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CHAPTER I
 A SURPRISE FOR THE CHALET SCHOOL

	The girls of the Chalet School were all in their places for the assembly with which School always began on the first night of the term. The School, begun nearly six years previously with only eight girls, had swelled in numbers until there were now more than a hundred and fifty girls, thirty-five of whom belonged to St Agnes’, the Junior house; while the rest were distributed between St Clare’s, as the Middle house was called, and Ste Thérèse’s, the original school, where the Seniors lived, and all form-rooms were.

	The Chalet School had been started by Madge Bettany, now Mrs Russell, wife of the doctor who was head of the great sanatorium at the Sonnalpe, a broad shelf up in the mountains on the opposite side of the Tiernsee, near which lake the School was situated. For the four terms before this, her young sister, Jo Bettany, had been head-girl. But Jo’s school-days had ended with the end of the summer term, and she was to be followed by Louise Redfield, a charming girl from one of the southern states of America. Louise felt rather diffident as to her ability to take Jo’s place; but those who had appointed her felt no doubt. She was seated in the head-girl’s chair, next to her own chum, Anne Seymour. Anne should really have held the position, but a wild escapade during the previous term had resulted in her being set aside, her friend being chosen instead.

	Anne herself acknowledged that she had got no more than her due, and she sat beside Louise without a thought of envy in her heart, though now and then she wished she had kept her head last term. On her other side was Paula von Rothenfels from Hungary, another of the prefects. The remainder of the prefects were Thora Helgersen, a big Norwegian, who would leave at Christmas; Luigia Meracini, a dreamy Italian; Margia Stevens, the School musical genius; Elsie Carr, a pretty English girl; Arda van der Windt, from Holland; Cyrilla Maurús, a compatriot of Paula’s; and Gillian Linton, another English girl. Gillian had only come at the beginning of the year, but had shown herself so reliable and steady that she was gladly included by those who had the appointment of the prefects.

	These ten people sat on one side of the dais which filled the top of the room, the Staff seats facing theirs. The rest of the School was packed into the long forms before the dais, only the Babies being accommodated with cushions on the floor directly in front of the girls of Five A. The room rang with the sound of gay chatter and soft laughter as the girls waited for the arrival of the Head, Mademoiselle Lepâttre, and the Staff, and even the new girls were drawn in as much as possible.

	‘Do you know,’ said Joyce Linton, Gillian’s younger sister, turning to her own friend, Cornelia Flower, ‘I could have sworn I saw Jo Bettany in the distance this afternoon.’

	‘Guess you were dreaming with your eyes shut, then,’ said Cornelia with great decision. ‘Jo’s not here—more’s the pity! She’s up at the Sonnalpe—helping to put the babies to bed, I shouldn’t wonder. You’ll be saying next you’ve seen Simone, or Marie, or Frieda!’

	‘Talk sense! Simone’s in Paris, and Marie in Vienna, and Frieda—well, I’m not sure where Frieda is, but she isn’t here! But Jo—I’m not so sure. It was just her height, and the way she moves.’

	‘If Jo were down here, we’d have seen her before this,’ said Cornelia positively. ‘You don’t think Dr Jem would let her come down after Kaffee und Kuchen, do you? And she certainly hasn’t been here this afternoon, because we’ve been about the place almost all the time, and someone would have been safe to see her and shriek.’

	‘What is that, Corney?’ asked Ilonka Barkocz, one of their circle, leaning across Joyce to speak to Cornelia.

	‘Joyce is going batty, I guess,’ returned Cornelia with a snort of contempt. ‘Says she saw Jo round here this afternoon.’

	‘I only wish it might be true!’ sighed Ilonka. ‘The School will be so different with all those older girls gone. Oh, I know that Louise and the others will do their best; but they seem so young after Jo, and Marie, and Frieda, and the rest.’

	Just then were heard the sound of footsteps coming along the corridor, and the merry chatter all over Hall ceased as the girls rose to their feet to greet the mistresses.

	They came by the door near the dais, Mademoiselle Lepâttre leading, and the rest following. They were a bright, happy-looking set in their dainty evening frocks, and one or two of them were exceedingly pretty—notably, Miss Stewart, the history mistress and little Miss Nalder who was responsible for the gymnastics and games.

	Behind them came the matrons of the three houses, walking abreast, clad in trim nurse’s uniform. The girls looked with interest at the new matron of St Clare’s—a tiny woman in lilac, walking between Matron Lloyd (known to the entire School as ‘Matey,’ and feared wholesomely, and beloved by all) and her tall young colleague, Matron Gould from St Agnes’.

	They knew something of the new matron’s story. She was the sister of Dr Russell, who had been left a widow. Her elder girl, Daisy, was new at St Agnes’ this term, and she had another little girl, Primula Mary, who (as she was still a mere baby) was up at ‘Die Rosen’ with her Uncle Jem and Aunt Madge.

	But interest in Matron Venables lasted a bare moment. For, last of the procession, came a tall slim girl, with thick black hair pinned up over her ears, soft black eyes just now dancing with a wicked light, and a clever, sensitive face. As the girls recognised their late head-girl, a perfect yell of delight arose.

	‘Joey Bettany—Joey come back to teach!’

	Above the cheers, Joyce’s clear voice was to be heard: ‘Told you so, Corney Flower! I just wish I’d made you bet on it!’

	Jo went darkly red with embarrassment, and several members of the Staff choked audibly, adding to her discomfort. She had persuaded them to let her enter in this dramatic manner, though they had warned her what she might expect. But she had insisted that the girls would never be so silly, and rushed on her doom with fatal readiness. Now, even as she made haste to drop into a chair behind the mistresses and hide herself, she was wishing that she had not made quite so spectacular an entrance.

	Mademoiselle stood on the dais, her plain, kind face beaming at the excitement of the girls, who suddenly realised where they were and what they were doing, and sat down in a hurry with mingled feelings. Then, as the noise died away, she took a step forward, and began to speak. ‘Welcome back to School, everyone,’ she said in the French that was one of the three staple languages of the School. ‘I am glad indeed to see you all so well and happy after your holidays. But I am sorry to have to tell you that Joey has not come back to teach, but only to greet you all, and wish you a happy term.’

	A groan sounded here and there, but for the most part the girls only showed their disappointment by their faces. Mademoiselle smiled at them again, and went on with her speech.

	‘I welcome all who have come new to the School, and wish them the happiness that most of our girls find here. I feel sure that they will soon have friends and enjoy our life. And now, I must speak of other matters.’ She paused, and the girls sat wondering what was to come.

	After a moment, she went on: ‘As this is the term when we spend so much time over our Hobbies Club, I have wondered if, perhaps, some of you would wish to extend your usual Christmas gifts to the children of our own Tiernthal, and send some boxes to Innsbruck? I have heard of a poor parish there, where many of the children scarcely know that Christmas comes at all. Not for them the sweet gifts and happiness you girls know! Not for them the merriment and rejoicings that form so large a part of our Christmas festival!

	‘The parish priest, Vater Stefan, tells me that he tries to arrange for Christmas Mittagessen for the most destitute, but cannot hope to feed all. As for gifts, he finds that out of the question. How would you so-happy girls, who all have your shoes or tables filled on Christmas Day, like to help him, and make gifts for these little children who lack even the necessities of life? I have said nothing of this to Vater Stefan, for it seemed to me that if you did it, you would wish to give him a happy surprise. But could you not make toys for the little ones at your meetings? Frau Mieders tells me that if any wish to make garments to send, or knit stockings, or hoods, she would teach you how to do it in your needlework classes. Would you not like to think that perhaps one child is warmer and happier at Christmas time for your efforts?

	‘For remember; if you do it, it must be of your own free will, and in your own free time. Nor must our children up here suffer. We shall have our usual play at the end of term to provide funds for their festival, however. So, if you desire to help these other poor little ones, you may go to Frau Mieders, who has undertaken to be responsible for all, and give her your name, and she will help you to choose what you shall do.

	‘Now we must turn to other things. We have to welcome our new matron of St Clare’s, Mrs Venables, whom some of you already know. Also, Miss Carey has come to St Agnes’ to help with the little ones.

	‘Finally, there are our new prefects to name. Our head-girl is Louise Redfield, and I know we can all trust her to follow worthily in the steps of those who have preceded her—Gisela Marani, Juliet Carrick, Grizel Cochrane, Gertrud Steinbrücke, Mary Burnett, and Jo Bettany. These girls have left us a tradition that I am sure Louise will do her best to continue. The other prefects are Anne Seymour, Elsie Carr, Margia Stevens, Arda van der Windt, Luigia Meracini, Thora Helgersen (who leaves us after this term, to go home and keep house for her father), Gillian Linton, Paula von Rothenfels, and Cyrilla Maurús.

	‘And remember, my children, that the time is coming when some of you here will hear your own names read out in such a list. If you do not now learn to co-operate with the prefects, you cannot expect that those who will then be in your present places will help you. Some girls forget this when they try to rebel against prefectorial authority. It is, as the old proverb says, ‘to make a rod to beat their own backs.’ As you are now, so will those be that follow you.

	‘Now, that is all, I think. We all wish you a very happy term, full of good work and good play. But before we part, I will ask Miss Annersley to read out your names and forms. To-day, you may speak your own languages, but to-morrow we have our English day; Friday is French day; and on Monday we speak German. New girls are permitted licence for the next fortnight. After that, they must do their best to keep the rule.’

	She sat down then, turning with a smile to the senior mistress, who rose amidst the clapping of the girls, and stood smiling down at them. She was a slender, graceful woman, with glossy brown hair, a pleasant face, and keen blue eyes. She was famed for her gentleness; but report said that when she was really roused, she had the most stinging tongue on the Staff. Presently she indicated that, in her opinion, the applause might cease, and the girls were quiet at once; for, with the exception of the prefects, no one had any idea what her place would be for this year.

	From the seven-year-olds in the Kindergarten, right up through the Second Form to Middle School, and so, from Five B to Six A she went; and as she read out, ‘Form Six B,’ and gave the names of the twelve damsels who made up that form, there were audible gasps of delight, for no one had expected this. Many of the girls knew they were not yet capable of the more highly specialised work required from the top form of the School, and had been wondering if it would mean a very big Fifth Form this year. Now, here they were, Sixth Form—B, it is true; but it meant different work, and a slightly different status in the School.

	Evadne Lannis and her chum, Ilonka Barkocz, hugged themselves with glee at the thought. Only Cornelia Flower looked slightly dismayed. She with Evadne, Ilonka, Elsie Carr, and Margia Stevens, had formed what was known throughout the School as ‘the Quintette.’ They had all known that Elsie and Margia would be prefects, and therefore Sixth Form. But Evadne and Ilonka were a shock.

	‘Guess I wish I’d dug in a bit harder sooner!’ she thought gloomily.

	Evadne, guessing her thoughts, kicked her gently. It was true that they would be separated during school-hours, but Corney must not forget that out of them they would be together. Mademoiselle might have left Cornelia over at St Clare’s; but she had relented, and Cornelia would share the Yellow Dormitory with their own set, as well as two or three others who were very friendly with them. Cornelia guessed what she meant, and being a cheerful young person as a general rule, brightened up a little.

	Then Miss Annersley read the names of the four who would act as Senior Middles over at St Clare’s, but there was no surprise here. Eustacia Benson, Yvette Mercier, Irma Ancokzky, and Jeanne le Cadoulec were all known to be steady people, quite capable of the work. Besides them, the four chief prefects would be there, so the manners of St Clare’s would be well guarded, even when the mistresses, as was often the case, were over at Ste Thérèse’s. Last term, the four had been the head-girl and her own three special friends, and they had formed a strong combination, starting St Clare’s, new last term, well along the road it ought to take. This year, though Louise and Anne were known as allies, and were on good terms with the rest of their peers, there was nothing like the alliance of last term’s quartette, wherefore it had seemed good to the powers that were to choose the strongest people they could find. This would be only St Clare’s second term, and Mademoiselle had no intention of allowing the high standard set the previous term to lapse.

	This final ceremony over, the Staff departed, leaving Jo behind, and at once the gong sounded for Abendessen, as the last meal of the day was called.

	‘Come and sit with us, Jo!’ cried Louise eagerly.

	‘No; come to us!’ implored half-a-dozen voices.

	Jo grinned amiably. ‘How do you know I’m not going to sit at the Staff table?’ she inquired.

	‘You aren’t, are you?’ asked Anne doubtfully. ‘You’ll find it rather dull if you do that, Joey.’

	‘Keep calm, my child! I’m sitting at my own old table, of course—there goes the second gong! Come along, everyone, or we shall hear sweet nothings about punctuality being the politeness of princes.’

	In more or less good order, they marched to the Speisesaal where Abendessen awaited them, and presently the room rang with a mixture of tongues. Jo, equally at home in English, French, or German, and with a working knowledge of Italian (not to mention snippets of other tongues), was kept busy telling the girls about their beloved ex-Head, and the small nephews and nieces who lived in ‘Die Rosen,’ the big chalet on the Sonnalpe, where the Russells had their home. At other tables, various people attended to the wants of the new girls, and exchanged notes on how the holidays had been spent. The Juniors would be marched over to their own house once the meal was ended; but the Middles and Seniors would all dance in the big common-room of Ste Thérèse’s, and on the morrow, the three divisions of the School would take their meal in their own Speisesaal. Just for to-night, however, they were all squeezed together.

	Abendessen over, the girls, along with such of the Staff as were not otherwise employed, enjoyed themselves thoroughly for an hour or so. Then came Prayers, and the girls departed bedwards, convinced that, despite the fact that the Chalet School had lost some of its best and most popular members at the end of the previous term, this one was going to be very jolly after all—which later turned out to be one more proof of the old motto: ‘Man proposes, God disposes.’

	


CHAPTER II
 THE TWINS DO IT

	Jo’s original idea had been to stay for one night at the School, and return to the Sonnalpe next day. Her brother, Dick Bettany (who was in the Woods and Forests department of the Indian Civil Service), with his wife and children, would then have returned from Ireland, where they had been spending a month of his furlough with some of his wife’s people. However, Jo was easily persuaded to extend her visit to the Monday.

	‘It might be as well,’ she said when the question was discussed in the staff-room. ‘I’m going to have a shot at a school-story for the babes, you know. Margot’—she smiled at little Mrs Venables who was with them—‘thinks it would be a good idea, since I ought to know something about school. Daisy would love it; and so would my Robin.’ Her eyes softened as she spoke the last name. The Robin was her little adopted sister, and Jo loved her as deeply as she loved her real sister, Madge Russell.

	‘An excellent idea, Joey,’ said Miss Annersley, who was pouring out coffee for the rest of them. ‘All the babies have always loved your stories, and it will be good practice for you before you start on that historical novel you intend to do some time.’

	Jo reddened. ‘That may never happen. However, I’m going to have a go at this. And I might as well be in the atmosphere when I begin.—Thanks, Mademoiselle. I’ll love to stay.’

	‘Then that is settled,’ said Mademoiselle with a smile at the girl she loved so dearly. ‘But if you go into Innsbruck to-morrow morning, my Jo, I will give you a list of various goods I wish sent up as soon as possible.’

	‘Oh, rather! I’ll run round to the Mariahilfe and dig Frieda out, and we can shop together. They’ll give me Mittagessen, and then I can get the afternoon train back. I’ll be careful not to miss it, so you may expect to see me some time about sixteen or so.’

	Miss Wilson, the science and geography mistress, got to her feet. ‘You might do some shopping for me as well, Jo. It’s only a list to leave at the bookshop. But ask them to get them through as soon as possible, will you?’

	Jo nodded. Then she looked round the rest of the Staff. ‘Anything I can do for anyone else?’

	Nobody seemed to want anything, so, as it was getting late, the meeting broke up, and Jo retired to the pretty guest-room next door to Mademoiselle’s.

	On the morrow, she set off by the early train to Innsbruck, the nearest big town, where she fulfilled her programme to the letter. She rushed along to the Mariahilfe, the pretty suburb across the Inn, dragged forth her beloved friend, Frieda Mensch, and went the round of the shops, after which they returned to the Mariahilfe for Mittagessen, and then she had to hurry to catch her train. In due course she arrived back at the Tiernsee, with a new fountain-pen, a bottle of ink, a ream of foolscap, and three of Miss Wilson’s books which happened to be in stock.

	It was not a pleasant day, being foggy and cold. Jo reported on her errands, and then departed to her own room, where the stove had been lighted. There she settled down to make a start on her book by scribbling down a list of all the monkey-tricks she and her set had played in the joyous days when they were Middles.

	Early on the Monday morning, Mademoiselle was sitting in her study, glancing over the work for the day, and thinking at intervals how much they would all miss Jo, when the telephone-bell rang. The switch-board indicated that it was the private wire from ‘Die Rosen,’ and she hastened to plug in, wondering, as she did so, what could be wrong, for the people at ‘Die Rosen’ were usually too busy in the early morning to trouble with telephone calls.

	‘ ’Ello!’ she called. ‘Qui va là?’

	Back came an agitated voice. ‘Oh, Thérèse! Is that you? This is Madge Russell!’

	‘Marguérite chérie! But what, then, is wrong?’ asked Mademoiselle anxiously.

	‘What isn’t wrong, you mean! Can you possibly keep Joey for the next few weeks?’

	Mademoiselle raised her eyebrows. ‘But certainly, ma chère. But what, then, has chanced?’

	‘It’s measles!’ said the agitated voice. ‘Jo’s had it, of course; but there’s no point in risking her getting it again.’

	‘No,’ agreed Mademoiselle, though inwardly she was wildly deciding to quarantine Jo the first moment she could. ‘But how has this come? Jo has said nothing to me; and, indeed, I thought all the children were well.’

	‘So they were. But Dick and Mollie and the babes came back from Ireland on Thursday—luckily after Jo, Daisy, Stacie, and the Robin had gone off to school! Rix had taken cold on the journey, they thought, and he was very tiresome and fretful. I just thought it was natural tiredness, especially when Dick calmly informed me that they’d come straight through from Paris—and with all those youngsters, if you please!’

	‘Yes—yes!’ said Mademoiselle impatiently. ‘But I am desirous to know all about this illness.’

	‘Oh, you needn’t worry about infection,’ returned Madge Russell with a rueful laugh. ‘Dick and his family have been away nearly five weeks, and those children must have got it in Ireland—probably from their young cousins there. We haven’t heard yet.’

	Mademoiselle heaved a heartfelt sigh of relief. ‘I am thankful to hear that, ma petite. I do not wish to start the term with measles in the School.’

	‘No need to fear it—from here, anyhow.’

	‘No. Then tell me the rest of cette petite histoire.’

	‘Well, no one bothered very much about Rix’s cold. Even when Peggy seemed weepy, we didn’t trouble. But early this morning, Rosa came to summon Mollie to Peggy, who had been very sick and seemed feverish. Poor Mollie had been up half the night with Jackie, who is teething, and takes care everyone shall know it. Jem wasn’t in, of course—he never is when he’s specially wanted!—but she got up, and went along to the night-nursery. Peggy was very poorly, and her temp. was soaring. Mollie got frightened, and came for me. Luckily, Sybil has never been near the twins, for I was afraid of Rix’s cold. Jackie has been kept from them, too, since they arrived. But David and Bride have been with them all right.’

	‘Oh, ma petite! I am grieved to hear that! And the little Primula Mary?’

	‘Mercifully, she’d gone to bed before they came on Thursday, and when we saw Rix’s cold, we kept her right away from the nursery.’

	‘Good,’ said Mademoiselle, with a thought for the new matron’s fragile younger child. ‘But why not isolate David and Bride, too?’

	‘Well, Primula was sleeping in her mother’s room, and we hadn’t moved her to the night-nursery. But the other two were there to start with, and we honestly didn’t think anything of it till next day, when they’d all slept in the same room.’

	‘And when did you discover what the sickness actually is?’

	‘Just about an hour ago.’

	‘Oh, Marguérite chérie!’ Mademoiselle’s horror sounded in her tragic tones. ‘What an affair!’

	‘Yes—isn’t it? Jem has sent for Nurse—our dear woman, you know—and he says Jo must not come back. Grown-ups always take measles badly, it seems. So that’s the position. The thing is, can you keep her? If not, she can go to Gisela.’

	‘We shall be delighted to have her,’ said Mademoiselle. ‘But tell me, Marguérite, are the twins seriously ill?’

	‘Peggy has a high temp. which is alarming. Rix is mainly crochety and whiney. But isn’t it appalling? David and Bride are certain to get it; and we can’t be sure about Jackie.’

	‘I am so sorry,’ said Mademoiselle. ‘Still, how thankful you must be that the little Primula is likely to escape.’

	‘More than thankful,’ Madge Russell’s voice assured her.

	Mademoiselle nodded. She knew, only too well, that Primula Venables was exceedingly delicate, with very little strength to fight any illness. She also knew that Dr Jem, as they all called him at the Chalet School, had been hoping with all his heart that his little niece would not be called upon to make any such fight for the next five or six years.

	‘Thérèse, are you still there?’

	‘But yes, chérie. What is it?’

	‘Look here! I think you’d better let Jo speak to me herself. Otherwise, she’ll be coming off up here as fast as her feet can carry her, and I don’t want her. I simply can’t do with her!’

	‘Very well, mignonne. I will say nothing until Frühstück is ended. Then I will bring Jo here and say that you wish her to telephone you, and she will obey you as always.’

	‘That’s all very well,’ sighed Madge Russell. ‘But Jo is grown up now, ridiculous as it seems, and I’m not her mother—only her sister. But I won’t have her here—that’s flat! If she does come up, she’ll simply have the pleasure of walking straight back again. Mercifully, Jem will back me up, and she is afraid of annoying him. He can be nasty with her when he likes, fond as he is of her.’

	The gong rang just then, and Mademoiselle had to go, so she rang off with an admonition not to worry, and hastened away. She had no time to think things out. She must go to the Speisesaal, where the girls would be awaiting her. During Frühstück she might be able to think of some way in which she could help; but it was going to be difficult—she could see that.

	When the meal ended, and as Jo was about to follow the Seniors from the room, the Head touched her on the arm. ‘Jo, please go to the study; I wish to speak with you a minute.’

	Jo was no longer a school-girl, but she was still very near her school-days, and the request made her search her mind uneasily for any misdemeanours as she went along the corridor to the pretty room with its wide, sunny windows, pleasant pictures, and all the little daintinesses which spoke of the cultured woman who inhabited it.

	‘It’s perfectly asinine of me!’ she thought as she stood by the desk, waiting for Mademoiselle. ‘I’m not even at school now; and if I was, I never got into trouble quite so early in the term as this—not even in my worst days as a Middle.’

	At this point in her reflections Mademoiselle came in quietly. Jo heard her, and started guiltily, the warm colour flooding her clear skin. The Head realised her frame of mind, and laughed softly. ‘Ah, no, my dear Jo,’ she said as she motioned the girl to a seat. ‘I have not bid you come here for a scolding. You are no longer a Chalet girl.’

	‘Oh yes, I am!’ said Jo quickly, as she sat down. ‘I’ll never be anything else, Mademoiselle. Even when I’m an old lady with white hair, telling all my great-great-nieces and nephews all about my wicked deeds, I’ll never count myself as anything but a Chalet School girl.’

	‘Well, shall we say that you are no longer under my jurisdiction? That will meet the case, I think. But you are wondering why I bade you come. The reason is, my Jo, that Peggy and Rix have caught measles, and our dear Madame does not wish you to return to “Die Rosen” until all fear of infection is over.’

	‘Oh, what nonsense!’ cried Jo. ‘As if I’d leave Madge and Mollie with all those babes and measles! Of course I’m going at once! The sooner the better!’

	She jumped up, and was making for the door, when Mademoiselle’s voice called her back. ‘And your sister’s message, my dear Jo?’

	Jo turned irresolutely. ‘Madge knows I’ll go up at once. In any case, she’s got Sybil to think of. She won’t be able to do much herself as long as Baby’s depending on her.’

	‘Dr Jem has brought in Nurse Martin to see to the children,’ said Mademoiselle. ‘And he has forbidden your sister and Mrs Bettany to go near them. But the point is, Jo, that our dear Madame wishes you to ring her up now that she may speak with you herself, and tell you of her wishes. I will return presently, but I must seek some books from the library.’ She left the room, closing the door, and Jo marched over to the telephone, and got the private line to ‘Die Rosen.’

	Her sister’s voice answered her. ‘Is that you, Joey?’

	‘Yes; it’s me. Look here, Madge, what is all this rot about my staying down here? I’ve had measles. You can’t get it twice.’

	‘Oh yes, you can, my child. I’ve had it twice myself. In any case, we don’t want any more invalids than we can help. Peggy is pretty bad, poor kiddy; and Rix is the limit! He’s fretful and tiresome, and is inclined to lead everyone a dance. Luckily, he’s rather scared of Nurse—or so she says—so he’s behaved a little better since she arrived. But Peg is running a very high temperature.’

	‘Poor little Peg! What about the other babes, Madge?’

	‘Quite all right so far. It couldn’t show itself so early, anyway.’

	‘When did it begin?’

	‘Jem says Rix and Peggy must have had it on them when they left Ireland. It’s pretty awful! Goodness knows how many unfortunate children they may not have infected! The rash only came out this morning, or we might have guessed sooner. Luckily, they’ve both been so poorly, that they haven’t been so very much with the other children. And Primula Mary is at the Annexe for the week-end, and is well out of it.’

	‘Thank goodness for that!’ ejaculated Jo. ‘How is Mollie taking it?’

	‘As calmly as Mollie takes most things. She says that all children have to have it, and they might as well get it over before they go to school. Jem tells her that’s false logic, and there should be no need for children to get anything if they’re properly looked after.’

	‘Is he worried about Peggy?’

	‘He doesn’t like the temp. But the rash is out; and she’s got a tough little constitution. Don’t worry about her, Joey. Those twins are a sturdy pair, you know. They haven’t ailed since teething. The babies are the real worry, since Primula Mary is out of it. Jackie was in contact with the twins throughout the journey, and I don’t see how he can possibly escape it. I don’t want the worry with Sybil either—especially when she’s beginning with her teeth.’

	‘I see. But look here, Madge; I’m sure I’d better come back. I don’t see how ever you are going to manage with all the babes and me not there.’

	‘I can manage very well. I forbid you to come here, Jo, till I give you leave. Understand that!’ Madge’s voice had taken a sharp tone, and Jo knew better than to argue the point any further. Besides, she was well aware that her brother-in-law would most certainly back up his wife; and though they were exceedingly fond of each other, there was one side of his character that inspired Jo with wholesome awe.

	‘All right,’ she said meekly. ‘If they can keep me here, I’ll stay. If they can’t, I’ll go to Frieda for a few days. They asked me when I was down on Saturday. Don’t worry about me, Madge. I’ll be good!’ Then her voice changed as she asked anxiously, ‘What about my Robin?’

	‘Quite safe, so don’t worry. She had gone back to the Annexe before Dick and his family came back, and naturally she didn’t come home for the first week-end of the term. Jem will keep an eye on her, of course, just in case. But he says himself that as far as measles infection is concerned there’s nothing to worry over. She’s never been near it.’

	‘Oh, Madge, I’m so thankful for that!’

	‘So are we all. Now I must ring off. I can hear Sybil howling for me. Ring me up at this time to-morrow, Joey, and I’ll give you the latest news.’

	‘Right-ho! Give the family my love, and say I hope that Peggy will be all right soon. Good-bye, old thing!’ And Joey rang off.

	She left the telephone, and went to look out of the window at the flower-garden where asters, late-blooming roses, and dahlias were making all things gay. She dropped down on the broad window-seat, and gave herself up to her thoughts.

	‘What awful luck this is! Here I thought I’d finished with school, and now the twins have let me down like this! Wait till I get hold of them! One thing,’ and her face grew very tender, ‘the Robin is safely out of it. I think I really couldn’t have obeyed Madge if she had been in any danger.’

	Her splendid eyes grew misty at the thought. The Robin’s full name was Cecilia Marya Humphries, but she had always been known by the other from baby days. Her pretty Polish mother had died of tuberculosis when the child was only six, and the Robin had inherited her frail constitution, as well as her dark loveliness and pretty name. Captain Humphries, the Robin’s father, was chief secretary at the Sanatorium, making his home at ‘Die Rosen,’ where he had his own suite of rooms. His little girl had been at the Chalet School at first, but as soon as the Annexe had been established at the Sonnalpe for delicate children, she had been transferred there. There she would be under the immediate eyes of the clever doctors and physicians who made up the medical staff of the Sanatorium, and the greatest watchfulness and care would be hers. Already the Robin had made progress under the treatment prescribed for her, and Dr Russell even thought that, provided they could bring her safely through the growing years, all fear of the dread disease should, humanly speaking, be over for her. But the Robin was only twelve now. There were eight or nine years to go before they could decide that she was safe. At present, any danger of disease was to be warded off most carefully, for they all dreaded any strain on her little strength.

	With the memory of the exquisite little face, framed in its short thick crop of black curls, floating before her mind, Jo felt suddenly sick at the thought of how nearly the Robin had been exposed to infection. It was, perhaps, as well that Mademoiselle came in at that moment, having secured the books she wanted.

	‘It’s no good, Mademoiselle,’ said the girl, looking up at her with a smile. ‘They won’t have me there at any price. Can you put up with me for a week or two? I shall probably go down to Innsbruck at the week-end, if you don’t mind. Frieda asked me, and Madge said I could always go there whenever I liked. So may I write and tell them to expect me?’

	‘But yes, dear child; certainly,’ said Mademoiselle. ‘And have you any news of the little patients now?’

	‘Rix seems to be more cross than ill,’ said Rix’s aunt. ‘Peggy is pretty bad, I’m afraid.’

	‘Well, my Jo, it is almost time for Prayers, so I must go. Will you sit here? Or do you prefer your own room? There is a steady table there if you wish to write. Au revoir; I shall see you at Mittagessen.’

	‘Thank you, Mademoiselle,’ said Joey.’ And if it’s all right, I think I’ll go to my own room.’

	‘Do not forget that you must come down at eleven for cocoa and biscuits in the prefects’ room. Or would you prefer that I send it up to you?’

	‘Certainly not!’ gasped Jo with horror. ‘I’ll join the others, of course. I’m not so sure,’ she added laughingly as she held the door open for Mademoiselle, ‘that I mayn’t get bored with things and come back to lessons if the Staff will have me.’

	‘Come by all means,’ said Mademoiselle, wicked laughter in her eyes. ‘I believe Six A have algebra this morning with Miss Leslie, and your algebra was never your strongest point, my Jo, so come by all means!’

	Jo had no more to say. Mathematics was her weakest subject. She hated it in its every form, and only the term before, Miss Leslie, the mathematics mistress, had vowed that the one thing that worried her was Jo Bettany’s ideas on the subject. Whatever classes Jo might attend, she was firmly resolved to keep clear of Miss Leslie and all her works—in schooltime, at any rate. Out of school, it was very different.

	She went upstairs to begin on her book in good earnest.

	‘But oh, those twins!’ she thought as she opened her door. ‘They’ve certainly done it for us this time!’

	


CHAPTER III
 JOEY’S NEW DISCOVERY

	Joey, being Joey, never did anything by halves. Having decided to try her hand at writing a school-story, she settled down to it in earnest. She found it difficult to evolve a plot to suit her. Several ideas she cast aside as having been ‘done to death.’ Others were too elaborate, and she had sense enough to know that she was too inexperienced to untangle anything too highly involved.
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