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CHAPTER I.
 EUSTACIA.

	There is no disguising the fact that Eustacia Benson was the most arrant little prig that ever existed. She was not so much to blame for it as was her upbringing. Her father had been a learned professor of Greek, who had married a lady doctor, neither of them being very young. Both had great theories on how to bring up children, and to these they subjected their only child, the unfortunate Eustacia—so called because of the meaning of the name in Greek, ‘rich in corn,’ which the professor interpreted as ‘rich in knowledge.’ We have little difficulty in guessing the effect of those theories when we meet Eustacia for the first time one day in November, sitting in the drawing-room at her Aunt Margery’s, looking round it with a superior air, and mentally deciding how she would rearrange the room, should it be given over to her.

	In the preceding June, Mrs Benson had developed a cold, which she had insisted on treating herself. The result was that the cold rapidly went to her lungs, and, six days later, Eustacia found herself motherless. She had wept decorously for the woman who had had so much to do with her training. Then she had settled down to play mistress in the big house; and her father, immersed in his classics, had let her go her own way, much to the annoyance of the maids. Three weeks before this story opens, he had had a violent attack of pain, which had sent him to a doctor, who sounded him, asked him sundry questions, and then told him gently that he had come too late.

	‘You have had other attacks?’ asked the medical man.

	The professor nodded. ‘Yes—yes; quite so! But this has been the worst.’

	The doctor put a few more questions, and then told him that he had barely another week to live. The neglected attacks of pain and breathlessness had been symptoms of acute heart disease, and the heart itself was worn out.

	The professor sighed. ‘Very trying indeed! I had intended finishing my work on Æschylus and his plays this year. Now, I suppose it must go to press unfinished. I certainly cannot do what yet remains to be done in a week.’

	The doctor gasped at this extraordinary way of meeting news of the kind. There was little he could do. He impressed on the dying man, however, that he ought to let his relations know, and the professor actually managed to remember, and wrote a brief note to his wife’s only sister.

	Mrs Trevanion promptly came to Oxford, to the great dull house in one of the more secluded streets, and stayed there till the end came, as it did five days later. The housemaid, going into the study one morning to attend to her work, found the professor sitting at his desk, his head down on the papers lying there. She had flown for Mrs Trevanion, and then to the telephone for the doctor. There was nothing to be done, however. He had been dead some hours, and it was obvious that death had come painlessly. They found later that he had succeeded in finishing the fifth volume of his life work, thus proving that he must have slaved at it continually ever since he had learned the doctor’s verdict. One more had been projected, and a colleague had undertaken to write up the dead man’s notes and finish the work.

	There was, then, only Eustacia to settle, and her fate was settled for her, for when the professor’s will was opened they found that he had appointed her Aunt Margery as her guardian; her uncle, Edmund Trevanion, as her trustee; and she was to be sent to school at once. This was something of a relief to Mrs Trevanion, who, during the short time she had been there, had found herself utterly confounded by her unchildlike niece, who frequently put her right on matters with an aplomb that would have been irritating had it not been funny.

	The Trevanions had five boys—the eldest fifteen, and the youngest three. Eustacia was almost fourteen, and Mrs Trevanion well knew that the very self-sufficient young person in the grey frock, with long hair worn in two tight pigtails, would have anything but an easy time of it with them. However, she wanted to get back to her home and family, and she could scarcely leave the child alone in Oxford, so she told her gently that they must pack. The great house would be closed for a while, till she and Mr Trevanion could see their way clear to arranging matters, and Eustacia was to go back to Devonshire with them.

	Eustacia had disputed this at first, arguing that she could quite well stay where she was. She had been mistress in the house ever since her mother’s death, and could go on till it was time for her to go to school. She hated the idea of school and endless silly girls who were empty-headed and frivolous. Still, as her father had insisted on it in his will, she supposed she must go. But she could stay in Oxford till then, thank you.

	Mrs Trevanion, who had been condescendingly corrected more than once that morning, was impatient, and showed it. ‘Nonsense!’ she said.

	‘But it is not nonsense, my dear aunt,’ said Eustacia. ‘It is quite sensible. I have no desire to leave Oxford, and I can manage the house and servants quite well.’

	‘You can do no such thing,’ said Mrs Trevanion crossly. ‘Do you imagine that your uncle and I would consent for one moment to such a thing? You will pack at once, for we are leaving for Taverton the day after to-morrow. Now, no argument, Eustacia. Do as you are told, and go and begin to pack your things.’

	A battle ensued, in which Mrs Trevanion won, as might have been supposed, and on the day named, three people arrived in Taverton in south Devon late that night. Two were tired and cross, and one was sulky. The boys had all gone to bed before their parents and cousin reached home, and the meeting with Eustacia was staved off till next morning. Then they met, and it did not take any of the young Trevanions—from Ned, the eldest, to Baby Frank—long to decide that they had never met such a disagreeable girl in their lives. Nor did they see any reason for changing that opinion as the days went on and their acquaintance with Eustacia ripened. She scoffed at Ned’s prowess in Latin; snubbed Humphrey and Gilbert; and refused to have anything to say to Walter and Frankie. Worse than all, she told tales to her aunt and uncle. When Humphrey made her an apple-pie bed, she marched downstairs to the drawing-room and dragged her aunt up to see it, instead of taking it as a joke. Ned, roused to fury by her criticisms of his mental abilities, pulled one of her long plaits, and she promptly rushed away to her uncle’s ‘den,’ to tell him of the outrage. Ned got a thrashing for ‘bullying,’ and Eustacia a lecture on ‘sneaking’ which astonished her.

	On the morning of that very day, Mrs Trevanion, calling her sons together, had implored them not to tease their cousin. ‘She doesn’t understand,’ she said. ‘She doesn’t know how wrong it is to tell tales. Do be dear boys while she is with us, and let her alone. Remember how short a time it is since she lost her father and mother, and make allowances for her.’

	The boys promised to do their best, but they all agreed with Gil when he said imploringly, ‘Oh, Mums! can’t you send her to a school where they don’t have holidays?’

	It is true Mrs Trevanion agreed with his spirit, but she rebuked him for unkindness to his cousin. Secretly, she too would have been glad to hear of just such a school, for, during the short time she had been in Taverton, Eustacia had contrived to set everyone by the ears.

	‘The house isn’t the same, Mun,’ she said despairingly to her husband. ‘And now, Julia has given notice. She says that she won’t put up with the way Miss Eustacia orders her about. And she is such a nice girl—so pleasant in her ways, and so fond of the boys. It’s too bad!’

	He laughed; advised her to tell Julia that Eustacia would not be staying there after Christmas, and went off to business. His wife, with a resigned face, put on her things and went out to do the shopping. In the green-grocer’s she met with an acquaintance, a Mrs Cochrane, step-mother of the Grizel Cochrane of other chronicles of the Chalet School, and to her she unburdened herself.

	‘What an objectionable child she seems!’ said Mrs Cochrane. ‘Well, Grizel has always been a nuisance, but, thank goodness, she was never as bad as that! And that reminds me, Mrs Trevanion, I believe I can solve your problem for you. Send your niece to the Chalet School. I can recommend it unreservedly. Grizel had four years there, you know, and she is very much improved. It belongs to Madge Bettany—do you remember them? They lived in Greenacres, that house the Corah Mine people took for their managers. Madge went out to Austria to start a school after the death of their guardian, and it has been highly successful. Of course, she is married now, and, I believe, has only a financial interest in it; but I know it is still flourishing. And it has this great advantage. It is so far away that it would scarcely be worth while for the child to come home for any holidays save the summer one. If any school could do your niece good, I feel sure the Chalet would. Two terms there might make a different girl of her. I advise you to write to Mademoiselle, the present Head, at once. Walk round with me, and I’ll give you the prospectus now. I can show you some of Grizel’s letters too, and you will see by them how happy the girls are. It would take her right away from her old surroundings too, and that ought to help matters.’

	Mrs Trevanion liked the idea. She had known Madge Bettany quite well, and also Mademoiselle Lepâttre. The prospectus, with its delightful photographs, was most alluring; and Grizel’s letters showed what a good time the girls had and how they loved their school. Surely this was the very thing for Eustacia. And she might have a better chance among foreigners, who would be more likely to make allowances for the girl’s unfortunate ways than English girls. The more she thought of it, the more she fell in love with the idea. Finally she went off to finish her shopping, taking the prospectus and some of Grizel’s letters with her to show her husband; and that night, when the children were all in bed, they talked the matter over, and finally decided that, if the Heads of the Chalet School would take her, Eustacia should go there at the beginning of the next term. Money was no difficulty. Eustacia was well off, and they were to have a large sum for her maintenance and education as long as she was under their control, which would be till she was twenty-five, the professor having had no opinion at all of women’s financial abilities. The mere mixing with other girls ought to be good for her, and they hoped that the summer holidays would bring back to England a Eustacia who would be a different child.

	Accordingly, Mrs Trevanion wrote to Mademoiselle Lepâttre, explaining matters clearly, and then awaited results. She also wrote to Madge Bettany, now Madge Russell, and when two letters bearing Austrian stamps lay on the breakfast-table one morning, she could scarcely eat her breakfast for excitement. After the meal was over, she caught her husband’s arm and marched him off to the ‘Den,’ leaving the boys to get themselves ready for school. There the letters were read, and they found that both Mademoiselle and Mrs Russell were willing to have Eustacia at the Chalet School. The Easter term began in the third week in January, as one of the old girls was to be married then, and the entire school had been invited to be present at the function. As Eustacia and the two or three other new girls would have no interest in it, Mademoiselle suggested that they should not come till the Friday—the wedding would take place on the Wednesday. Thus she would fall right into school life at once. A new mistress, who was joining the staff, would meet her in London on the Wednesday, and would act as escort to the Tiernsee.

	‘So it’s all settled!’ cried Mrs Trevanion. ‘I am thankful! I think this will be the making of Eustacia, poor child! I shall quite look forward to seeing her in the summer!’ After that, Mr Trevanion had to run, and his wife went to seek her niece and tell her what was in store for her.

	‘Boarding-school!’ cried Eustacia, when she had heard. ‘You are sending me to boarding-school? But why? I wish to attend the High School here. I must have some home-life. It is that which helps to form character.’

	Her aunt shook her head. ‘I cannot keep you here, Eustacia. You have upset the whole house in the short time we have had you. You have never once tried to think of anyone but yourself. You have told tales, been rude to the maids, behaved in a most unfitting way to both your uncle and myself, and are making the boys unhappy.’

	‘If your sons tease and torment me, it is only right you should know of it,’ said Eustacia priggishly. ‘As for the servants, they are only servants, and are here to do as they are told. And you think of your boys’ unhappiness, Aunt Margery, but never trouble about mine. I am an orphan. I have only you to whom to look for affection—and you show yours by driving me away from the house and sending me to a school in a place with an outlandish name, where I shall be with complete strangers.’

	‘That is true,’ said Mrs Trevanion quietly. ‘But, Eustacia, will you ask yourself in what ways you have tried to show yourself lovable since you came here? You have never once thought of anyone but yourself. You have repelled any show of affection, and you have made the whole house miserable. We are sending you to school that you may learn the art of living with other people. It is an art, I assure you, and so far I have seen no signs of your possessing it. When we meet in the summer I hope you will understand all this, and show yourself so pleasant, so jolly, so fair that we shall be glad to have you back, and sorry to lose you once more. But that will depend on yourself entirely.’

	Eustacia stood, strangely silent for her. She was hurt that she, Eustacia Benson, who was always right, should be so lectured. But she had a strain of honesty in her that made her own to herself, at any rate, that her aunt was right. She had not been ‘lovable.’ But the strain of honesty was overlaid by a thick veneer of foolish training, and she turned away, saying, ‘I am not demonstrative by nature, Aunt Margery, but I cannot help thinking your behaviour to your orphan niece most unkind and unnatural.’

	Mrs Trevanion let her go. There was nothing to be done for her as yet. Only time and experience and rubbing shoulders with other people could help her to become what, at present, she was not; and to those three things the lady wisely resolved to leave her.

	


CHAPTER II.
 ‘WHAT AN AWFUL NAME!’

	‘Letters, Madge!’ Joey Bettany came rushing into the big salon at Die Rosen, where her elder sister was sitting sewing while her small son rolled on his crawling-rug at her feet.

	Madge Russell, still as youthful in appearance as when she had first come out to the Tyrol to open the Chalet School, four years before, dropped her work and took the handful of letters Joey held out to her. ‘Here you are, Jo,’ she said, giving the girl two thick packages. ‘These are for Jem—run and put them on the table in his study, will you? And then call up to Mademoiselle. There are a good many here for her. After that, you can go and make yourself fit to be seen. Your hair is all on end—as usual! And what have you been doing to make your face so dirty?’

	‘Goodness knows,’ said Jo casually, as she took her brother-in-law’s letters and started for the door. ‘Righto! I’ll be back anon.’

	Madge glanced across at her son to be sure that he was all right, and then opened the first of the batch that had come for her. She was deep in it when kind, plain-faced Mademoiselle Lepâttre, active partner in the Chalet School, came quietly into the room, to seek her letters and sit down on the other side of the great porcelain stove. Madge handed them over with a smile, and then returned to the news that Mrs Cowley, once Miss Durrant, junior-mistress in the school, had to tell her. There was silence for a time, broken only by the chuckles of the happy baby on the floor, the crackling of wood in the stove, and the rustle of paper as the two ladies turned over pages and opened envelopes. During the winter the postman only found his way up to the Sonnalpe twice in the week, and he generally brought a heavy mail with him. Dr Jem, head of the great sanatorium there, was always inundated with correspondence; his wife had many letters from friends and old girls; and the many invalids usually received one or two at the very least, so Herr Sneider was wont to bemoan the weight of the mail-bags he bore on his back on those days when he climbed up the mountain-path. However, he always found a good meal awaiting him in the kitchen of Marie and Andreas, the two servants at Die Rosen, and, as he had to wait for replies, he had a long rest.

	Joey Bettany fulfilled her commission of delivering Dr Jem’s letters and, having reduced her unruly locks to something approaching order and changed her frock for a silky one in which she looked presentable, returned to the salon, accompanied by the Robin, whose father was secretary to the sanatorium. The two school-girls entered quietly, and Joey flopped down on the crawling-rug beside her nephew, while the Robin ran to ‘Tante Marguérite,’ who had come to take the place of her dead mother in her heart, and scrubbed her black curls well into the lap of the gentle woman, who dropped her letter and picked her up.

	‘What is it, Robinette?’ asked Madge Russell, with a suspicion that all was not well.

	‘Been—naughty,’ murmured the small maid confusedly.

	‘What have you been doing?’ asked Madge resignedly.

	‘Only frowed water out of the window and hit Eigen,’ said the Robin, her black lashes sweeping scarlet cheeks as she confessed her crime.

	Madge choked back wild laughter, even as Mademoiselle looked up with a gentle, ‘But, Robin, that was not gentille!’

	‘Why did you do that, mein Blümchen?’ asked Mrs Russell.

	‘ ’Cos I wanted to empty the basin.’

	‘Isn’t there a bathroom in the house?’ questioned Madge gravely.

	‘Ye-es; but it was so far.’

	Madge shook her head. ‘Not too far; not really far at all. You were lazy, Robin. Now, I forbid you to do that again. Remember, dear. And you must apologise to Eigen for wetting him. I shall ring the bell and ask Marie to send him here.’

	The small girl nodded, her eyes still down. She was a proud little person and hated saying she was sorry, but she knew well enough that there was no appeal against the gently spoken words.

	Madge Russell had once said that there were only two really effective punishments for the Robin, for she was so delicate that many measures of discipline had to be neglected in her case. But to see her beloved Jo in trouble through her fault, or to be made to apologise for any of her small misdeeds, were quite enough for her. Once, and once only, had the child tried to coax her father into letting her forgo the latter. He had listened to her, and then had asked gently, ‘Does Tante Marguérite say you must, my darling?’

	‘She said so,’ acknowledged the Robin unwillingly.

	‘Then I’m afraid you must, little daughter. Tante Marguérite loves you too well ever to order you to do anything really hurtful to you. You must be obedient, my pet; and you must not be naughty. Never again ask me to change a punishment of hers, for I shall not do it.’

	It was a sharp lesson, gently spoken as the words were; but the Robin never forgot it. Now, she scrambled off Mrs Russell’s knee, and rang the bell herself, though her baby soul was outraged at the thought of what must follow. Mademoiselle, with understanding, got up and left the room, and Joey ran after her. So there was only ‘Tante Marguérite’ to witness the entrance of Eigen, still damp from his unexpected shower-bath, and the Robin’s faltered apology. Eigen took it uncomfortably, but Madge would not let the small girl off, despite his imploring eyes. It was gone through, and he was dismissed, to get hot coffee from his sister Marie, who ruled in the kitchen, after he had changed his coat. Then there was a little tender loving talk on the naughtiness of throwing water out of windows, and the wrong of pride that hated to say, ‘I’m sorry.’

	‘You are a little girl,’ said Madge. ‘A little girl may do many wrong and foolish things, and when they offend other people, then they must be apologised for.’

	What else she might have had to say on the subject will never be known, for at that moment Joey came tumbling into the room, to announce, ‘Mademoiselle says there’s another new pupil for the School. She’s got a letter—coming to tell you all about it!’

	‘Joey! I wish you wouldn’t burst into rooms as abruptly as you do,’ said Madge severely.

	‘Sorry,’ apologised Jo.

	‘I should think so. Please don’t do it again. You are quite old enough to be more grown-up now. Sixteen—and you often behave like six!’

	Jo’s face fell. ‘Well, I am sorry,’ she murmured uncertainly.

	Happily, however, Mademoiselle came in, an open letter in her hand and her kind face beaming with excitement. ‘Listen, chérie! We are offered a new pupil for the School—and from Taverton, too!’

	‘From Taverton?’ Madge’s interest was promptly aroused. ‘Who can it be?’

	‘Do you remember Mrs Trevanion?’ asked Mademoiselle, sitting down comfortably, while Joey pulled up a stool and squatted on it, and the Robin snuggled down against Mrs Russell.

	‘Yes; of course I do! A pretty little woman, with a swarm of small boys. Surely she isn’t proposing to send any of them here?’ laughed Madge. ‘Do you remember them, Jo? They were all named for famous Devonshire men, I know.’

	‘I remember Ned Trevanion at the dancing-class,’ said Jo.

	‘But it is not her sons, but a niece she wishes to send,’ said Mademoiselle—they were all speaking in French at the moment. ‘It seems that this child is peculiar. But I will read to you what she says.’

	She cleared her throat, and read aloud: ‘ “The fact of the matter is, my dear Mademoiselle, my niece has been far too long with elderly people—there were twenty years between my sister and myself—and she needs companions of her own age. She talks and behaves on most occasions like an elderly lady, and I do not think it healthy. On thinking matters over, it struck both my husband and myself that it would be far better for Eustacia to begin in a school such as yours. I doubt very much if she would be happy with the average English girl, who would make fun of her little idiosyncrasies, and not see the real good which I am sure lies hidden beneath what, I confess, is at times a very unprepossessing manner. French and Austrian girls, brought up, as I am aware, to far less freedom than those of our own country, might notice all this less, and so make it easier for her to settle down. As soon as Mrs Cochrane told me of the school, and showed me some of Grizel’s old letters, I felt it was the solution to our problem. I do so hope and trust you and Mrs Russell will be able to take her.” ’

	‘The rest of the letter relates to business,’ went on Mademoiselle, folding it up. ‘That is all that need concern us at the moment. What do you think, Marguérite?’

	‘It’s the most sensible thing they could have done,’ said Madge briskly. ‘She is quite right in what she says. Such a girl would be most unhappy at first in a High School, and might make things very difficult for herself. Here, where the girls are all trained to much more precise manners from their very babyhood, it will not make so much difference. Take her by all means, if you can fit her in.’

	Mademoiselle thought for a moment or two. ‘We can manage, I think,’ she said. ‘We are now eighty in number, and I do not wish to crowd the girls more than is already done. But there is that little room at Le Petit Chalet, where two beds might be put. Then two more of the younger middles could sleep there, and that would leave us two beds for this Eustacia Benson and the little one from Russia. But, unless we build, Marguérite, we can take only a certain number at mid-summer, and none for next term, unless any should leave us at the end of this.’

	‘Mary is leaving,’ put in Joey, with a sigh for the head-girl, who was a good friend of hers.

	‘But she is only one,’ said Mademoiselle.

	‘We may take one new girl for the summer term, but that will be all.’

	‘Maynie’s leaving too,’ went on Jo. ‘I wish people wouldn’t get married!’

	‘Now, Jo,’ said Madge, ‘Maynie has had to put off her wedding once already, and we’ve had her four years. In another year Juliet will be with us to take her place, and we must just manage till then.’

	‘But I sha’n’t be here then,’ protested the pessimist. ‘Oh, I hate changes!’

	‘Still, my child, they have to be,’ Mademoiselle reminded her. ‘We should not progress else.’

	Jo wriggled her shoulders. ‘I know that. But it doesn’t make me like them any better. Now Bernhilda’s going to be married soon; and then I’m sure Bette is almost betrothed. She blushed like anything when we met her and Frau Rincini and that youth in the Maria-Theresien café on Christmas Eve.’

	‘Yes; I expect Bette will be betrothed shortly,’ agreed Madge. ‘Still, if it makes them happy, Jo——’

	Jo scowled. ‘They might wait a little, I think.’

	Madge laughed. ‘Girls grow up very quickly out here, Joey. Never mind! You and Juliet and my Robin shall stay little girls as long as you like!’

	‘But Juliet will be quite grown up when she teaches us,’ said the Robin seriously. ‘And, please, what is the name of the new girl?’

	‘Eustacia Benson,’ said Madge.

	‘Coo! What a name!’ said Jo. ‘What an awful name! It’s enough to make her weird!’

	‘I do not like it,’ said the Robin thoughtfully.

	‘Perhaps she will permit that we call her “Stacie,” ’ suggested Mademoiselle.

	‘That would be better,’ acknowledged Jo. ‘All the same, it is an awful name, and you can not say that it isn’t.’

	The entry of Dr Jem at this point caused them to shelve the subject; but Jo had by no means forgotten it, and when Madge went, as was her custom, to say good-night after her sister had gone to bed, she found a wide-awake Jo, whose last words to her were ‘Good-night! Sleep well! Eustacia! It’s enough to scare the birds!’

	


CHAPTER III.
 BERNHILDA’S WEDDING.

	It was all settled. Eustacia was to come to the Chalet School on the Friday of the week term began. After that, they hoped she would settle down quickly and be very happy with them. A long letter from Mrs Trevanion to Madge had amplified what the first had told them, and that young lady had had a long serious talk with Mademoiselle. There could be no doubt of it—they were undertaking a difficult task.

	‘Still,’ said the young owner of the school, ‘we’ve had tasks as difficult. Nothing could have been much worse than Cornelia Flower. And Elisaveta was not exactly an easy matter either, with that insane cousin of her father’s trying to kidnap her. And then we’ve had others. Grizel has been a problem most of the time; and Deira needed a bad shock to bring her to her senses. It’s true we’ve not had to deal with a girl of the type this child appears to be; but there are worse things in schools. I expect she’ll shake down pretty quickly, once she gets accustomed to being with other girls.’

	‘I trust so, chérie,’ said Mademoiselle.

	After that, no one thought very much about school, for everyone was far too busy with the wedding of Bernhilda Mensch, one of the first girls to attend the school, to trouble about outside affairs.

	It was by no means the first wedding among the old girls of the Chalet School. The previous year had seen the wedding of Gisela Marani and Bernhilda’s brother, Gottfried. In the summer, Wanda von Eschenau, the loveliest girl the school had ever had, had married a young captain in the Austrian army, one Friedel von Glück. But Bernhilda and her Bräutigam, Kurt von Eschenau, were leaving Austria altogether for France, where Kurt had a post in a big shipping merchant’s, and they would not see her very frequently. Gisela lived at the Sonnalpe, where Gottfried was one of the assistant doctors at the great sanatorium, and Wanda was in Vienna. But Bernhilda, in Lyons, would be far away. Therefore, the girls who loved her felt that they must make much of her, and give her happy days to remember when she should have left them.

	The girls came to school on the Monday, and early on Tuesday afternoon they all set off down the snow-covered mountain-path leading to Spärtz, the little town on the Innsbruck-Wien line at the foot of the mountains, to take the train for Innsbruck, where the Mensches lived. The staff and the Russells accompanied them, but Gisela was left at home, though her young husband would walk down early the next morning to attend the marriage of his pretty sister. Bernhilda came to the Sonnalpe at the week-end, to say ‘good-bye’ to her sister-in-law, and went down on the Monday, despite all the entreaties of Jo, who wanted her to stay and greet the girls returning to school. Bernhilda shook her head, and laughed. ‘How can I, Joey? To-morrow is the civil wedding, and I have very much to do. I shall see you all on Wednesday in the church, and afterwards. Kiss me “good-bye,” my dear, and do not ask for impossibilities.’

	Joey pulled a face, but did as she was asked; and Bernhilda went down the mountain with her father, known to Joey and the Robin as ‘Onkel Reise,’ because of his great size, to spend the last two days of her maidenhood at home, where her mother moved about chattering gaily, and her father sat looking at her with loving eyes, and the very old Grossmutter, who had reached her century a few weeks before, gave her good advice.

	On the Tuesday, when all the unpacking had been done and everything was ready for work, the girls sat down to a hurried meal at twelve o’clock, and then, with festal garments in light wicker baskets—one basket to five girls—they wrapped up warmly, and set off on their long tramp.

	Across the lake the pupils of St Scholastika’s, a school which had come there the previous term, watched them with envious eyes before turning to their own more prosaic work.

	‘Those girls do have good times,’ said Gipsy Carson wistfully.

	Meanwhile, the Chalet School marched on, singing gaily as they went, the sound carrying far through the clear frosty air. When the little ones were tired, the elder girls joined hands to make ‘chairs,’ and carried them. Through the songs came the sudden c-rr-rack of branches, rotted by the frost and falling; and the steady crunch-crunch of the feet over the iron snow made an accompaniment to their songs. It was dusk when they reached the little town, where lights twinkled from the windows, and the Bahnhof sent forth a stream of yellow glowing over the white snow. They crowded into the little refreshment-room, demanding rolls and coffee, and had just time to swallow it before the train came. Fortunately, there were comparatively few passengers at that time of the year, so they were all able to find seats, though those that had come from Vienna stared as the long lines of school-girls scrambled in and settled down for the short journey to Innsbruck. The Robin and sundry others of the juniors were almost asleep by the time the city was reached, and had to be roused to get them out; but once they had left the Bahnhof and were out in the Bahnhof Platz, the cold air woke them up effectually, and they crowded round their mistresses, chattering eagerly. Many of the girls had homes in Innsbruck, and these were claimed by parents who had come for the purpose, and were whirled off, always with one or two additions from those who lived at a distance. The Russells, Joey, and the Robin went off with the Maranis as soon as Madge had seen the last of the School marching across to the ‘Europa,’ where rooms had been taken for all who could not be accommodated by the friendly Tyroleans, and were soon running up the stairs of a tall house where the Maranis had a flat on the fourth étage.

	On the way home, Maria had aroused all Joey’s curiosity by saying that there was a great surprise for them at home, and the pair simply tore up the stairs, arriving hot and breathless at the landing.

	‘Come,’ said Maria, as she rang the doorbell. A pretty maid, in the picturesque garb of Tyrolean servants, opened to them, and Maria ran in, followed by Jo. They passed the door of the Speisesaal, and went on to the salon. There the small Austrian threw open the door and stood back for her friend to enter. Jo walked in, looking round eagerly for the promised surprise. It came from a low chair beside the stove, in the shape of a tall, fair girl with very dark eyes, who rose to her feet and held out her arms, with a little cry—‘Joey!’

	‘Juliet!’ Jo rushed to her and hugged her vehemently. ‘Oh, Juliet! What a gorgeous surprise! When did you come? Did Frau Marani ask for you specially? How have you managed about coll? How long are you going to stay? Oh, isn’t this golloptious?’

	Before Juliet could answer any of the string of questions, steps sounded outside, and the Robin came running in, to utter a shriek of joy and be caught up and kissed closely. Then the Russells followed, Madge almost as excited as the two children, and Dr Jem very pleased, for neither had known of this surprise planned by kind Herr Marani and his pretty wife, and it was a tremendous joy to them all. Juliet had left the Chalet School eighteen months before to go to the Royal Holloway College to read for her degree in mathematics, and none of them had seen her since. It had been intended that she should return for the long vacation in the previous summer; but she had managed to catch scarlet-fever just before it began, and by the time she was well again there was only a fortnight left to her, and Madge and Jem had written to say that she had far better not risk the long tiring journey so soon after her sharp illness. She had, accordingly, spent the fortnight with young Mrs Cowley, who, hearing from Madge of the happening, had promptly written off to the girl to demand that she should be the first visitor in the pretty new home. Juliet had been glad to accept, for she was very homesick, and not strong after the fever. The attack had been a bad one, and even the fortnight on the south coast had not been sufficient to brace her properly, as she now explained to the assembled crowd. She had suffered from bad headaches during the term, and had found it difficult to get on with her work. The doctor, therefore, had advised a holiday for a few weeks, and when Frau Marani’s invitation to her for Bernhilda’s wedding had come, she had written to accept at once, knowing that when the great event was over she could go up to the Sonnalpe with the Russells, and stay there till she was all right again.

	‘Then you must come to School, if it’s only for a few days!’ declared Joey.

	Juliet laughed. ‘What do you think, Jo? Of course I’m coming. Besides, I want to go to the Sonnalpe and see Gisela. Hard luck she couldn’t get down for Bernie’s wedding!’

	‘Gisela is very busy, and quite happy to stay where she is,’ said Madge, with a smile. ‘And now, come and be introduced to my son, Juliet. There! What do you think of him?’ She took him from Frau Marani, who had been holding him all this time, and put him into Juliet’s arms. ‘Go to your Auntie Juliet, my boy! Don’t howl at her like that; it isn’t polite.—He’s tired, of course. It’s long past his bedtime, and he doesn’t understand why he should be deprived of his own dear cot in this manner.’

	Juliet kissed him, and then gave him back to his mother. ‘He’s a lovely baby, Madame. Just exactly like you—though I think he has a look of Dr Jem too. How old is he now?’

	‘Nine months,’ said Madge, as she hushed the baby in her arms. ‘It’s no use, I’m afraid. He wants bed, and nothing else will serve him.—Frau Marani, if you will forgive me, I think I’ll just undress him and pop him in at once. He’s too tired to be good to-night!’

	Frau Marani nodded understandingly. ‘But of course, mein Liebling. Come to your room.—And, Maria, bring the warm water for the bath. Anna has it ready, I am sure.’

	This broke up the circle, and while Maria ran to the Küche for the bath-water, Mrs Russell went off with her son, and Juliet led Joey and the Robin to the pretty room they three were to share. There, while the two younger girls dropped their wraps and changed into silk frocks and stockings and slippers, she sat on the foot of her bed and talked eagerly with them, asking questions about everyone she had known, and hearing about those she had not. When Maria joined them, Joey was still standing in her petticoat, her frock in her hand, while she held forth about St Scholastika’s; and the Robin was solemnly brushing her hair in the one place, as she had been doing for the last three minutes. The entry of the little Austrian brought them to themselves again, and Jo put on her frock, while Juliet helped the Robin into hers, and tied the big crimson bow that held back the thick curls from her rosy face. When they were ready, they went into the salon again, and there Juliet was plied with questions about college till the elders came back.

	Baby David was now safely in his cot and sleeping peacefully, and Mrs Russell had changed her frock too, and looked once more like the girlish Head to whom Juliet had been accustomed. ‘We are longing for you to come back to us,’ she said, as she sat down beside the tall, slim girl, whose small head seemed almost overweighted by the great plaits of fair hair twisted round it coronet-fashion. ‘Has Jo told you that we are losing Miss Maynard at the end of this half-term?’

	Juliet nodded. ‘I know. Oh, Madame, I shall love to come back; but with you and Maynie and Miss Durrant gone, to say nothing of all the girls who were there with me, it won’t be the same thing. Jo says Rosalie has left, and Mary is leaving. And she will be the next to go, I suppose?’

	Mrs Russell looked across at her husband with a smile. ‘Shall we tell them, Jem?’

	‘Might as well,’ he said lazily.

	‘Well, then, Jo is staying till next mid-summer. After many consultations, we all agreed that it would be better for her not to take up her duties as lady-in-waiting to Elisaveta till she was eighteen. So we are to keep her with us till then.’

	Silence greeted her remarks. Then Joey jumped up from her seat. ‘Madge! Do you mean it? Am I really to have a year more than I thought at school? Oh! How—how great!’

	Jem stretched out a hand and ruffled up the short black locks. ‘Glad are you, chicken? Well, I don’t know that we are sorry. So everyone will be suited—except Elisaveta. I believe she is furious about it. She wants you as soon as possible.’

	‘It isn’t that I don’t like Elisaveta,’ said Jo soberly. ‘I do. She’s a dear. And so is King Carol. Only, being a lady-in-waiting seems so grown up. I’ll have a topping time for my last year, anyway!’

	Madge looked serious. ‘That depends on what you call “a topping time,” Joey. You see, we have decided that you are to be head-girl when Mary goes.’

	Joey stood stock-still in the shock of the announcement. ‘D’you mean it?’ she gasped, when she had recovered her breath.

	‘Yes,’ said her sister.

	‘But—but—what about Deira? She’s older than I am, and she was a pre before I was.’

	‘Deira is leaving with Mary,’ replied Madge. ‘She will be eighteen in June, and her parents wish her to be presented at one of the May Courts. Therefore she will go in April. So you are to be head-girl, my Jo, and we all know you will do your best for us.’

	Joey sat down. ‘How—how simply sickening!’ she said fervently.

	‘Joey!’ Madge sounded properly shocked.

	‘Well, it is! I’ll have to behave like an angel without wings, and there isn’t much fun in that! Oh, Madge, need I? Can’t you choose someone else?’

	Madge shook her head. ‘No, Joey. It is all settled, and you are to be head-girl. After all, it isn’t much to ask in return for all the fun you’ve had. You are growing up now—yes, you are, whether you like it or not—and it is only right that you should take some of the responsibilities of the School on your shoulders. It won’t interfere with legitimate fun, as I’m sure Mary and Juliet and all the other head-girls would tell you. It simply means that you must give up mad pranks—such as sprinkling corn-flour on the hair of other girls, for instance!’

	Jo blushed at this reminiscence of the previous term, and Juliet sat up and demanded, ‘What is this? I haven’t heard about it. What do you mean, Madame?’

	‘Jo can tell you,’ said Madge, laughing. ‘But now, we have been talking “shop” rather rudely.—Frau Marani, please forgive us.’

	Frau Marani, a pretty woman of nearly forty, nodded, and laughed. ‘But we have all been much interested.—Have we not, Florian?’ She turned to her husband.

	He agreed. ‘It is all of great interest to us—our dear Chalet School. I am sure that Jo will do her best to keep it to the high standard that you, liebe Dame, have instituted.—It is an honour, Joey, mein Kind.’
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