right!” she heard him yell—he was wildly excited—“I’ll wire him pronto, and then let Nell and Hilda know the problem’s solved—Yes—Yes—Okay—’Bye!” Then he hung up, and turned to his wife, who was eyeing him severely from the bottom of the stairs. “Jo, the problem is well and truly solved! The Chalet School will remove very shortly——”

	“Where?” she interrupted him.

	“To an island—in the Irish Sea, off Wales—one of a group—not very large, but big enough. There’s a huge old house with modern plumbing and electricity all ready for them. The place is St. Briavel’s—the island I mean. There are several others, but most of them are only rocks. There’s a monastery on one, and a sea-bird sanctuary on another.”

	“But how on earth have you heard of it?” Jo demanded. “St. Briavel’s?—Oh, isn’t that where that pal of yours is living?”

	“Yes; in the Big House. It’s much too big for them—he’s married, and there are some kids, but they can’t get help. A smaller house has fallen vacant, so he and his family are removing there. I wrote to him last week and told him about our difficulties here. He offers the Big House to us for as long as we want it, and at a really reasonable rent. It’s a chance in a thousand, for they’re removing as soon as they can, so the school stuff can go whenever they get it packed. The summer term will begin a week or so late, I’m afraid; but at least there’ll be a summer term!”

	Jo was looking very thoughtful. Now she took the letter he handed to her, and going into the drawing-room while he ran upstairs to say good-night to his family, sat down and read it carefully. When he returned at length she was ready for him.

	“It does solve the school’s problem. You’re quite right there! But it’s going to mean the children have to be boarders. We can’t take the girls away, but I’m not being deprived of all my crew yet. Stephen won’t go in September as we’d planned—or not unless the school is back at Plas Howell by then.”

	“Not a hope, my dear! It’ll be all of six months at soonest before they can get those drains into proper shape—more likely to be ten or twelve. They seem to think there’s some seepage from farther along, and they’ll have to do a hefty bit of digging to find out just where. All right! Stephen can stay and either go to the village school for a year or two, which won’t hurt him, or else I’ll see if Fairfields can take him. Only that means weekly boarding, remember.”

	“He’s too little for that. Let him go to the village school. Mrs. Lott has the babies, and she’s a nice creature, and they’re very happy with her. We’ll think of Fairfields in two or three years’ time. He’s not much more than a baby now.”

	“Okay! Have it your own way. But I warn you he may pick up all sorts of language.”

	“I can deal with that! But with Margot in Canada, and the other girls at school on this island, I simply must keep my boys or go crackers!”

	“It’ll come to that in six or seven years’ time, though, Jo.”

	“I’ll have got more used to it by that time,” Jo retorted. “Well, it looks as if there were going to be a good many changes this year; but I’m jolly glad the school’s problem has been solved!”

	


Chapter Two
 THE SCHOOL REACHES THE ISLAND

	The journey had begun with a buzz of chatter and laughter. As the time went on, however, a good deal of that died, and for the last half-hour there had been silence, broken only by an odd remark. It had been a long bus-ride from Swansea where the majority of the School had assembled, and most of the Juniors and Junior Middles were tired of it now. Many of them had had long train journeys first, for the pupils of the Chalet School came from all over Britain. They, however, had travelled in charge of a mistress through Wales, and would be already at Carnbach, the little country town where they had to meet the ferry which plied back and forth three times daily between the mainland and St. Briavel’s.

	“There’s the sea!” a small voice suddenly exclaimed, and the occupants of the bus turned to look at the gleam of silvery blue far away to which the owner of the voice was pointing.

	“Thank goodness!” Gay Lambert, Games Prefect, gave a prodigious yawn. “That should mean that we’re not far away now, and I don’t mind telling you I’ll be thankful to get out and stretch my legs after all these hours of sitting. I feel like a broody hen!”

	A chuckle went round the bus.

	“It’s no worse for you than the rest of us, Gay, my lamb,” retorted a tall, bespectacled Senior. “You haven’t half the length of leg that I have to dispose of! And Janet and Nancy are taller again. I should think they must be tied into knots by this time!”

	“I don’t know about Janet——” another of their number began, but was interrupted by the Junior who had first spotted the sea.

	“Janet’s with us all right; but Aunt Jo told me that the Chesters and the Lucys are being taken straight to the island by their Uncle Nigel—Blossom Willoughby’s father, you know—in his yacht.”

	“Lucky them!” Gay heaved a sigh. “Oh, well, it’ll soon be over now. Here we go—and here’s the sea,” she added, as the bus mounted a rise in the road, and they found themselves running along a carriage-way parallel to golden sands. In front of them lay the houses of a small town, and across the placid bay they could see dark shapes heaving heavy shoulders up against the sunset sky, across which reeled colours more vivid and glorious than any artist could ever squeeze on to his palette.

	The girls looked eagerly, and Gay’s was not the only sigh of satisfaction that sounded as they gazed at the sight.

	“You know,” the bespectacled damsel remarked, “I think it’ll be rather super to have the sea for a while. The School is decent; but there’s no sea anywhere near—no lake, even. To be able to have boating will be a change, and a jolly one.”

	“Will they let us boat, d’you think?” Gay asked thoughtfully.

	“Jolly lousy of them if they don’t!” replied a Senior Middle of about fifteen, thus drawing on her head a sharp rebuke from the dark-haired prefect in charge.

	“Annis Lovell! You know perfectly well that’s forbidden slang.”

	“Yes; but we aren’t at school yet,” Annis retorted impudently. “You can’t fine me for slang till we are, Jacynth.”

	“Oh, taisez-vous, idiot!” muttered the girl sitting next her. “You’ll only put the prees’ backs up, and have them down on you all the time.”

	Annis subsided, and Jacynth was wise enough to take no further notice of her in public, though she said in an undertone to the people sitting beside her, “Evidently young Annis hasn’t come back any more reconciled than she was last term. Keep an eye on her, you people.”

	“I believe you!” A Senior with an untidy head of hair that had earned for her the nickname of ‘Mops’ spoke emphatically. “Annis Lovell will bear watching any time of the day—or night either,” she added significantly.

	“She’s a little goat if she starts that game again,” Gay said. “You don’t think she really will, do you, Kathie?”

	Kathie Robertson grinned at her. “I don’t think—I know! Young Annis has come back determined to do something to make them expel her.”

	“Talk sense! Who’s going to ask for expulsion? I’ve known one—and only one—at school here, and I don’t want to know another, I can tell you!” This was Ursula Nicholls, the girl with the glasses.

	“You don’t know Annis! She was holding forth to the rest of her crew in the train from Newcastle, and they were making such a row, I went to squelch them. I heard her say it then.” And Kathie quoted: “ ‘Well, I suppose Aunt Margaret can send me to any school she likes, but she jolly well can’t make me stay there. My name isn’t Annis Jane Lovell if I don’t make Bill and the Abbess thankful to get rid of me at any price before this term ends!’ ”

	“What did you do about it?” Gay demanded, wide-eyed.

	“Told them to make a little less noise, please, as I could hear every word they said right into my own compartment. I will say for her that Annis looked rather dropped on when she heard that. It may be just talk, of course; but I rather think not.” Then Kathie changed her tone. “Hello! We seem to be here at last! There’s Bill, anyhow!” And she waved her hand to the tall, snowy-headed woman with the startlingly young face who was standing on the little jetty, to which an elderly ferry steamer was moored.

	The bus drew up, and Jacynth rose and went to the door to take charge. “Make sure you don’t leave anything behind,” she said. “Mary-Lou Trelawney, whose umbrella is that in the rack above you?”

	“Mine, please.” The eleven-year-old addressed climbed up on the seat and rescued the umbrella, looking disgruntled. It had seemed such a good idea to forget all about that wretched umbrella, only Jacynth Hardy always did have eyes like a hawk! Mary-Lou jumped down to follow her chum Clemency Barras, muttering to herself.

	Clemency grinned at her. “Silly ass!” she said. “You might have guessed what would happen. Anyhow, Mary-Lou, Auntie Doris paid for the thing, so you jolly well ought to look after it. Don’t be such a moke!”

	Mary-Lou reddened but said nothing. After all, there was nothing to say.

	One by one the girls scrambled out of the bus, cases in hand, and racquets and cricket-bats tucked under the other arm. Gay Lambert and Jacynth Hardy had ’cellos to see to, and Kathie Robertson was carrying a violin case. When the last girl had left the bus, Jacynth left her ’cello in its wooden travelling-case in Gay’s charge while she carefully looked round to make sure that nothing had been left behind. Satisfied, she followed the others to where Miss Wilson, one of the Heads of the school, and two or three other mistresses were marshalling the crowd on to the ferry-boat with instructions to find seats and keep quiet.

	“All clear, Jacynth?” asked Miss Wilson, with a smile. “Good! Then will you go and help to look after your own bus-load? Here comes the next!” as the second bus swept up to the jetty gate, and another throng of girls began to tumble out.

	It took nearly an hour before the last one was aboard and the ferry was well packed by that time.

	“It’s a good thing it’s a calm night,” Jacynth observed to Gay, her inseparable friend, as the great gang-plank was slowly wound up, and, with engines throbbing noisily, the clumsy boat began to turn round and steamed slowly across the bay. “We’re well loaded.”

	“If it hadn’t been—calm, I mean—I don’t suppose we’d have done it in one trip,” Gay replied. “Bill takes no chances.”

	They stopped talking, and gazed over the smooth blue water to the island towards which their course seemed to be set.

	“It’s on the small side,” Jacynth observed presently. “There won’t be room for anyone but us there, I should think.”

	“There’s a house there all right. I suppose that’s the place for the School,” Kathie said. “Oh no; we’re changing course, and going north.”

	“I don’t know how you know which way it is!” Gay told her.

	“Scots people always do,” Jacynth laughed. “I’ve heard they even talk of a man sitting at the north or south side of his hearth.”

	Kathie chuckled. “I believe you! I always know,” she added, in changed tones. “Don’t ask me how I do it, for I can’t say. Something inside tells me. Oh! Look, you two! That must be our show!” as a long, green shape slowly appeared from behind the first island. “I can see two or three cottages by the shore. Isn’t there a village there?”

	Before anyone could answer her, a little bell rang, and they all turned to see Miss Wilson standing on one of the seats, ringing for silence. When she got it, and they were all gazing up at her, she spoke.

	“Just a minute, girls! First, I’m glad to see you all again. Welcome back to school. Now I have a few instructions to give you. The Big House, where we shall be for the next term or two, is about a mile from the ferry landing. Naturally, there are no buses, so we shall walk. Miss Linton will be at the landing with her car, and Miss Burnett has Miss Annersley’s. They will take your cases, so that you have only your racquets, cricket-bats, and so on to carry. Jacynth and Gay, you must give your ’cellos to them, as well. You can hardly walk a mile lugging those unwieldy things with you. When you leave the ferry-boat, form into line, Gay and Jacynth leading, and march up the road. Miss Linton will go slowly ahead to show you the way—though I think you could scarcely miss it,” she added. “One last thing. You may talk, of course, but please talk and laugh quietly. We don’t want the people on the island to begin with a bad impression. Now, any questions? No? Very well, then. That will be all.” She jumped down, and went to rejoin the little group of mistresses in the stern of the boat, while the girls turned to discuss her remarks.

	“Walk? Well, I’m jolly glad to hear that!” Gay said decidedly. “I’m sick of sitting! Oh, look! There are more cottages—and some bigger houses, too. It’s quite a place, isn’t it?”

	“There’s the church, at the back of the cottages!” Jacynth pointed. “I suppose we’ll go there on Sundays. What will the Catholics do?”

	Mary-Lou, standing near, overheard her. “Auntie Jo says there’s one island where there’s a lot of monks, and one of them will row over on Sundays,” she said. “She went with Auntie Madge and Uncle Jack to see the new place. There’s a shop in the village where you can buy nearly everything, and she said she thought perhaps Bi—I mean,” in some confusion, “Miss Wilson and Miss Annersley—would take parties over to Carnbach sometimes on Saturdays.”

	“Sounds all right,” Gay commented. “All right, infant. Trot off now.”

	Mary-Lou flushed up, but Clemency gave her no chance to say what she thought of Gay’s off-hand manner. She pulled her away to point out yet another island on which a small house could be seen, and in wondering who lived on such a small island, Mary-Lou forgot.

	Meanwhile, the ferry was drawing nearer and nearer to the big island, so that they could see another little jetty with some cars standing in the road leading from it, and a little group of people waiting at the landing-stage, who waved as the clumsy vessel slowly wallowed along. The girls waved back eagerly, and Gay suddenly cried that she saw Julie Lucy and Nita Eltringham, two Guernsey girls. Julie was a Middle, and Nita a Senior, and both very popular people with their own crowd. Then the boat began to turn again, and at last they were moored; the gangway was lowered with much rattling of chains, and the girls, led by Jacynth and Gay, began to file off. They had reached the island at last!

	The mistresses waiting by the cars welcomed them with smiles, and, as each couple passed them, took the cases, and set them in the back seats of the two cars. The ’cellos were strapped on to the back of Miss Linton’s, and Kathie was invited to hand over her violin, but she refused.

	“No, thank you, Miss Linton. It isn’t any trouble, really, and you’ll be full up to judge by the looks of it.”

	Pretty Miss Linton laughed. “I could manage your fiddle, Kathie, but if you’d rather carry it, you do. Mary-Lou, give that umbrella to me before anything happens to it. Why wasn’t it strapped up with your racquet and bat? Give me your little case, too, Verity-Ann. Oh, you want to take it with you, do you? Very well, then. Doris, I’ll have that box.”

	It took a little time; but at last everything was done, and then, with Miss Linton driving slowly ahead—Miss Burnett had driven off as soon as her car was full—the School formed into a long ‘crocodile’, and marched off in the direction of the Big House, while the few natives who were down by the jetty goggled at them, and others stared out of windows and doors as they filed past the cottages with their little gardens gay with spring flowers.

	The road wound uphill, though not too steeply at first, running between may hedges from which came a heady scent of almond. In the fields were spring cabbages and young beans; then they passed those, and came on sweet pasturage where white-faced red Hereford cattle lifted their heads to stare with soft, startled eyes at the long lines of girls going up the road.

	“Isn’t the air sweet?” Gay said to Jacynth, sniffing loudly.

	Jacynth chuckled. “It’s sweet; but that’s no reason why you should behave like a bloodhound on the track,” she pointed out. “Stop it, Gay! You’ll have every one of the kids doing the same. We’d be a charming vision for the natives if we arrived like that!”

	Gay broke into giggles. “What a picture! All right; I’ll be good.” She cast a glance at her friend. “You do keep a stern watch on me, don’t you? What with Ruth at home, and you at school, if I don’t turn out a model of all I ought to be it’ll be a miracle.”

	“Not it,” Jacynth said serenely. “It’ll simply mean that you’ve got so much more than your share of original sin that no one could make the slightest impression on you. Hello! We turn in here, evidently. This must be the beginning of the grounds.”

	Miss Linton’s car had swung in at a five-barred gate, and was progressing slowly up a drive that had once been gravelled. Tall holly hedges walled it in on either side, and it was impossible to get a glimpse of what hid behind them, so thick was the holly.

	The girls followed the car with eager curiosity to know what their new abode would be like; but they had quite a long walk before they came to a second gate, and found themselves treading on fresh gravel, round a wide bend which—at last!—brought them before the Big House.

	It was not in the least like Plas Howell. That had been a Georgian mansion, built in the Palladian style. Jacynth Hardy had once said of it that it looked like a beautiful lady who had grown old gracefully. This was a square-built house, with walls that had been whitewashed from time to time. A climbing rose flung growth of young green across the walls, clambering right up to the slated roof with its serried row of dormer windows. Two steps led up to the deeply recessed door, and on one side were three wide bow windows, while on the other were three sets of french windows. Above them were two rows of flat Georgian windows with small panes, the sashes flung right up, so that the fresh air could sweep through the rooms. The drive ran between two big lawns which had wide flower borders all round, at present full of tulips and wall-flowers. To the left, the far side of the lawn was bordered by flowering shrubs, and lilac was already in bloom, with rhododendrons and laburnums giving promise of glories to come. The right-hand lawn seemed to drop to another where two tennis courts, surrounded by more wide flower borders, had already been marked out and netted. Beyond that there seemed to be an orchard, for the rays of the setting sun caught a soft pink mist of blossom. Farther, they could not see. Standing in the open doorway were three people whom everyone wanted to greet—Miss Annersley, Miss Wilson’s co-Head; Lady Russell, the founder and owner of the school; and Joey Maynard, who had ceased being a schoolgirl some years before, but for all that was accounted by everyone to be a very vital part of the Chalet School.
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