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CHAPTER I
 THE STAFF MEETING

	‘Hello, everyone! Had good holidays?’

	‘Splendid, thank you. And you?’

	‘Rather! My family greeted me with open arms, and I was quite the pet of the house. Pity it lasts such a short while!’ And Miss Edwards, youngest member of the Chalet School Staff, sank into her chair at the far end of the big Staff table, and beamed round on everyone. ‘Why this solemn conclave?’ she continued. ‘Is anything wrong?’

	Miss Wilson, science and geography mistress, shook her head. ‘No; at least not so far as I am aware. But I came up only this morning, and haven’t had much chance to discuss anything with anyone yet.’

	‘Well, we shall all know soon,’ said her great chum, Miss Stewart, who, as she was wont to say plaintively, spent her life trying to drive some history home to the brains of the Chalet School girls. ‘Here comes Hilda at last! Come in, my child. What an age you have been!’

	The door had opened to admit the senior mistress, Miss Annersley. She closed it behind her, and came quietly to take her seat at the head of the table. The mistresses sitting round it looked at her, and then glanced at each other. Something was clearly wrong—and badly wrong, too, Miss Wilson to the contrary. Miss Annersley’s pleasant, clean-cut face wore a look they had rarely seen there. This meeting had been convened for more serious purposes than the usual Staff arrangements at the beginning of term.

	‘What’s wrong, Hilda?’ asked Miss Wilson, voicing the question they all were longing to ask.

	‘I have two or three important things to tell you,’ said Miss Annersley slowly. ‘As you’ve all guessed that we’ve had trouble of one sort and another, I needn’t bother to break the news gently.’

	‘Oh, please don’t keep us in suspense!’ exclaimed Miss Stewart. ‘What is it?’

	‘I don’t intend to.’ Miss Annersley nodded as she spoke. ‘I know better. First of all, Mademoiselle Lepâttre isn’t returning.’

	There was a sudden silence. Then Miss Wilson spoke. ‘Not returning! Why not? I thought she was making such good progress. Surely nothing has gone wrong since we broke up?’

	Miss Annersley nodded again. ‘I’ll tell you what I know—it isn’t much more than the bare facts—and then you’ll all be satisfied on that score. Mademoiselle has made no progress this past week or two. She has, indeed, gone back. You know how ill she was the term before last. We—I feared then that we should lose her. However, she began to pull round, and everything seemed hopeful. Even after what the doctors said, I hoped she would be able to come back in time, even though it must be a long time. Now they say that she must give up all hopes of working again. It’s no use glossing over facts. She may live for years—but it will be as an invalid.’

	Again that stunned silence. The Staff at the Chalet School was a very united one, and they all loved their Head, Mademoiselle Lepâttre. A dangerous operation in November of the previous year had taught them just how dear she was to them. For some days the doctors had refused to say which way her illness would turn, and when, at length, she had seemed to set her feet firmly on the road of life again, her colleagues had all rejoiced fervently. They had known that her progress must be slow, so they had been quite content with it. Dr James Russell, husband of her partner in the school, and head of the great Sanatorium on the Sonnalpe above the Tiernsee where the Chalet School is situated, had assured them that, humanly speaking, it should be only a question of time before their Head was with them again. Now, something had gone wrong.

	Having given them time to recover from the blow, Miss Annersley went on. ‘Ten days ago, I was cabled for to come at once. Luckily, I was in Rome, and was able to fly to Innsbruck, so I wasn’t long on the way. When I got to the Sonnalpe, I found that two days after the School broke up Mademoiselle had had a return of pain and sickness. They got her over that, but it came again, worse than before. When she was better the doctors had a consultation, and they now say that the mischief is more extensive than they had thought. If she could stand it, they would operate again, and a second operation would certainly put everything right. But her heart is too weak. All they can do is to mitigate the trouble as far as possible with injections and other treatment. This will prolong her life, probably for years; but they cannot cure her. And she must always, as I said, be regarded as an invalid.’

	‘But—can nothing be done?’ broke in Miss Wilson.

	‘No more than they are doing,’ replied Miss Annersley. ‘Oh, Nell! Don’t you think they’d have done anything if it had been any use? They have had men from Vienna and Bonn, as well as Sir James Talbot from London, and a very clever surgeon from New York who is staying here for a holiday. They all agree that if they dared operate, the trouble could be set right. But—she would never live through a second operation.’

	Miss Stewart took up the tale. ‘Does that mean, then, that she’ll go home to Paris? Or will she stay up at the Sanatorium? Oh, Hilda! Whichever way it is, it’s awful!’

	Again there was a silence. Then Mademoiselle Lachenais, the modern languages mistress, spoke. ‘But, Hilda, what will Mademoiselle do? We all know here that she has nothing but what she earns. And then, she has helped her cousins, the Lecoutiers.’

	‘We needn’t trouble about that,’ said Miss Annersley. ‘The Russells will see that she does not want. And as for the Lecoutiers, Simone will, in two years’ time, have finished her course at the Sorbonne, and come here to teach. Renée’s education is secured here, of course; and when she is sixteen, she is to go to the Paris Conservatoire for training. Her music is very good. And then Mrs Russell suggests that Monsieur and Madame Lecoutier should take one of those large chalets they are building on the Sonnalpe and let rooms to visitors. They would be near Mademoiselle—and Simone, when she returns. And there is much need for pensions up there, as you know.’

	‘That’s like Madame,’ said Miss Edwards thoughtfully. ‘Yes; that would certainly seem to solve all difficulties so far as Mademoiselle and the Lecoutiers are concerned——’

	‘But not for us,’ finished Miss Norman, Head of the junior school at the Chalet. ‘Hilda, what on earth are we going to do for a Head?’

	‘Madame and Mademoiselle have offered me the post,’ said Miss Annersley shyly. ‘I said I would accept if you all agreed.’

	A chorus arose at this. ‘Agreed’—‘Mais pour-quoi pas?’—‘Oh, talk sense, Hilda! D’you expect us to go on strike?’—‘Good for Madame and Mademoiselle!’

	Miss Annersley turned red with embarrassment. ‘I wish I could think so. I’ll do my best, and saints can’t do more; but I’m not Madame, nor Mademoiselle. I’m glad to know you’ll all back me up; I’ll need it, I can assure you!’

	‘Oh, rubbish!’ said Miss Wilson breezily. ‘You’ve run the school this last term and a half, and nothing has happened. Indeed, for us, we’ve been remarkably tranquil. Why on earth shouldn’t things go just as well if you are actual instead of acting Head? You know we’ll back you up to the last ditch.’

	Pretty Miss Stewart put in her oar. ‘And it isn’t as if you had to begin with a perfectly fresh staff. I grant you that might take some doing. But we’ve all worked together for ages now, and we’ve never had any real trouble among us.’

	‘No-o,’ said Miss Annersley doubtfully.

	‘Ma chère, what then is wrong?’ Mademoiselle Lachenais added her quota. ‘Is it the girls you fear? I think you need not. They are all fond of you, and will do their best for you.’

	‘Oh, be quiet, all of you!’ broke in Miss Annersley, exasperated at these well-meant efforts to give her confidence. ‘You don’t understand! You haven’t heard all the news yet!’

	‘More news? Good Heavens! Let’s have it and be done with it, then!’ ejaculated Miss Wilson, while the rest of the Staff eyed their new Head with interest.

	‘Did any of you hear anything about Miss Browne last term?’ asked Miss Annersley.

	‘Miss Browne? Miss Browne of Scholastika’s, you mean?’ asked Miss Wilson. ‘Not a thing—except that some of the girls were leaving at Easter, and she had none so far to take their places. I expect that’s all right, though. There have been several new people up there, so Joey told me when she wrote last week.’ She nodded towards the window through which they could see the great mountain on the upper slopes of which lay the green shelf where stood the great Sanatorium of which Dr Russell—Dr Jem, to the School—was head.

	The faces of the Staff changed. The Sonnalpe was a big item in the lives of the Chalet School and its friendly rival, St Scholastika’s. Many of the girls in the two schools had relations ‘up there,’ as they always called it, and it was one reason why both had flourished.

	Seven years ago the Chalet School had been started by Madge Bettany—now Mrs Russell—with only eight pupils. During the years, it had grown till it numbered some hundred and sixty girls, and not only paid for itself, but provided a steady if small income for its two partners. Naturally, such a school cost much to keep going and up to date. St Scholastika’s was originally an English school, brought to the Tiernsee by its Head, Miss Browne, as an experiment three years before. The experiment had been successful, for while the Chalet School accepted girls of all nationalities and creeds, St Scholastika’s was Protestant and took only British children.

	The two schools had begun with a decided antipathy, but that was a thing of the past, and now they were firm friends, sharing many of their out-of-school interests, and joining in friendly rivalry over games. The two Staffs were as friendly as the pupils, and, indeed, had regarded the feud at the beginning with amused consternation. Mercifully, that had all come to an end. Now they waited with deep interest to hear what Miss Annersley could possibly have to say about Miss Browne and St Scholastika’s.

	‘Do you mean to say,’ she began, ‘that you never heard about that law-suit business of hers?’

	Miss Wilson nodded. ‘Of course we did! At least, Con and I did, anyhow. We had to listen to the sad tale of “my great-uncle and his bitter quarrel with my poor grandfather” the whole of one weary afternoon about two years ago—remember, Con?’

	Miss Stewart nodded. ‘I remember. I was nearly asleep before it was ended, and Nell would keep on pinching me sub rosa. My arm was black and blue over that affair.’

	A laugh ran round the Staff at this piteous tale. Then they grew grave again as Miss Annersley rapped on the table.

	‘Order, please! It’s getting late, and I want to finish.’

	‘Carry on! We’ll be good!’ Miss Wilson laughed.

	‘Well,’ said Miss Annersley, ‘the law-suit has been decided in favour of Miss Browne’s branch of the family. There is only herself left, so she comes in for what remains. I believe that originally there was a huge fortune; but you know what law-suits mean. Still, she will have something like fifteen hundred a year when everything is settled up. She wants to give up her school, therefore, and go back to England.’

	‘I don’t blame her—at her age,’ said Miss Nalder, the physical training mistress, decidedly. ‘She must be verging on the sixties if she’s not already there.’

	Miss Annersley nodded. ‘And then she’s never taken to our winters. Altogether, this money will be a godsend to her. But you can’t just drop a school like a hot potato, so she’s offered it to Madame and Mademoiselle—I believe at a mere nothing—and they have accepted her offer.’

	The Staff sat in stunned silence on hearing this news. Characteristically, Miss Wilson was the first to recover.

	‘They have accepted? Then that means——’

	‘It means, in the first place, that we are enlarged this term by over forty girls,’ said Miss Annersley.

	‘Good gracious! How on earth are we to manage?’

	‘Well, naturally, we need a much larger Staff. Equally naturally, the old St Scholastika’s Staff have been asked to join us. Miss Leslie left us last term, so we should have had to get a new maths mistress, anyhow. Madame and Mademoiselle knew about all this last half-term, and they asked Miss Soames if she would carry on here. Then Miss Anderson is coming for English. I can’t go on giving my usual lessons when I have all the organisation on my shoulders, as you may imagine.—Jeanne,’ she smiled at Mademoiselle Lachenais, ‘Mademoiselle Berné will help with the modern languages and Latin—unless you like to do as Madame suggests, and give up all the French classes and keep the Latin in your own hands.’

	Mademoiselle Lachenais laughed. ‘I cannot decide such a question at once, Hilda chérie. I must think it over. But I am glad Julie Berné is coming here. I like her, and I think she will be a very pleasant colleague.’

	Miss Annersley nodded and then turned to Miss Norman. ‘Ivy, we have asked Miss Phipps to join the Junior Staff. You will have ten new babies from St Scholastika’s, and you have a fairly big number as it is. You know her quite well, don’t you?’

	Miss Norman chuckled. ‘My dear, we’ve supported each other through one of the worst crossings from St Malo that I ever remember. I’m glad to have May Phipps. She’s a dear!’

	‘Then,’ continued Miss Annersley, ‘we really have needed another resident piano mistress, so Miss Elliott will solve that trouble nicely. And finally, another matron now becomes a necessity, and Miss Rider will fill that place.—Matey,’ she turned to Matron Lloyd, head of that side at the school, and beloved and feared by girls and mistresses alike—‘I know you and Gertrude Rider are chums, so I hope you are pleased.’

	‘An excellent choice,’ said ‘Matey’ calmly. ‘She’s a woman of sense and won’t try to ride roughshod over everything that doesn’t suit her tastes exactly.’

	There came another burst of laughter at this, for the year before the School had been inflicted with a matron who had been the reverse of this, and it would be hard to say whether Staff or pupils most rejoiced when she took her departure.

	‘Yes; all this sounds very nice,’ said Miss Wilson when order was restored. ‘But you have forgotten one very important thing, Hilda.’

	‘What’s that?’ asked Miss Annersley quickly.

	‘Why, where in the world are we to put all these people?’

	‘I say!’ exclaimed Miss Edwards. ‘That’s going to be rather a problem, isn’t it? We’re overcrowded as it is.’

	‘We are,’ agreed Miss Wilson. ‘Of course, I can take about twenty more at St Clare’s if we use those two unused dormitories. And there are three bedrooms for Staff. But more than that I couldn’t get in with a shoehorn! So now what?’

	‘Well, we must manage as best we can for this term,’ said Miss Annersley. ‘But by next term we hope to have a new house. The men started to dig the foundations last week, and it ought to be ready by the end of September. And that reminds me; it has been decided when it is finished to make changes in organisation all round.’

	‘What on earth d’you mean?’ demanded Miss Stewart, sitting up at this. ‘I hope you aren’t going to take us three away from St Clare’s—that would be a blow!’

	‘You needn’t worry about that,’ returned the new Head. ‘You three will remain there, of course. But it has been decided that, next year, instead of having the various stages separate they are to be mixed. There will be Seniors, Middles, and Juniors in each House for the future.’

	‘Oh!’ exclaimed Miss Norman. ‘How simply awful!’

	‘Why? You will have prefects among your girls, naturally. And the House prefects will be given as much responsibility as the School prefects. I don’t think you need worry, Ivy. I know you had a bad experience last year; but that was exceptional. And, in any case, Miss Phipps and Dorothy here will be with you. With four prefects and three Staff the girls certainly can’t go very far wrong.’

	‘Some of those Middles could go wrong if they had the whole hierarchy of angels on guard,’ murmured Miss Norman sceptically.

	‘Don’t be so flippant, my child,’ said Miss Wilson calmly. ‘And if you feel as bad as that about it, why not see Madame and ask to be removed from the position of House Mistress?’

	Ivy Norman shook her head. ‘And admit that I’m incapable—for that’s what it would amount to! Oh, no thank you, my dear! No; I must stick it, and hope for the best—that’s all.’

	‘And where will the rest of the Staff go?’ inquired Mademoiselle Lachenais.

	‘You know that chalet a hundred yards south of us? Well, it has been bought, and the land between it and our grounds, and it is to be a Staff hostel, where all of the Staff we can’t fit in at school will live. Mademoiselle Berné will be there, and Miss Elliott, Miss Carey, and Fräulein Felsen. And then we have engaged a Miss Greene for junior English, as you’ll have enough to do with the babies, Ivy, and she will live there. Frau Mieders is giving up her flat in Innsbruck and coming, too, and she will be head of the hostel. And as Madame thinks we ought to honour an English Saint, it is to be dedicated to St Hild’ (‘Who’s she?’ murmured Miss Edwards), ‘and the new House will have to be St Scholastika’s.’

	‘Is that all?’ asked Miss Wilson.

	‘Isn’t it enough?’

	‘Not quite,’ said Miss Nalder suddenly. ‘When are the new Staff arriving? You haven’t told us that yet.’

	‘They will be here to-morrow, and we shall have our ordinary Staff meeting to-morrow at twenty o’clock. That will give us all the week-end to settle down and get accustomed to each other. The girls will be here on Tuesday as arranged before.’

	‘I wonder what they will think of it all?’ murmured Miss Stewart, as the Head arose to indicate that the meeting was at an end. ‘Nell, wouldn’t you like to be a fly on the wall in some of their homes just to hear what’s being said?’

	‘Not in the least,’ said Miss Wilson serenely. ‘And if that’s all the comment you can make, I think you’d better come with me to the lab. and apply such brains as you have to helping me make out a stock-list.—You did say all stock-lists had to be in by Frühstück to-morrow, Hilda, didn’t you?’

	‘Yes; Miss Denny is going in to Innsbruck and will call here about ten for them. So have them ready. And, while I think of it, do try to write distinctly, Nell! You know what a bother we had last term about your supplies.’

	Miss Wilson grimaced at her, but acknowledged that her writing might easily be more legible, as she followed her new Head out of the room.

	‘Better come to us for lessons in script,’ called Miss Norman after her. ‘I’d love to teach you something, Nell!’

	‘I dare say! I’ll come to you for script if you’ll come to me for chemistry,’ was the answer that floated up the stairs to them. ‘Is it a bargain?’

	But Miss Wilson did not even wait for an answer. She knew that Miss Norman hated science in any shape or form, and, with a jolly laugh, she caught Miss Stewart’s hand and raced her through the corridors to the laboratories, which lay at the far end of the school.

	


CHAPTER II
 THE NEW PLANS

	The girls of St Scholastika’s were nearing their destination and the new term. This was nothing fresh, of course. What was fresh—to many of them, at least—was the fact that they were coming to the Tiernsee to join a new school. It is true that they and the other school were already friends, but, though they were friends, they had had no thought of amalgamation, and to some of them the new arrangement had been a decided shock.

	‘Whatever put it into the Fawn’s head to retire?’ demanded Hilary Burn, a tall, pretty girl of sixteen-and-a-half, as she sat in the railway compartment with her great chums Ida Reaveley and Nancy Wilmot. ‘I thought she had no existence apart from St Scholastika’s.’

	‘I suppose it’s that money business,’ said Ida thoughtfully.

	‘Well, I’m still gasping about it,’ rejoined Hilary. ‘Mother told me about it a week ago, and I’ve felt as though I were under a cold shower ever since—when I’ve thought of it, that is.’

	Nancy laughed lazily. ‘What? All the time? How chilly you must feel! I got a shock myself, but I’ve recovered now. I’m rather interested in what’s going to happen next. I’ve always liked all I knew of the Chalet School, and I think, so long as the Fawn has given up, it’ll be jolly good fun joining them.’

	‘It will probably mean a good many changes—for us,’ said Ida. ‘Have you ever thought, Hilary, that you would have been our Head Girl next year if St Scholastika’s had carried on? It’s not likely you’ll be asked to fill that position at the Chalet School.’

	‘Thank Heaven, too!’ said Hilary fervently. ‘I was dreading it. I’m one of the youngest of our crowd, remember. Only your cousin is younger, Nance. I know you’d all have been decent and backed me up, but the younger ones mightn’t have seen it in the same light. I’ve no desire to have to deal with criminals like Betty Wynne-Davies and Elizabeth Arnett by myself, thank you!’

	‘We’d soon have sat on them if they’d tried to play you up,’ said Nancy.

	‘I’m sure you would! But I’m not so sure that it would have been the right way to go to work. Some of those kids simply turn obstinate when you sit on them. Gypsy tried it last year and you know what happened then.’

	They assented. The said Gypsy had had a hard time with certain members of the Third and Fourth Forms who had organised a little clique of their own with very definite ideas, and two capable leaders in the said Betty Wynne-Davies and Elizabeth Arnett.

	‘Gyp was a dear, but she wasn’t too tactful,’ said Ida.

	‘Tactful? She doesn’t know the meaning of the word! But those kids gave her an awful time of it. She never dared to ease up for a moment. Now I should hate that. I like to take life easily—as easily as one can when one’s Sixth Form, with all the work and responsibilities and so on of these days.’

	‘I wonder if any of us will be prefects?’ mused Nancy. ‘We may not—we really are new girls, you know, though it isn’t what’s usually meant by “new.” ’

	‘Oh, I expect some of us will be called on to take duty,’ yawned Ida.

	‘Of course we shall,’ declared Hilary vigorously. ‘I’m certain they won’t make me Head Girl; but I’m equally certain they’ll appoint some of us as prees. For one thing, the school is sizes larger than it was last term. They’ll need more prefects. And they’ll think we’ll know how to handle our own people best.’

	‘I hadn’t thought of that,’ acknowledged Nancy. ‘Oh, dear me! I was looking forward to a nice lazy term, with no responsibilities at all.’

	‘Lazy object!’ said Ida scathingly. ‘No wonder you’re so fat!’

	Nancy chuckled with exasperating good humour. She was not sensitive about her bulk, and always pointed to her elder sister, who in her teens had been as fat as she herself was at present, and was now possessed of a slim elegance delightful to behold.

	‘I wonder if Mademoiselle Lepâttre will be back?’ said Hilary, changing the subject quickly. There were times when Nancy irritated Ida to the verge of rage, and the youngest of the trio had no mind that they should enter their new school with a squabble.

	At her words, the young faces grew grave for a moment. They had all known Mademoiselle Lepâttre, and all liked her. When the news of her illness had reached them during the previous Christmas term, they had been very sorry, and very anxious to hear the daily bulletins which were phoned to them at their own request.

	‘I doubt it,’ said Ida at length. ‘The last I heard, she wasn’t expected to return till September at soonest. She was awfully bad at Christmas, you know.’

	‘Who told you?’ asked Nancy.

	‘Elsie Carr. I travelled home with her and her father. Mr Carr had to go to England unexpectedly on business, and he took Elsie with him for company. Don’t you remember I was stuck at school three days after the rest of you left with that stupid throat? Mr Carr heard of it, and offered to escort me to Dover, where Dad would meet me. Elsie told me then that Mademoiselle was not expected back till September.’

	‘Then that would mean Miss Annersley as Head. I like her,’ said Nancy definitely.

	‘Oh, so do I. If you come to that, I like all their Staff that I’ve met.’

	‘Haven’t they lost that jolly maths mistress of theirs?’ asked Hilary.

	‘Yes; she left to be married,’ replied Nancy.

	‘Perhaps they’ll take on Soamesy for maths then,’ suggested Ida.

	Hilary made a face. ‘What a horrid suggestion! Oh, Soamesy’s all right out of school-hours; but in them she’s a ghastly nuisance. I wish maths had never been invented!’

	‘Hear! Hear!’ said Nancy. ‘In my humble opinion all maths people are the extreme edge!’

	A girl went down the corridor just then, pausing to flash a smile at them through the window, and Hilary, seated by the door, pushed it back and summoned her imperiously.

	‘Anne Seymour! Don’t go galloping off like that! Come in here and cheer us up—do! We’re feeling awfully blue at the thought of being new girls all over again at our age.’

	Anne, a slender, pretty girl of seventeen, looked at them and laughed. ‘You look it! Wait a minute, and I’ll come back. I’ve got to go and count the Middles just to be sure that none of them were left behind at Innsbruck. I won’t be a second, and then I’ll come and try to brighten your moments.’

	She nodded gaily to them, and then ran down the corridor, to return five minutes later and occupy the vacant corner in their compartment.

	‘Now then,’ she said, when she was comfortable; ‘what do you want to know?’

	‘Well, first of all, why are we ostracised by all your crowd in this way? Two or three of them peeped in here, and then passed on. I can understand Middles; but why can’t Seniors join up with us? Don’t you like the idea of our coming in with you as a school?’ Hilary looked anxiously at her as she spoke.

	Anne laughed. ‘You goose! Of course we like it! The School will be all that much larger, for one thing. But we decided that you’d probably like to be together to discuss this—this strange event in all its entirety before we barged in on you. Therefore, we left you to it. And now you accuse us of ostracising you! So are one’s good intentions misunderstood!’

	They all laughed. Then Hilary said, ‘I see. But we’ve had oceans of time for private discussion, and now we want some encouragement. Tell us all about you.’

	‘Tell you all about us? Why, you know us quite well!’

	‘Only as outsiders. Now we are to be insiders, and we’d like to know a little more.’

	‘Well, what sort of things do you want to know? Are we nice? Though I says it as shouldn’t, we’re quite nice when you get to know us.’

	‘How modest! No; that isn’t the sort of thing. Give us some idea of what’s expected of us in the way of work and behaviour,’ said Ida. ‘What are the most important rules?’

	‘Let’s hope they’re not too strict, or some of our little crowd will be in for a peach of a time,’ said Hilary. ‘Certain of our Juniors are the limit for behaviour. I’m warning you in good season so that you’ll know what to expect,’ she added kindly.

	‘They couldn’t be worse than some of ours,’ declared Anne. ‘We’ve one or two bright stars among the Middles that would make most folks’ hair rise. Alixe von Elsen and Mary Shaw, for instance.’

	‘You haven’t met Betty Wynne-Davies and Elizabeth Arnett yet,’ said Hilary darkly.

	‘Which are they?’ asked Anne with interest.

	‘Elizabeth’s a kid with red hair and a pale face—looks too good to be true, but is a perfect little fiend on occasion. I’m surprised at any school taking her. I’m sure she put years on to the Fawn’s life! And Betty Wynne-Davies is worse. She’s a regular gipsy of a kid—black eyes, black curly hair, and a brown skin. She does the bad things; Elizabeth thinks of them.’

	‘Not that Betty needs any encouragement in that line,’ added Ida. ‘That kid was born to be hanged!’

	‘Or murdered!’ Nancy supplemented the remark. ‘You’ll soon know all about them, Anne. Look out for a pair of innocent-looking darlings with the colouring Hilary describes. And remember that the more innocent they look, the worse you may be sure they’ve been.’

	‘Another of those!’ groaned Anne. ‘As if Alixe von Elsen wasn’t more than enough for any school!’

	‘What? Have you one like that, too? Oh, help! What a flowery time we seem to have before us!’

	Anne glanced quickly at Ida, the last speaker. ‘I say, Ida, there is one way in which you’ll have to reform yourself, my child, and that is language. I may as well warn you now.’

	‘Oh, my aunt! What do you mean? Have we to talk German or French all the time?’

	‘Oh, no; we have a day for each language—we’re trilingual, you know. But what I meant was that we’re not allowed to use slang—or not much, anyhow.’

	‘I remember now,’ said Hilary. ‘When we were getting ready for that Sale of Work we had last year, your Miss Annersley overheard some of us talking, and she said, “Not so much slang here, please. We don’t want our Juniors to pick it up.” I wasn’t saying anything so very awful, either—nothing like what I could do once I got going!’ She smiled impishly at them. ‘What happens if you use too much? Let’s hear the worst.’

	‘Fines,’ said Anne succinctly. ‘It soon runs away with your pocket-money, and being penniless isn’t a situation that appeals to me.’

	‘It certainly doesn’t to me! I say! What a rosy prospect lies before us!’

	‘You’re not very comforting, Anne, my child,’ said Ida in dismay. ‘What are the other rules?’

	‘Oh, just the usual things about not talking on the stairs or in the corridors. And then we have to remember what day it is——’

	‘What?’

	‘I mean if it’s English, or French, or German. I told you we had a day for each. Then we begin all over again. On Sundays, we all talk our own language, though.’

	‘What a simply awful outlook! I look like being dumb except for Sundays!’

	‘Oh, it’s not so bad as it sounds. When you hear a language being spoken all round you, and nothing but that language, you soon pick it up,’ said Anne consolingly.

	‘Not this child! I’ve been here three years now, and I don’t speak German a great deal better than I did when I first came—blankly ignorant of a word.’

	‘Ida Reaveley! Aren’t you ashamed to confess it?’ demanded Hilary. ‘I’m no great shakes, of course, but I can get about if I must.’

	Ida laughed. ‘You have to have a gift for that sort of thing, my child, and I haven’t got it.’

	‘I’ve heard other people say the same thing,’ said Anne. ‘When you have had a few of Bill’s patent remarks you’ll soon find you can get on if necessary—and it is necessary at the Chalet.’

	‘I wish I could think so! My people would rejoice! But I’m afraid the heavens will drop before that happens. Hello! Is this Spärtz we’re coming to? Where has the time gone?’

	‘Where time usually goes, I suppose. I must fly. I’m responsible for seeing that six little darlings get safely out of the train with all their belongings. If I’m not there, they’ll probably leave half of everything behind, and we shall keep the train waiting past schedule-time, and then they won’t love us! So-long, you three! See you later!’ And Anne left them to go and perform her duty.

	The three others gathered together their possessions, and when the long Innsbruck-Kufstein train drew up beside the station, they were able to jump out quickly, pile their luggage on the hand-truck awaiting it, and then go to the help of the Juniors.

	Four mistresses were in charge of them, having come to Innsbruck on escort duty, and two more were waiting on the Spärtz platform. But in spite of this, it took them a good ten minutes to get every girl and her belongings out of the train and safely herded across the platform to where the little mountain railway went up to the Tiernthal from the Inn valley. However, it was done at last, and Miss Wilson and Miss Stewart watched the girls climb up into the little open carriages, while their colleagues, who were in already, saw to it that all were properly bestowed.

	‘Isn’t it early this year?’ said a pretty voice behind the ‘new’ girls.

	‘It’s only running to-day because of us,’ replied another voice, strongly tinged with an American accent. ‘Guess they’ll shut down for another fortnight once the last of us is safely landed.’

	‘How do you know that, Evvy?’

	‘I saw Madame when I was up at the Sonnalpe last week, and she told me they’d arranged this because there’s such oodles of us this term, walking would be a puzzle. So they’re running two trains—one now, and another about eighteen o’clock for the late girls.’

	‘What an honour!’ laughed the first speaker.

	Hilary, standing behind Ida and Nancy, glanced in the direction from which it came, and uttered an exclamation. ‘Gillian Linton! I thought you’d be up at the Sonnalpe! What are you doing here? Is Joyce with you?’

	The girl she addressed, a slender, very pretty person, with long black plaits, eyes of pansy-blue, and the pink-and-white colouring of a fairy-tale princess, gave an exclamation and joined them.

	‘Hilary! What fun to see you! What did you think of the news?’

	‘Never more flummoxed in my life. Seems imposs that we’re going to go up to the Tiernsee and not see the Fawn. What about you?’

	‘Oh, I’ve had a week or two to get accustomed to it,’ laughed Gillian. ‘Madame told us almost as soon as it was definitely arranged. She came to tell Mummy—you know how we all try to give her every scrap of fresh news there is to cheer her up.’

	‘How is she?’ questioned Hilary anxiously. ‘I do hope she’s better.’

	Gillian nodded. ‘Oh, much better! But the weather has been bad, and it is so depressing when you see nothing but white clouds or streaming rain, day after day. Madame understands, and she knew that such an event as the Chalet School and St Scholastika’s amalgamating would keep her interested for days. Joyce and I were there when they were discussing it, so we heard it. We’ve talked about it from every single point of view, I should think.—Yes, Miss Wilson; we’re coming.’ For Miss Wilson was beckoning them impatiently to the train.

	They climbed in and took their seats, and Gillian went on: ‘I was simply thrilled, and Joyce is wild with excitement. And Mummy was so interested that she quite forgot the weather. It’s been better yesterday and to-day, and she’s been out in her chair, so it’s all right.’

	‘But if you were at the Sonnalpe, how is it you’ve joined us now?’ queried Nancy.

	‘I’ve been spending the week-end with the Mensches. You remember Frieda Mensch, don’t you? She asked me to spend a few days with them, and I had to go to see Herr von Francius—a stopping come loose—so I took the opportunity and went.’

	‘Will Joey be there to welcome us?’ asked Anne as the little train puffed importantly on its way, and began to move across the narrow space that lay between the station and the mountain-slope.

	Gillian shook her head and looked mysterious. ‘She might be—I can’t say for certain. But I quite expect to see her—if she and Madame haven’t been too much taken up with their new summer home.’

	‘New summer home? Gillian Linton, what do you mean?’ demanded Anne.

	‘Yes; explain yourself, my child,’ commanded Ida. ‘What new stunt is this?’

	‘Oh, just the very latest,’ said Gillian airily. ‘I only heard it myself from Jo on the phone to Frieda.’

	‘Gillian, if you don’t hurry up and explain, I’ll shake you!’ vowed Anne.

	‘Don’t do that—Bill might see and tick you off,’ advised Gillian. ‘Oh, all right! I’ll tell you. I can see you’ll all burst before we get up if I don’t!’

	‘Well?’ asked half a dozen voices impatiently as she paused.

	‘Why, Dr Jem has bought St Scholastika’s, and they are going to use it as a summer home. Joey will be down by the lake practically the whole of this term. How’s that for news?’

	‘Topnotch!’ It was American Evvy who spoke first. ‘I always knew Dr Jem was bully, and I guess this is the best yet.’

	‘When will they be down?’ asked Anne.

	‘As soon as possible. Joey and Madame were coming down to-day to see it, and to take measurements for carpets and curtains and so on. Jo said that, if they weren’t too busy, they’d probably stroll round to Seespitz to meet our train, at any rate.’

	‘Gee! Some news that!’ And Evvy (otherwise Evadne Lannis) bounced in her seat with satisfaction.

	‘Don’t bound like that, Evvy!’ protested Anne. ‘It’s enough to send the train over the edge.’
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