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CHAPTER ONE

INTRODUCING GRAINNE

GRAINNE O’Malley opened her eyes and looked around her. It was early summer, and in the Bernese Oberland, light came early. The dormitory was still and quiet as her room mates continued their slumbers, but Grainne had almost forgotten where she was. Silently- she had long since learnt to move quietly- she pushed back her blanket and swung her legs from the bed, and moved to look out of the window, not realising how unusual it was for a new girl to get one of the coveted window cubicles at the Chalet School. 
	The School, now based at the Gornetz Platz in Switzerland after various migrations, had been established by an Englishwoman named Madge Bettany in the Austrian Tyrol some years before the outbreak of the Second World War. Whilst in its birthplace, the School had flourished and developed a cosmopolitan intake that was naturally reflected in its attitude towards the teaching and learning of modern language. 
Furthermore, almost from its inception the Chalet School had had a close relationship with the great Sanatorium established by a Dr James Russell near to Breisau, where the School was. Many of the School’s pupils were relatives of patients being treated for Tuberculosis at the ‘San’ and this in turn meant that the staff at the School had a greater awareness of health issues than was customarily the case in boarding schools at the time. 
The School- San relationship had been initially cemented by the marriage of Madge Bettany to Dr Russell, and later reinforced with the union of Madge’s younger sister, Joey, who also boasted the honour of being the School’s first pupil, and Dr Jack Maynard, partner to Dr Russell and twin brother to the School’s first Mathematics mistress. 
Circumstances had forced both the Chalet School and the San to flee from Austria during the Nazi annexation of that country, and both had subsequently settled first in Guernsey, and in England itself. The connection had between the two establishments was maintained during their years of ‘exile’ in Britain, and some fifteen years before this story opened, both institutions had finally been able to relocate to the Gornetz Platz in the Oberland, where they had remained ever since, with Joey and Jack Maynard and their long family living next door to the School. Jack acted as Head of the Swiss San, whilst his brother in law Jem Russell continued at the English branch. 
	As the School’s newest pupil considered her surroundings for the first time, her breath came out as a long, satisfied sigh. To call the view panoramic was putting it mildly, and Grainne thought that never had she seen anything so beautiful as these grand Alps. Perhaps- just perhaps- things would work out for her here, she thought wistfully. 
It had been a shock leaving the Holy Family Convent, where she had boarded for as long as she could remember, but she was an honest girl and knew well that she had little real emotional attachment to the place except that which comes from long familiarity. Naturally quiet and uncertain in manner, she had had few friends, preferring instead to withdraw to the security she found in her books. She read almost obsessively, and while this had given her the upper hand in lessons, she had learnt little about how to interact with others, and this had made her unusually innocent for her age, and consequently the butt of cruel jokes, some of which she had not completely understood. Her family circumstances had not helped; her father worked at the Dail Eireainn, and her mother was a dedicated socialite. They were wealthy, but neither had much time for their only child.
Grainne’s difference was further underlined by her appearance. Although average in most ways, she knew all too well that most people looked at her and saw the wild mop she was cursed with for hair. Coarse, frizzy, unruly, even freakish, were words she used to describe it to herself, and this had been reinforced by the comments of others. Neither she nor her tormentors registered that she had an exceptionally clear complexion, or that her eyes were beautiful in their own way, with the clear shifting of colour and mood that they revealed. Her feelings about her appearance helped in part to contribute to her deep insecurity, and the aridity of this particular branch of the Holy Family Convent School did little to appease it.
  Therefore, she had been in some part of herself glad to know that she was to leave the Convent, leave Ireland, and come somewhere completely different, although not being stupid, she had also known that to her parents, it was a punishment; for what, she was not sure. 
“Pssst!”  The sound made her jump, and she spun around to see the cause. A girl of her own age, strikingly pretty with her delicate features, dark eyes and curls, grinned at her. Vaguely, Grainne remembered seeing her the night before, when they had all arrived, but she had been too tired from travelling to notice much. 
“What’s the matter?” hissed the other girl. 
Grainne shook her head and smiled. “Nothing,” she murmured back. “I woke up and couldn’t sleep again.” 
The other girl grinned again. “I know the feeling,” she replied confidentially in an undertone. “But never mind- the bell will go in a moment. I’d better go back to my own cubey. If the dormy pree catches me here when the rising bell rings, I’ll be in trouble already, and I don’t want that on first day! I just wanted to check that you were OK.”
Grainne smiled again, rather taken aback by this open friendliness, and the other girl flashed her a matey grin and a wink before quietly withdrawing to her own abode. The next moment, the bell rang, and the reluctant sounds of stirring appeared, together with the dormitory prefect’s demand that all inmates should ‘show a leg’.. Almost immediately, Grainne’s friend of a minute ago materialised. “Hi again!” she began breezily. “I’ll be your sheepdog today, OK? What’s your name again?”
“Grainne,” replied the new girl, a little uncertainly. What was a sheepdog? 
“Well, I’m Cecil Maynard. Cecilia Marya, really, but no-one ever calls me that! I like your name, by the way. I’ve never heard of it before!”
“It’s an old Irish name,” Grainne returned shyly. “I’m named after an Irish queen from the sixteenth century,” she supplemented, wondering if she was pushing her luck by volunteering so much. 
Cecil appeared to have forgotten where she was and what she was supposed to be doing in her interest. She was about to ask the new girl another question, when the dormitory prefect, one Marie von Eschenau, appeared. 
“What are you playing at, Cecil?” she demanded. “You were supposed to be after Celine for bath, and here you are, nattering! Do you really want to start the term off with a row?”
“I’m just talking to the new girl, Marie,” Cecil protested aggrievedly. “I’m her sheepdog!”
Marie gave the younger girl a sceptical look. Cecil Maynard was not a known mischief maker for nothing. “When did you find that out?”
“Yesterday afternoon when I came over to unpack. I had to help Deney in the office and she told me then,” Cecil explained, still sounding annoyed, and the prefect suppressed a smile. 
“How come you didn’t know her name then?” Marie demanded, with point. 
“Deney didn’t tell me it, that’s why!” Cecil was getting irritated now. Marie glanced at her and decided to end it. 
“OK. You’d better get moving then, hadn’t you?” she asked pointedly. “You do that, and I’ll look after- what is your name?”
“Grainne,” replied the owner of the name, looking a little scared. She hadn’t planned on getting involved with the prefects at this early stage!
Marie smiled, and it dawned on Grainne how very lovely she was. She had no time to ponder it further, however, for Marie was talking. “Welcome to the Chalet School! I’m Marie, and I’m the dormy prefect in here. Run and have a bath- we’re a little late now, so the list doesn’t matter- and then get dressed. I’ll help you with the cubey work later and explain to Matron, OK? Fifteen minutes be enough?”
Wordlessly, Grainne nodded, and, grabbing her towel and toilet articles, she followed Marie to the bathroom. She was dressed and ready in the designated time, and Marie nodded at her approvingly. 
“Well done! We might just make it now,” she commented. She raised her voice. “Line up, everyone, the bell is about to go!” and the five girls who made up Daffodil this term obeyed her instantly.. Cecil dragged the new girl in front of her, and gave her a chummy grin that made Grainne feel somehow warm inside. 
As soon as the bell sounded its clang across the cluster of chalets that constituted the school, Marie led her little line of charges down to the great hall they used as a dining room, and Grainne looked eagerly about her.
She saw a long, large room that was filled with light. Long tables were laid down the length of the room, and at one end a table was set width wise. Girls were pouring in and sitting down, evidently in accustomed places, and a low hum of happy chatter was beginning to fill the hall. 
Cecil grabbed her arm again. “I looked at the list earlier,” she explained, “and it said that you’re to sit next to me and Celine here,” and she flashed her smile at the dark girl, obviously French, who had followed them. Grainne then found herself propelled with considerable determination towards one long table filled with girls of her own age. She noticed, with appreciation, the pretty checked tablecloths, but her attention was more focused on the large baskets of bread and pastry she saw. 
“Is this what we get for breakfast?” she asked rather hesitantly, as Cecil drew a basket towards her, and doled out bread and pastry for herself and the new girl. 
Cecil nodded her curly head vigorously. “Oh yes. Ever since we came back to the Alps. Only we don’t call it breakfast,” she finished as an afterthought. 
Grainne, almost forgetting her shyness, gaped at her. “What do you call it then?”
“Fruhstuck. It’s German for brekker. We use all German names for meals, here, ‘cos we’re in the German speaking part of Switzerland. And we call this the Speisesaal. That’s German for dining room. Do you know any, by the way?”
“German?” The new girl shook her head. “I don’t know a word of it! I can speak some French, though,” she added. 
Celine, who had been listening quietly on Grainne’s other side, gave a sudden grin. 
“ ‘Some’ won’t get you very far in this establishment,” she declared. “But don’t worry about it,” she added kindly. “You’ll soon pick it up. Everyone does!”
Grainne looked as she felt, a little scared. What kind of place was this? “Pick what up?” she asked faintly. Before either Celine or Cecil could enlighten her, the tall girl who headed the table and was doling out the bowls of milky coffee that was the main drink here, glanced over at her. “Haven’t you read the prospectus? I’m Felicity Maynard, by the way. What do you call yourself?”
“ G-Grainne.N-no, I haven’t.”
“Ah. Well, to put it briefly, we specialise at languages here. Everyone needs to speak German, French and English with equal fluency, and so we spend two full days a week speaking one of each. I mean,” the prefect added, with a smile, “on Mondays and Thursdays we speak German, on Tuesdays and Fridays French, and on all of Wednesdays and part of Saturday, English. Lessons and everything. Did you really not know?”
Grainne’s look of horror spoke for itself. 
Felicity laughed. “Oh dear! Well, as Celine says, it’ll come to you eventually. I’ll leave you to her and my young sister. Try not to scare her too badly, will you, Cecil?”
Before Cecil could respond to this, a bell rang out across the room, and silence fell immediately. Grainne turned at once to look at the table at the front of the room which she had assumed was the staff table. A tall woman whom she guessed to be the Head was standing there, looking calm and elegant in her tailored blue dress. 
“Grace,” said the woman, and Grainne warmed to the sound of the lovely voice that repeated the simple Grace the school always used. When the Head had finished, a low hum began to rise from the girls once more, but she raised a hand and it was instantly hushed. 
“I’ve got a quick announcement to make before you return to your dormitories. After you have cleared away your crockery, go straight to Hall for Prayers. Then you may return to your dormitories and do your work there in the normal way.” She stopped and flashed a smile at them. “That’s all I have to say to you for the moment. You’ll hear the rest at Prayers!” and with that, she turned and led the rest of the Staff from the room. 

CHAPTER TWO

FIRST MORNING

“WELL! What do you know about that?” Cecil ejaculated she moved to clear her table. “Prayers straightaway! That’s new! Felicity!”
The older girl swung round to smile at her younger sister, and Grainne found herself marvelling at the difference between them. They shared the same pale, fine complexion and delicate features, but there all resemblance ended. Cecil’s hair was in short black “Bubbles” curls, and her eyes were also black- the same colour as her mother’s, as Grainne would later discover. Felicity, on the other hand, had vivid blue eyes and straight hair that could only be described as silvery fair coiled up on the top of her head. 
“What do you want?” the elder demanded. 
“If we’re to do dorm work last, do we bring everything we need down with us when the school bell goes?”
“You shouldn’t really have anything in your dormy, as you well know! But I suppose so, as this is first morning. And if you three don’t hurry up, you’ll be late for Prayers and the Head will be pleased!” With which remark Felicity left them. Cecil wrinkled her pretty nose after her. “She would say that,” she remarked in an injured tone. “It’s awful hard having my sister as Head Girl!”
“Is she the Head Girl?” Grainne asked with some surprise. She hadn’t expected that friendly person to be anyone so important. Cecil grimaced again.
“She is, worse luck. But she’s right. What Prayers are you?”
Grainne goggled at her, not sure what was meant by this. “I’m a Catholic,” she said finally.
Cecil nodded. “Good! That means you come with us. If you’d been C of E I’d ‘uv needed to find someone else to look after you for a bit. But no need now!” and with that Cecil dragged the new girl into what she later realised was the bottom half of Hall, temporarily partitioned into two rooms. 
Grainne, trained to the routine of convent prayers since babyhood, was startled by the brevity of this little service. She was even more startled to realise that the dark little mistress leading them was French. Later on, she discovered that Mlle de Lachennais had been with the school for many years, and that she was Senior Mistress as well as being Head of the Modern Languages department. For now, she simply concentrated on the brief service, and found herself liking it in spite of its shortness, realising as she did that that did not make it any the less heartfelt. 
	Once devotions were over, Grainne watched in interest as two bigger girls pulled the partitions back that divided the room, and the school was once again united, and ready to listen to ‘Head’s Remarks.’ 
	Miss Annersley came forward from the big William and Mary chair she had been sitting in at the centre of the dais, together with her staff.. Now she leaned on her lectern, and flashed another of her vivid smiles at her assembled pupils. Grainne, scrutinising her as well as she could from a distance, found herself thinking that the Chalet School’s headmistress appeared to be a pleasanter person than Reverend Mother at the Convent. That lady had been very stern and had rarely smiled. She had been implacably fair, and her pupils had respected her, but it was obvious to Grainne from the smiles coming across the room that the Chalet girls had a warm affection for their Head.
“First of all,” began Miss Annersley, “I must welcome you all back to school- especially those of you to whom I know we are new. I hope that you will enjoy yourselves here and do your best for us, and I promise that we will do our best for you!” She paused a moment, and gave a soft laugh. “For the rest of you, this is a busy term. You have the Regatta, the Sale, and of course that old favourite- exams!” Groans came up from around the Hall, and the Head surveyed them with twinkling eyes. Then she continued briskly, “I know that you will continue to do your best. And now, announcements! First of all, news of Old Girls. Jack Lambert has graduated with First Class Honours in Engineering. I’m sure those of you who remember her will rejoice in her success. Mary Lou Trelawney- who some of you know- has been awarded a Professorship in Egyptology at St.Hilda’s College, Oxford. Jane Carew has been nominated for the Best Actress Oscar for her most recent film. In addition, Mrs Entwistle has given me the most up to date news on her triplet sisters, Con Richardson and Margot Maynard. Con has had a particularly exciting time. Her second historical novel was released last week to rave reviews, and yesterday afternoon, she gave birth to a daughter, to be named Josephine Evelyn Ruhannah. I will send her congratulations on behalf of you all. Finally,” the Head paused again, and her lovely voice was serious as she continued. “Mrs Entwistle tells me that her sister Margot took final vows last week with the Blue Nuns. She hopes to be despatched to the tropics, where she will work as a doctor with the needy there. This is has been her lifelong desire, and I know we all share her happiness in having accomplished it.” 
Miss Annersley stopped speaking for a moment, as she remembered how troublesome and difficult the youngest of the Maynard triplets had been during her early teen years. She had been more than glad to hear this news, that she was happy and successful, and as she stood thinking of her, the silence was filled by a slow wave of clapping that filled the Hall. Mrs Entwistle, seated behind the Head and next to Mlle de Lachennais, had to bite her lip and avert her gaze for a moment, so touched was she. 
When the Head spoke again, her voice was brisk. “And now to school affairs. Mlle Renoir left us last month to get married, as did Miss Stone. We have two new mistresses to replace them, both Old Girls. Miss Bettany, older sister to Daphne in Inter V, is to join the languages department, while Mlle Desmoines will replace Miss Stone as Junior Mistress. Now, girls! You are not to call these two by their Christian names. The usual penalties apply!” and she rested her gaze warningly on those girls most likely to offend, namely Daphne Bettany and her cousins, Cecil and Philippa Maynard, as well as the youngest of the Maynard adoptees, Claire. “It’s time I finished as you people still have your dormitory work to do. The bell will go for the start of morning school at nine sharp. When it does, will the new girls please come to the study, as Miss Dene and Miss Kennedy have had to go to Interlaken unexpectedly. The rest of you, form rooms as usual please. Thank you, Miss Lawrence,” and the mistress seated at the piano began to play the tune of “Onward Christian Soldiers” as the girls filed out of Hall, ready to go their separate ways to their dormitories. 
“You managed to keep all that quiet, young Cecil,” Celine accused as they made their way back to Daffodil, taking full advantage of the fact that silence rules in the corridor were not enforced this first day. Grainne remained quiet, preferring to stay in the background. She was worrying about how she was to get to the study, as she had already realised that the school was truly a ‘rabbit warren’ layout. 
“I couldn’t very well tell anyone when both Len and Mamma said not to,” Cecil protested. “But it’s stupendous news about Con and Margot, isn’t it?” She gave a giggle. “Mamma was so annoyed last night, when Roger phoned to tell us! The baby wasn’t supposed to come for another month, and Mamma had wanted to be there, and she couldn’t! She was dancing mad.” 
Celine laughed, for she had known Cecil’s mother from Junior days. “I can just imagine it! But just think, Cecil, isn’t it rummy Auntie Joey having two grandkids now and you and Phil have still lots of years at school?”
Cecil grinned. “I know, but it was bound to happen, since Len and Co. are fifteen years older than Phil and Geoff,” she pointed out. “It’s a big gap.”
“Quite,” said a voice behind them, and Celine and Cecil, together with the new and very nervous Grainne, turned to face a small wiry woman in a stiffly starched nurse’s uniform. Cecil gave a gasp. 
“If you’ve quite finished discussing your family affairs, Cecilia, I suggest you return to Daffodil and do your work there, or I’ll have to think about separating you and Celine.” Matey, as the Head Matron was known, stopped and glared at Celine, who promptly wilted. “Furthermore,” she continued, returning her gaze to Cecil, who shuffled her feet and looked silly, “you know perfectly well that you refer to your sister as ‘Mrs Entwistle’ in school. I’m ashamed of you! And aren’t you supposed to be sheepdogging this new girl? If you’re to do your work, help her, get her to the study and reach Upper IVa in time for nine sharp, you’d better get moving, hadn’t you?” 
Cecil gave another gasp as she realised the truth of this. With a mutter to Matron that might have meant anything, she grabbed Celine and Grainne and hustled them off down the corridor as fast as she could without actually running, whilst Matron gazed after them with an amused grin that would have astonished them had they seen it. 
	For Grainne, the next fifteen minutes were breathless. As soon as she had been dragged back to the dormitory by Cecil, that young lady had raced through her own cubicle work in double quick time before turning to Grainne’s and showing her the school’s favoured method for stripping a bed, talking quickly all the while. Marie, who had decided to keep an eye on the new girl, suppressed a giggle as she saw the stunned expression on her face. Finally, at almost five to nine, she took a hand. 
“That’s enough, Cecil! The poor thing is looking absolutely dazed, and no wonder! Have you finished your own cubey work? Well, in that case suppose you run down to the study with Grainne. I’ll finish off here- you don’t want to be late!” and suiting the action to the word, she flung open the big window that crossed Grainne’s cubicle, and gave the younger girls a smile. 
Cecil, who had hardly stopped to breathe since leaving Matron, did so now. She then turned to Grainne and said, considerably more calmly than heretofore, “Well, as that’s being sorted we can go. Thanks, Marie. You’re a peach!” and once again she dashed off, with the new girl in tow. The other girls in the dormitory grinned at each other. Well they knew what their Cecil was like!
	Meanwhile, Cecil had relaxed a little and realised that there was no need for a frantic rush. She tucked her hand through Grainne’s arm, and chatted to her quietly as they made their way through the corridors and down the ‘back’ stairs frequented by the girls. 
“What’s going to happen now?” Grainne asked, rather fearfully. 
Cecil gave her arm a quick squeeze. “Usually it’ud be Deney or Kenny you’d be seeing now, to check your details and give you your timetable and so on. But like the Head said earlier, they’re not here at the mo, so she’s doing it instead. And it’s the summer term, which makes it easier, ‘cos there should only be a few new girls. She’d have a hard time coping with them all in the Christmas term! It’s a regular influx then. We get absolutely swamped with newbies.” 
“I see.” Grainne said no more, and Cecil sneaked a glance at her. Already she had realised that this particular new girl was even more nervous than new girls usually were, and she was curious. 
“Have you been to boarding school before?” she wondered aloud. 
“Oh yes. I was a boarder at the Holy Family Convent outside Dublin at home. I’ve been there as long as I can remember!”
Cecil giggled. “Gosh! You must’ve been a baby when you started! Bit like me then. I’ve known the School all my life- my mother was its very first pupil and she’s fearfully proud of it! But here we are at the study. Don’t worry- honest! She won’t eat you!” With these reassuring words and another quick squeeze meant to buck this new girl up a bit, Cecil knocked on the study door. Thanks to Marie, they were the first to arrive. 
The voice that Grainne had admired earlier bade them enter, and the Irish girl watched in amazement as Cecil bobbed a quick curtsy. She then said, “Here’s the new girl to see you, Miss Annersley.”
The Head bit her lip at this very prim address from the girl who had raced so excitedly into her private drawing room late the previous afternoon to tell ‘Auntie Hilda’ about the latest arrival. But she made no comment on it. By nature heedless and often scatterbrained, it had taken Cecil many years and frequent reprimands to remember to use the formal title in school, and indeed it was something she continued to struggle with, as witnessed by her altercation with Matron previously. 
Miss Annersley nodded at her brevet neice, and drew a chair beside hers. She preferred to talk to new girls as informally as possible, the first time, in order to alleviate their nervousness. “Thank you, Cecil. You may go on to your form room now. If you are late, tell Mrs Entwistle you have been doing ‘sheepdog.’” Cecil flashed her a wide smile, bobbed the most abbreviated of curtsies, and disappeared, leaving Grainne standing awkwardly by the door. 
The Head gave the new girl her most delightful smile, and held her hand out to her. “Come over here, and sit beside me, and stop looking like you’ve been sent for and couldn’t go!”
Grainne only just managed to prevent her jaw from dropping at this very relaxed greeting as she obeyed. Reverend Mother would never have spoken to any of her charges in this casual fashion. 
“Did you sleep well, my dear?”
“Yes, thank you, Miss Annersley.” The new girl’s voice was very quiet. 
“I’m glad to hear it. And I hope Cecil is taking care of you?”
The Head noted the way in which Grainne’s face lit up in response to this, and felt satisfied. “Oh yes! She’s really been awfully kind!”
“Good! Well, before we get down to business, I have a confession to make. Am I correct in thinking that your name is spelt G-R-A-I-N-N-E?” Grainne nodded assent and the Head continued. “I am sorry to have to ask you, my dear, but how do you pronounce it?” Grainne stared speechlessly for a moment at her new Head Mistress, and then, startlingly, laughter rippled out of her, and the Head, after a quick look at her, joined in. Once they had recovered themselves, Grainne felt a little less tense, and she smiled at Miss Annersley.
 	“I’m sorry, Miss Annersley. It’s pronounced as ‘gron-ya’. It’s an old Irish name,” she supplemented, as she had done to Cecil earlier. 
“Thank you. It’s a beautiful name. You must tell me more about it, sometime, and I’m sure Mrs Maynard next door will be thrilled. She’s always on the lookout for new or interesting names for her books.” Grainne felt more at ease now than she had done for a long time. “Is Mrs Maynard Cecil’s mother?” she asked. 
“Oh yes. She’s also the mother of Mrs Entwistle, who’ll be your form mistress, I believe. However, you may know her better as Josephine M. Bettany.”
“The one that wrote Cecil Holds the Fort, and Patrol Leader Nancy? My great aunt gave them to me last Christmas, but Mother Scholastic at the Convent didn’t like us bringing our own stories in. She said we should be satisfied with the library.” 
All the Head said to this was, “Well, you won’t have that problem here. We have all of her books in the library, but they are extremely popular, so you may have to wait a while before you can read them all! And now, let’s get you sorted out so that you can return to your rightful place!” With another smile at her new pupil, the Head put her reading glasses on, and glanced at the papers she had pertaining to Grainne on her lap. 
“After looking at your entrance papers, we think you should be able to manage in Upper Iva- with Cecil and her crew. However, I think you will need extra help with languages- nothing new there; most new girls do! Do you understand how the language system works here?”
“Yes, Miss Annersley. Felicity Maynard explained it to me at-at Fruhstuck.” Grainne glanced up at the Head from under her lashes as she got the unfamiliar word out. That lady smiled at her reassuringly. 
“Well done, Grainne! You haven’t done any German, have you?”
“No. I have done some French, though.”
“That’ll be a help, but all the same, I think it won’t hurt you to go to extra coaching in French and German for this term at least.” The Head smiled again. “By the way, did the girls also explain the slang rules?” Grainne shook her head, and Miss Annersley’s grey eyes danced behind her glasses. “Well, I won’t spoil it for them,” she said with a chuckle. “But ask Cecil about it. I’m sure she’ll be more than glad to oblige!” Grainne smiled politely, feeling a little awkward again, since she had no idea what the joke was. The Head turned serious once more. “Are there any questions you would like to ask?”
“No thanks, Miss Annersley.”
“Very well, then. I’ll see if there is someone outside who can take you over to Upper Iva and introduce you to Mrs Entwistle. You’ll like her,” the Head added confidently. “She was one of our best Head Girls, and now she’s a very popular mistress. She’ll give you a hand if you need it.” The Head rose, and put a hand on Grainne’s shoulder. She had had a sudden feeling that this child might need more than the usual level of care, and she looked at the girl with keen eyes. “And listen, Grainne,” she added, her lovely voice deepening a little, “if you run into difficulties that you feel unable to talk to Cecil or your form mistress about, come to me, and I’ll do my best to help. That’s my job!” 
She then went to the door, and quickly arranged for Daphne Bettany of Inter V to take the new girl to Upper Iva. Grainne found herself dismissed with another smile, and she was once again trailing after an ‘old hand’ through the rabbit warren corridors. 

CHAPTER THREE

 UPPER IVA- AND A RAMBLE!

DAPHNE, a russet haired maiden of fifteen, looked curiously at Grainne. You never knew what new girls would be like, she mused to herself, but this one certainly looked quiet and ordinary enough. She won’t set the world on fire, she thought blithely. She had however noticed one breach of etiquette, and being an ‘old’ girl and thus an expert on the school’s customs, she set to tending her temporary �rotégée’s manners. 
“You didn’t curtsy!” she remarked in accusing tones. 
Grainne’s head lowered, and she blushed as she remembered Cecil’s curtsies earlier. 
“I-I forgot,” she stammered, all her nervousness and tensity flooding back. 
“You always curtsy to the Head,” Daphne proclaimed didactically. “Some people- like the Continentals, f’r’instance, curtsy to all the Staff. But you must curtsy to the Head. It’s polite,” she ended gloomily. 
“ ‘La pudeur et la politesse,’” Grainne muttered under her breath. 
Daphne cocked a brow at her. “Politeness and piety?” she asked with a grin, and the new girl flushed again. 
“I-it was the motto of my old school,” Grainne explained.
Daphne laughed. “It’ud be a good one for here,” she commented. “And listen, kid,” she continued, regardless of the fact that the new girl was plainly less than a year younger than herself, “don’t look so scared all the time. We’re not that bad, honest! And here we are!” As she spoke, she rapped on the door, and a sweet clear voice called for them to enter. 
	All of the girls in the sunny room known to the school at large as ‘Upper Iva’ turned to look at the newcomers with interest. Their form mistress, a slender woman in her mid twenties, smiled. 
“Ah! It’s our new girl, isn’t it?” Grainne nodded, and the mistress nodded at Daphne, who was also her cousin. “Thank you, Daphne. You may go. Tell Miss Ferrars I’m sorry for the delay,” and Daphne vanished, leaving Grainne to face the mistress and the girls. 
Mrs Entwistle crossed the room to stand beside Grainne. “Grainne- isn’t that how you pronounce your name?- we’ve made a space for you here, beside Rosita Maloney. You’re Irish, aren’t you?” and Grainne nodded. 
“There you go. A compatriot for you!” and the mistress gave a low laugh. “Rosita and- let me see- Cecil, I think! You pair may help Grainne get everything she needs from Miss Dene or Miss Kennedy when they return. In the meantime, help her organise herself as far as possible. Now, everyone else!” and she carried on to name the new form officials for that term. Cecil flashed an encouraging smile at the new girl, while Rosita gave her a murmured welcome in Gaelic Irish, much to Grainne’s astonishment. She was not to know that Rosita was a gifted linguist who had implored her mother to send her for holidays in the ‘Gaeltacht’ so that she could learn the ancient language. 
	Meanwhile, as the mistress continued to talk, Grainne set herself to studying her new abode and companions. After a quick survey of the form room and her own desk, she decided she liked it. The room had been painted a pale apple green, which the new girl found very soothing, and she thought that the locker desks provided by the School were an inspiration in the way of schoolgirl storage. She also liked the amount of space each girl had to herself, not realising that this was partly due to the fact that Upper Iva was an unusually small form this year, containing only eighteen girls, including herself. Most forms at the Chalet School had at least twenty two girls, and some had the full complement of twenty five, which the authorities had decreed as being enough. 
	After examining the room and her companions as discreetly as she could, Grainne then turned her attention on her form mistress, and decided almost immediately that she liked what she saw. 
Len Entwistle, nee Maynard, was, as she had always been, an attractive creature. Tall and slender, she carried herself well, and her chestnut hair was swung in a coil around her head in such a manner that it provided a frame for her face. Her features were delicate, and she had a pair of grey eyes that reminded her friends of English wood violets. Always a gifted teacher, a few years of experience had refined her residual talents in that direction, and more than one girl was grateful to her for her clarity of explanation and patience with even the dullest. A notable prefect and Head Girl during her own time at the School, Len was also possessed of a dignity and authority that belied her youth, but which contributed to her effectiveness in the classroom. Personally, she was happier now than she had ever been, and this was plain to all who looked at her. She had a job she loved, a small but beautifully appointed chalet close to St-Cecile near the school, and a husband who adored her and to whom she was devoted. The previous year, Len’s cup had filled to overflowing with the birth of her daughter, a child who had been named Regina Margaret Constance, after her father and her triplet aunts respectively. 
To Grainne, it seemed as if the time between her entrance and the ringing of the bell for Break simply flew, and she breathed a sigh of relief. It seemed as if the day had been never ending so far, and she was starting to feel exhausted from all her new experiences. Therefore, she was only too happy to accompany Cecil, as instructed, to the washroom, which she learnt was known as the ‘Splashery.’ There she was led to a peg and told it was hers, and then encouraged to buck up and freshen up, as Cecil wanted to get outside for her milk and biscuits. Mentally wondering if Cecil ever slowed down enough to relax, Grainne did as she was urged and followed the other girl out to the charming gardens, were she was rapidly supplied with refreshments.
“We always eat out here in summer,” Cecil explained as she disposed of her biscuits. “But we do need to clear up ourselves! Some people growl about it, but I don’t mind myself. ‘Specially at Kaffee und Kuchen.. Not so many people to be curious at the amount you eat!” Cecil drained her glass, and then heaved a sigh of satisfaction as she lay flat on the grass for a moment.
“I hope you’re speaking for yourself, you greedyguts!” a laughing voice was heard to proclaim in response to Cecil’s statement, and Cecil opened one eye to inspect. Marjorie Graves, a fellow Upper Iva member, stood grinning at her, her blue eyes dancing with mischief, and Cecil grunted. 
	Marjorie sat herself down and smiled in a friendly fashion at Grainne. 
“Grainne, isn’t it? Rummy name! Welcome to us! Do you like us? We’re really awfully nice when you get to know us!”
“Little Modesty,” Cecil murmured under her breath, determined to get revenge for Marjorie’s comment of a minute before. “Marge, tell me something, will you?” This was said with such polite interest that Marjorie forgot Grainne and looked at her friend.	“What?” she asked curiously. 
“How d’you expect the poor thing to answer when you keep gabbing on?”
Marjorie gave vent to a smothered howl, and, with due care for prefects, pounced on her friend, while Grainne watched in some surprise. Before Marjorie’s reprisals could be too severe, however, the warning bell for the end of Break rang, and both girls immediately sobered. 
Grainne then found herself so busy for the rest of the day that she had barely time to think. After Mittagessen, as she had learnt lunch was called, the Head announced that as it was such a glorious day, they would have rambles from fourteen hours and did not need to return until seventeen to prepare for Abendessen. The School as a whole went into raptures at this announcement, and Grainne was even more astonished than she had been. This had been unheard of at her previous school, and later on she found time to tackle Rosita on the matter. 
Rosita, who had been at the School from Kinder days, did her best to make her shy countrywoman feel at home. Like Cecil, she had divined that Grainne was acutely nervous, but, putting it down to new girl nerves, she had chattered on with persistence, trying to get some sort of extended response from Grainne, who had retreated back into her shell once separated from Cecil, for whom she was developing a genuine liking. Eventually, Grainne managed to ask a spontaneous question about the ramble, and Rosita congratulated herself on her strategy. 
“We have rambles all the time,” she explained. “You see, they really do care for our health here, and they like us to be outside as much as poss. Look!” and she held the other girl and indicated the view across the valley that had just revealed itself. Grainne drew a long breath. 
“It’s absolutely gorgeous,” she whispered. “Everything here is, so far.” She gazed out at the view again, not noticing the quick look that Rosita had directed at her. “Did you get to read the prospectus?” Rosita asked, knowing that the School’s philosophy on health and education were enshrined therein. 
Grainne came back to earth with a bump, and shook her head. “My mother wouldn’t let me,” she returned quietly, and Rosita’s green eyes widened. She had heard of girls refusing to look at the prospectus, and girls who had never had it to start with. Never had she heard of a girl whose mother had refused to let her read it! “Why on earth?” she gasped. 
Grainne looked troubled. “I don’t know.” She shrugged. “My mother said I was to come here, and that was that, and she didn’t want to hear another sound out of me. She said I’d been enough trouble as it was!” Grainne broke off sharply; she had not meant to say so much. Rosita, after another careful look at her, decided that this was beyond her and to return to the original topic.
“Anyway, the Head and Matey- our Head Matron, you know- like to let us have as much time outdoors as possible when the weather’s like this. In the Christmas term it’ull be different!”
“How so?” asked Grainne. 
“We either get snowed in or rained in. Then we can’t go out at all! So we make up the time at lessons then that we miss now,” Rosita continued, rather incoherently. “Anyhow, we wouldn’t be doing many lessons today as it is. They won’t start properly ‘til Monday.”
“I’m not complaining!” Cecil interjected from behind. This was the first time she had been trusted to ‘sheepdog’ and as a result she was developing a protective feeling towards her lamb. 
	Rosita grinned. “Ah, sure, we’re all knowing what you think of work, Cecil Maynard! But I’m thinking that Grainne here likes her books.”
	Grainne was starting to thaw a little under this friendliness. “I do,” she admitted. “But how did you know?”
	“She’s psychic,” Cecil’s partner Celine told her with a grin. Cecil told both of her friends precisely what she thought of them and their insults, before dragging all three of them away in a hurry to reach the Auberge, which was one of their favourite walks. 
	Their form mistress watched them with a grin. She then turned to the other mistress, a fellow Old Girl who now taught PT, and had done so for some years. “Trust Cecil!” 
Peggy Burnett’s eyes followed her colleague’s, and she also smiled. “That sister of yours is an imp,” she replied amiably, “but I think Rosalie made the right decision in allowing her to sheepdog. She’s never done it before, you know.”
Len’s eyebrows went up. “She hasn’t? How come? She’s well over fourteen! I was sheepdogging from the time I was eleven!” 
Peggy laughed at her ex pupil. “Yes, but you, my dear Len, were born responsible as your mother used to say. Cecil wasn’t!”
Len laughed a little shamefacedly. “Sometimes too responsible,” she murmured. “You should have heard Mary-Lou on the subject!”  
Peggy grinned briefly. “I can imagine! But this is all past history. Cecil, as I said, has remained a heedless schoolgirl for far too long. Unlike the rest of you Maynards, she’s had serious trouble in separating home and school- for example, I’ve heard her refer to you as ‘Len’ to the others, and she’s even addressed the Head in public as ‘Auntie Hilda’! If being landed with this Irish girl teaches her to stop and think a little, it’ll have done wonders. She’s a great girl, and at bottom she’s very kind. Personally, I’ve no doubts that she’ll pull it off. And I must say,” she added, with a thoughtful glance at the new girl, “I think this Gron what’s her name needs a little of Cecil’s particular brand of friendliness. She strikes me as being far too solemn and nervy for her own good!”
	“The name’s ‘Gron-ya.’ But you’re right. I’ve not got much information on her background, myself. Rosalie simply told me that her parents are wealthy and that the kid has been in an Irish convent boarding school since the age of five, if you please! You should have heard what Mamma had to say when I passed that piece of information on!”
	Peggy laughed. “I’m sure she was scathing! Did Rosalie not give you a copy of the application letter?”
	Len nodded. “Actually, she did. It was from her mum- the girl’s I mean! Don’t be daft! It wasn’t particularly enlightening, I have to say. Basically that they were distantly related- very distantly related!- to Clare Kennedy, and that they’d heard of the school via the family grapevine. The lady then went on to explain their financial circumstances and provide the relevant references, but that really was all. Both Rosalie and I had the distinct feeling that something was being held back, but we couldn’t for the life of us think what.”
	Miss Burnett looked at Grainne again, more carefully this time. “Oh, I shouldn’t worry,” she said dismissively. “I think she’s just the usual new girl, and only more anxious than most. It does take some that way, you know. Have you forgotten Odette Mercier?”
	Mrs Entwistle gave a sudden peal of laughter. “No I have not! Poor Odette! What a water spout she was! She did calm down eventually, you know.” Len’s face grew serious again. “I had a letter from her last year- or rather, it was originally addressed to Con, but she said it was for both of us. Odette’s mother finally died last year and she was all alone in the world. We passed the letter onto Mamma, who contacted Tante Simone. I must remember to chase that up, actually. Well, I hope you’re right about Grainne, Peggy, but I think- ”
	Her thoughts were destined to remain unspoken, however, for Miss Burnett had taken it upon herself to ‘scan’ the area for her pupils, and had realised that quite half of them had gone ahead and out of sight. With a sudden squawk that interrupted Len mid sentence, the PT mistress grabbed her friend’s arm and rushed her after them. Once they had rejoined their errant charges, and delivered a mild ticking off, both mistresses agreed easily to Celine’s request that they ‘surprise’ Grainne by ‘revealing’ the Auberge’s ‘secret.’ 
	Inwardly chuckling at the look of mystification on Grainne’s face, Mrs Entwistle gave her colleague a quick wink before relieving that lady of her games whistle. Miss Burnett looked at first startled, but handed it over meekly enough, suppressing her own laughter. Len then beckoned her new pupil to come to her. 
	“Do you know what an initiation ceremony is?” she asked solemnly, but with dancing eyes. Grainne nodded, fascinated. “Well, this is ours. Cecil, would you like to continue?”
	Cecil joined her sister. “Ever since we first came up here, new girls are always astonished by this. It’s your turn now, Grainne! You can reveal the Secret of the Auberge!” This last was spoken with such portentous gravity that Celine and Rosita gasped at their friend, while the mistresses struggled to retain their composure. Len, taking her cue from Cecil, promptly handed the whistle over to Grainne. 
	Grainne stared at it, nonplussed. “W-what do I do with it?” she asked, rather nervously. Her heart was starting to descend to her boots, for to her this ranked of the kind of mean prank to which she had so often fallen victim in the past. Even the suppressed excitement of Cecil and Co. did not reassure her.
	“Blow it,” Mrs Entwistle told her gently.
	Grainne gave her an agonised glance, but obediently did so. She was instantly rewarded by an echo that transferred the shrill blast of the whistle into delicate fairy notes, and her face lit up as relief and pleasure went through her. “I-its beautiful!” she managed to get out at last, her face showing her emotion for all the world to see. Celine, watching closely, gave Cecil a surreptitious jab, and that young lady lifted her voice to sing a few lines from ‘The Holy City.’ All of the Maynards could sing, and she was no exception. Grainne’s face positively glowed, as she listened, and Cecil looked at her thoughtfully. “Can you try yourself?” she suggested, but Grainne flushed red and refused, and Cecil let it go. Inwardly, she resolved that before long she would get this petrified new girl to contribute something to the Echo before long, or her name was not Cecilia Marya Maynard!

CHAPTER FOUR

EARLY DAYS

THE term had just entered its third week. Grainne was finally starting to feel that she knew the Chalet School routine well enough to release her breath and take things more calmly. It had taken all this time to accomplish, for that same routine could seem horrendously complicated to the new and uninitiated! 
First there had been the dormitory routine of bedmaking and cupboard keeping to master- and Grainne was no tidier than most girls of her age. Then there had been the various language rules- both those relating to the French and German days and the ‘slang’ rules of which she had been aquainted by Cecil, Celine, Rosita, and another friend of theirs, one Dorothy Woodward. To their amazement, this particular rule did not faze the new girl as much as they had expected. She had never been in the habit of using a great deal of slang, and was all the more relieved that this was the case when she heard the penalty for using forbidden language in the school. She was however more anxious about German days in particular.
	“What happens if we don’t speak German then?” she asked nervously, being only too aware that her knowledge of that language was basic, to put it kindly. 
	“Fines!” Cecil returned succinctly. 
Grainne looked even more horrified. “But I don’t know any except words like for meals and- and ‘Herr’ and ‘Frau’ and ‘Fraulein’!” she wailed. 
	“They’ll take that into consideration,” Dorothy interjected soothingly. “The first two weeks, anyhow,” she amended gloomily. “After that, if you don’t do it, you’ll get fined same as the rest of us!”
	Grainne looked grimly determined. “In that case, I’ll have to do some serious studying!” she declared.
	“Can’t,” Rosita said laconically. 
	“I can’t? What do you mean?”
	“Rules is rules, my love! Remember I told you on the ramble that they’re nuts on health here? Well, they say that we work hard enough when we are working, so we shouldn’t need to work at other times.”
	Grainne looked even more confused at this involved explanation, and Cecil grinned. “She means that we work hard in lessons and prep time, but we can’t touch our school work during our free time. That make more sense?”
	Grainne agreed morosely that that did indeed make sense, and relapsed into silence as she considered how she was to make any kind of academic prowess on German days, but Cecil and Co., who had decided to adopt her into the ‘Crew’ refused to allow any kind of moping, and she found herself being drawn into their many and various ploys. 
	As it happened, their friendliness made things less difficult for her than they might have been. All four were of long standing in the school, and Cecil at least spoke German as fluently as she did English, while Celine was only too happy to assist the new girl in mastering her own language. Between the two of them, as well as the private coaching arranged by the Head, she soon found that she could at least get by on French and German days, which alleviated that anxiety.
 When the language obstacle was removed, the Staff found her to be a good and conscientious worker in all subjects, although as Miss Wilmot, head of Maths, said, she would never be a mathematician. Her ‘bent’ was decidedly for the Arts and Humanities side of the curriculum, and Miss Yolland, who was responsible for Art and Design throughout the School, reported that her drawing skills were excellent.
As a result of all of this, by the beginning of the third week of the term, Grainne was starting to feel considerably more comfortable with her new life. She still fretted from time to time about the cause of her sudden withdrawal from Holy Family, but as the days went by and she became increasingly integrated within the Crew, she had even less time to devote to this. Consequently, she fell into the habit of brooding on it at night after Lights Out. Not unnaturally, this affected her sleep, and it was not long before the School’s beloved domestic tyrant noticed it. 
She appeared at the doorway of Daffodil one morning before Prayers. 
“Is Grainne O’Malley here?”
The other girls exchanged glances. What had Grainne been doing? 
“I’m here, Matron,” the new girl admitted. Inwardly she was shaking. The Crew had taken an almost malicious pleasure in informing her of the ways and habits of ‘Matey’ as she was affectionately known. 
“Come with me.”
Once they had arrived at San, Matey turned to her latest victim. 
“What’s the matter with you?” she demanded.
Grainne flushed to the roots of her hair. “N-nothing, Matron.”
“That’s nonsense!” Matey said trenchantly. “If you asked me, I’d have said you weren’t sleeping.”
The look on Grainne’s face gave her away. 
“Aha! So I’m right. Why, Grainne?” Matron did not mean to sound accusing, but to the new girl, it sounded as if she was implying that Grainne was deliberately attempting to sabotage the minimum of eight hours sleep a night that was decreed by the School authorities. Therefore, Grainne only muttered something incomprehensible. Matron decided to leave it for the moment. She was new, after all, and sometimes the altitude of the Gornetz Platz did wreak havoc with sleeping patterns.
“Hmph. Well, you may report to me every night for the next week before you go to bed, and I’ll give you a soothing draught. Hopefully once you get into a regular sleeping pattern, that will become unnecessary. Off you go then. And don’t forget to come to me this evening!” and with that Matron dismissed the new girl, who left thankfully. 
“What did Matey want?” Cecil demanded as the two made their way to their form room following Prayers.  
“She wanted to know why I’m not sleeping,” Grainne admitted. 
Cecil looked at her new friend with keen black eyes. “You do look rather all in,” she said after a moment. “I’m not surprised Matey yanked you in for questioning! What’s your problem anyhow?” she added casually, as they entered Upper Iva. 
Even if Grainne had wanted to explain, the current circumstances made it impossible. In some ways she was intensely private, and friendship such as that offered by Cecil and her gang was still a very new thing to her, and she found it difficult to trust. So now, she merely murmured something that Cecil did not catch, and went swiftly to her desk, just as the bell rang. To Grainne’s relief, Mrs Entwistle was prompt that morning, and Cecil had no more opportunity to question her, and indeed, in the process of the morning, forgot all about it, especially since Break brought a new interest. 
Marjorie Graves, the form prefect, had elected to examine the form’s notice board that morning whilst they were queued up waiting to be released into the garden. What she saw drew a squawk from her, but she could say no more until they had reached the garden, and collected their milk and biscuits. 
“What was that in aid of?” Cecil demanded as she made herself comfortable under a tree. It was barely eleven, and the day was already almost unbearably hot. 
“We’re down for an ‘Evening’ the first Saturday back from Half Term,” the older girl told her- Marjorie was far and away the oldest girl in Upper Iva, but a bad illness during the previous year had made it necessary for her to repeat the year instead of going into Inter V. Luckily, she and Cecil had known each other all their lives, so the drop was less upsetting than it might have been, much to the relief of all concerned. Marjorie was more volatile than her placid younger sister Lois, and more than one person had expected fireworks.
“So? That still- let me see- another five weeks ahead. That’s plenty of time!”
“That’s all you know,” Marjorie jeered. “Auntie Hilda visited Mummy last weekend, and she told her that Half Term was to be early this year.”
“Really? Funny she didn’t tell Mamma, then. But then she’s been away so much the Head prob’ly didn’t have the chance. And you know it’s supposed to be ‘Miss Annersley’ in school!” This last was said with such an appearance of virtue that there was some excuse for Marjorie’s wrathful response. 
“Sez you!” she retorted, risking a fine in the process. “You’re not so careful about it yourself, Cecil Maynard, so suppose you leave it alone, and get on with what we were talking about!”
“I still don’t see why you’re fussing,” Cecil protested. “It’s still several weeks ahead. All the time in the world!”
“But I want to do something really good this time,” Marjorie wailed. “Mummy said that Auntie- or the Head, since you’re so fussy!- told her we had an Evening this term and she’d come and see it- Mummy, I mean!”
“What do you think yourself?” Celine asked at this point. Marjorie and Cecil usually got on well, but they were both leaders within the form, and they could and did clash from time to time. 
“I don’t know,” Marjorie replied crossly. “But something different, so no tableaux, or dancing or progressive games, please!”
Fortunately for those of the form sitting nearby, the bell for the end of Break rang, and they had to go, but Marjorie was not to be denied. She approached their form mistress immediately, and begged that that lady might allow them to use the room later that day to discuss it. Mrs Entwistle, with the comment that she was pleased they were starting to think about the Evening in plenty of time- at which Marjorie looked smug, and Cecil conscious- was only too happy to agree, and that evening found them assembled in their form room, ready for discussion. 
Their form prefect opened the meeting by repeating the injunction she had made to Cecil earlier, and this had the understandable effect of limiting the scope considerably. After some arguing, the form eventually settled on a combination of music and tableaux- with a difference, as Cecil said with a chuckle. Upper Iva were a very musical form this year, and they had found to their delight that the resident singing talent was augmented by the new Irish girl, whom ‘Plato’ had pounced on with joy. Grainne herself had been startled when Mr Denny had given her his views on her voice and it’s training requirements. She had sung in choir at her previous school, but Holy Family did not believe in encouraging personal vanity by allowing girls to develop their artistic and dramatic talents, so nothing had been said to her before. Consequently, the still shy Grainne found herself in demand for the Evening, and she protested as vigorously as she could, but to no avail. 
The form, by and large, enjoyed musicals, both in the cinema and at the theatre when they were home. Their plan was to ‘stagger’ the entertainment, first by providing silent tableaux meant to represent scenes from various musicals, which the guests would then have to identify correctly. Secondly, various members of the form would sing, with the others joining in as required, several of the more obscure songs from the musicals, and once again, the audience would have to identify both the title of the song, and the musical from which it had been taken. 
The final part of the planned entertainment was the best, in the view of the form. They were quite prepared to bet that since all blanks in forms *had* to be filled, some of the guesses would be wild in the extreme. They then intended to utilise this by dividing their guests into groups, each with at least one member of Iva to ‘assist’. The groups would then have to use their earlier responses to form the basis of a drabble story. All available phrases, no matter how ridiculous, had to be included, but none could be used more than once. As Upper Iva anticipated a range of responses to this last activity, they also planned to hand out a range of prizes. Once that had been settled, Marjorie gathered the papers on which she had been scribbling their ideas, and rose to her feet.
She beamed at them. “Congrats, mes amies! I think we’ve really done it this time. And the best of it is,” she stopped to smirk, “that they’ll think at first that we’re being really boring and ‘safe’- and then we’ll land them with this!”
The form giggled appreciatively at this. “I wish Mamma could be here for this,” Cecil said longingly when they had regained their collective composure. “She loves the musicals!”
“She’s not coming?” Marjorie sounded dismayed. It was most unusual for Joey Maynard to miss an Evening of this kind. 
Cecil shook her head. “She’s gone back to Paris to do some more research for her latest. Papa was jolly pleased when she said she wanted to go. You know how ill she was last year!”
Cecil’s own coterie looked grave. They did indeed know. “But she’s much better now,” Celine said consolingly. “It’s an awful shame she can’t make it, but just think by not putting pressure on her, we’re contributing to her next book!”
Dorothy grinned. “Mebbe Cecil can convince her to include us in the dedication,” she giggled, as they restored the room to the pristine order that was expected. Cecil laughed, and with her hand tucked chummily in the crook on Grainne’s arm, she led them out of the room and back to the Senior Middle Common Room. 

CHAPTER FIVE

JOEY’S NEWS

IT was some weeks later. Half Term had come and gone; Upper Iva had produced their Evening the previous weekend, and it had been hugely successful. Those members of staff who had watched Grainne O’Malley had observed her participation and drawn their own conclusions, and everyone concerned had turned their attention back to their own affairs, while school life and work continued to eddy by.
On this particular morning, the private line from Freudesheim rang through to Miss Annersley’s desk, and she picked up the receiver.
	“Hilda!” came Joey Maynard’s golden voice down the line. “Are you free now?”
Miss Annersley cast a rueful look at her never ending piles of administration, correspondence and correcting. She was indeed free from teaching this morning, but that did not mean to say she was at her leisure. She repressed a sigh and replied with no measurable hesitation. “I am, indeed! Did you want me for something, Jo?” 
Joey’s voice became uncharacteristically uncertain. “Well, it isn’t urgent. But I do have some news, and was wondering whether you would care to have elevenses with me?”
“Of course I will,” the Head responded heartily. “I’ll just finish off with Va’s literature essays, and then I’ll send to the kitchen for something to eat. I’ll expect you in ten minutes or so!” and with that she rang off. 
Hilda Annersley left her essays to themselves and rose to stand at her favourite spot by the window, her brow wrinkled in thought. In spite of the inconvenience, she found it very difficult to refuse Joey Maynard anything at the moment. No-one could deny that the younger woman had had a difficult time over the past few years. 
First, there had been her accident, shortly before Len’s wedding, from which she had nearly died. Her recovery had been a protracted affair, and it had been the best part of a year before she was back on her feet again. Shortly after, she had announced with joy that she and Jack were expecting their twelfth child, only to miscarry a few weeks later. Jo had been very ill for some days, and her return to health had been hindered further by the fact that Dr Graves, an old friend, had told her in no uncertain terms that she should never again attempt to bear a child, as the injuries she had suffered during the accident had made such an undertaking hazardous in the extreme. Joey had always been very proud of her childbearing ability and of her long family, and this news, combined with the shock and grief caused by the miscarriage itself, plunged her into a depression so deep that she had been unable even to write. 
The birth of her first grandchild, Len’s little girl, had started her back on the road to well being, and the weekend in Paris that Jack had arranged shortly afterwards had given her another shove in the right direction. In addition, the trip to Paris had had a second very welcome effect. The doctor had dragged his wife off to Les Invalides to visit the tomb of her hero, Napoleon, and as Joey had leaned over the railings, she had been seized with the desire to pick up her pen and write about the great Emperor. She had never looked back since, and was now halfway through a fictional biography of the ‘little corporal’ and his ‘incomparable’ Josephine. 
	The study door swung shut and as the Head turned to smile at her friend, her face lit up. Joey was carrying a baby girl with dark red curls and grave grey eyes, at present totally engaged on sucking her toy. 
	“You brought the baby!” Miss Annersley exclaimed. “May I take her?” The baby’s grandmother grinned, and her black eyes danced wickedly. “Certainly you may,” she responded solemnly, as she handed the little girl over. “There you go, Gina-baba! Go to Great Auntie Hilda!” and Joey chuckled to herself at the expression on the Head’s face.
	Hilda Annersley made herself comfortable on the sofa as she sat cuddling the baby. Then she looked up and smiled at Jo, her grey blue eyes scanning Jo’s face, more aware of change on that familiar countenance as a result of her recent thoughts than she might otherwise have been. 
Joey Maynard, once Joey Bettany and the School’s very first pupil, was a tall woman. She had always been slim, although repeated childbearing had inevitably taken some toll of her figure. However, illness had caused her to lose some of the little excess weight that she had gained over the years, and even now she still had slight hollows in her face, although her dark eyes were as bright as they had ever been. If there was a shadow there every then and now, only the most perceptive of her friends and relatives recognised it. Her black hair, which had been cut after the accident, was worn these days in a conventional chignon, rather than the ‘earphone’ arrangement of earlier years, but apart from that, and the fact that she no longer looked more than ten years younger than her actual age, she had changed very little.
“Where’s the coffee?” Joey demanded with a grin, as she carefully removed some of the Head’s papers from the settee before seating herself next to Miss Annersley. 
“I ordered it five minutes ago,” the Head rejoined. “It should be here any moment now- ah! Danke, Miggi,” as the school’s maid arrived with the requested liquid. “So, Jo, what’s your news?”
Joey’s black eyes sparkled. “Have a guess!”
“I hate these guessing games of yours,” Hilda grumbled as she returned baby Gina to her grandmother and then proceeded to dispense the coffee and hand Joey the plate of biscuits. “Can’t you just tell me?”
Joey laughed. “OK then, since you have such a poor imagination, Hilda! This weekend, Jack and I are to be introduced to our second granddaughter!”
The Head beamed. “How delightful! Are you and Jack going to England  for a few days then?”
“Oh no. Con’s very well, she says, and her doctors said that there was absolutely no reason why she and the baby should not travel well, even if the infant is only five weeks old. So they’re flying into Berne on Friday night, and Jack and I will go to fetch them and bring them up here.”
“Where will they be staying?” the Head asked, as she refilled her guest’s coffee cup.
“With us, of course!” Joey retorted with a grin. “Where else would they go? Don’t suggest Len, either. That chalet is so small that although it fits the three of them comfortably enough at the moment, you couldn’t get anyone else in with a shoehorn! Besides, with most of the offspring away now, we have oceans of room, even though we do have Mary-Lou and Stacie Benson living with us from time to time. They do tend to use that flat that Jack converted years ago, so it doesn’t really impact that much on our space.” 
“I see. Well, I’m absolutely thrilled for you all, Joey! Don’t forget to remind Con that we’d like to see the baby too. Do you want me to send for Len and the girls?”
“Len if you like and if she’s free. But not the young fry, although it is kind of you, Hilda. But you know as well as I do that Felicity has exams this summer, and you what Cecil’s like!” and Joey finished with a laugh, for she knew too well how heedless her fifth daughter could be. 
Miss Annersley joined in with her laughter before she sobered. “She is calming down, now, Joey. I think that this sheepdogging business has helped her to steady a little- it’s the first time she’s been trusted with anything like this, so she’s taking it very seriously. I’m pleased with her,” as she spoke, the Head went to the study door, caught Olinda von Gluck as she went past, and sent her scurrying off to the staffroom to see if Mrs Entwistle was free and could come to the study.
“Who’s she sheepdogging?” Joey asked curiously as they waited for her eldest daughter to arrive. Unusually for her, she had had very little contact with the school in the early weeks of the term. First there had been the excitement of Con’s baby, and shortly afterwards she and Jack had flown to England to attend Margot’s Clothing with the Blue Nuns. They had then returned to Paris to allow Jo to continue her Napoleonic research, before finally making their way back to the Platz. In the fortnight since their homecoming, there had been very little time to make the acquaintance of the new girls, and in any case Joey’s old habit of holding a new girls party every term had been allowed to lapse now to a certain extent. 
“Grainne O’Malley- the new girl in Len’s form. Surely Len has mentioned her to you?” 
“I believe she has, now I come to think of it,” Joey owned, “but I don’t think I took as much notice as I should have done. What’s she like, Hilda?”
“What is who like?” asked Len as she entered the study. Olinda had let drop that ‘Auntie Joey’ was there too, so she was not surprised to see her mother. 
“That Irish girl in your form,” Joey returned as Len came to perch on the settee arm closest to her, and make cooing noises at the baby. Little Gina, recognising her mother, began to babble happily to herself, to Len’s amusement. But she turned her attention back to Jo.  
“Which one?” she asked with a grin. “I’d have thought you know well enough what Rosita is like by now, Mamma! After all, she’s only been part of the Crew for three years!”
“Cheeky brat!” retorted Jo without much heat, whilst the Head, who had been pouring Len a cup, laughed. “Never mind Grainne for a moment, Len,” she said firmly. “Your mother has some news to tell you.”
“You do?” Len turned to Joey. “What is it then?”
Joey beamed at her. “How would you like to meet your first niece?”
“My first n-. Mother!” Len jumped to her feet, and turned a shining face to Joey. “You don’t mean to say that Con and Roger are coming here with the baby! They couldn’t do anything as miraculous as that at this early date, surely!”
“Well, that’s where your toes turn in, my love, for that’s precisely what they are doing and-“ But Joey got no further, for Len forgot her dignity and  flung herself first at her mother, and then at the Head, who looked so surprised that Joey broke into laughter, and Len calmed down. Meanwhile the baby, startled at Len’s sudden movement, began to howl. Len cuddled her back into silence, and for the next ten minutes, the three talked baby solidly, until Len remembered what her elders had been discussing when she entered. 
“Why were you asking about Grainne, Mamma?”
“Your Auntie Hilda says that Cecil has been looking after her this term, and had steadied considerably as a result. I just wondered what kind of a paragon this girl was to have such a beneficial effect!”
Len laughed, but she turned a slightly reproachful gaze on her mother. “Now, Mamma, you know that’s not fair. Cecil has been improving a lot lately, and what’s more, I’m sure both Auntie Hilda and I said so on her last term report, didn’t we? As for Grainne, I think she is well on the way to being absorbed into the Crew. I’m very glad of that, I must say.”
Miss Annersley looked up at her. “Why, in particular, Len?”
Len looked thoughtful. “I’m not sure,” she confessed at last. “But you know what she was like at first. She was almost unnaturally quiet, and I always had the feeling that at the slightest bit of teasing, she would curl up and withdraw into her shell completely,” Len finished, managing to mix her metaphors thoroughly in the process. 
“You mean she was touchy?” Joey suggested. 
“Oh no,” responded Len instantly. “I don’t think she’s that kind. What I do think is that she has been bullied badly and for some time. Does that ring true to you, Auntie Hilda?”
The Head regarded her brevet niece medititatively. “You may be right,” she said at last. “That child is certainly not your run of the mill girl. She doesn’t look like the others, for one thing, with that hair of hers! For another, I think she has been allowed to spend too much time reading, and that has only marked her further as being separate. Children can be cruel to those they perceive as different, and I wouldn’t be surprised if she had been subjected to the particularly catty form of nastiness that girls can employ. Then again, she hasn’t had much of a home life, poor child.”
Jo looked interested. “What makes you say that, Hilda? Apart from the fact that the poor kid’s been boarding at a convent school since the age of five, of course!”
“It wasn’t just that,” Hilda Annersley returned slowly. “I haven’t told you this, Len, but her mother let slip in my correspondence with her that Grainne has spent a good number of her school holidays at school. I’ve spoken with her Reverend Mother, you know, and I don’t think that she would be very keen on arranging special activities for her. I gather that Grainne was expected to join in with the routine of convent life as far as possible.”
“That would explain her quietness, and her ability to be physically still for long periods of time,” Len owned. “Maybe we should try that as a cure for some of our own demons!” and she gave a wicked grin that reduced both her auditors to laughter.
“In that case, I think friendship with Cecil would be the best thing for her,” Jo declared once she had recovered herself. “Grainne will probably learn to relax and enjoy life a little, under the influence of the Crew, whilst if we are all lucky, the Crew will now have a member capable of reining in some of their wilder exploits! Well, I suppose I’d better get back to Napoleon and my namesake!” and Joey rose as she spoke. 
“How far have you got, Mamma?” Len asked, leaning over to give her mother a farewell kiss, before dropping another kiss on her little daughter’s head and returning her to Jo. 
“They’ve just got married. He’s gone off somewhere and she’s left lamenting- or not, as the case may be! Some of those letters are eye openers!” With that, Mrs Maynard departed complete with granddaughter, leaving the Head and Len to look at each other.  
“Your mother looks much better now, doesn’t she,” the Head commented as she returned to her desk. Len left the coffee cups to take care of themselves and came to sit down opposite Miss Annersley. She propped her face in her hands and looked gravely at her brevet aunt. “She does, but I sometimes wonder how much of it is put on. Auntie Hilda, do you think it is a good idea for her to see Con’s baby?”
The Head looked startled. “Why shouldn’t it be? She already looks after Gina while you are here. I know your mother was very ill after she lost the baby, but she really is coming round now. She’s practically her old breezy self again! Oh, I don’t doubt that she still thinks of it and worries over it herself in private from time to time, but I can assure you, if you had seen her face when she landed in on me this morning, you would not doubt her enthusiasm for her grandchildren in the least.” Miss Annersley stopped and looked keenly at her languages mistress. Len’s eyes, which always reminded her of English wood violets, had looked worried as the Head had started speaking, but now she looked more like herself. Miss Annersley shook her head at her. 
“Really, Len! I understand that you have been anxious, but your mother is truly recovering now. I wouldn’t say that if I didn’t believe it, as you well know. Stop worrying! In any case, Jo isn’t your responsibility but Reg and the baby are, not to speak of your commitments here. Worry about them, if worry you must!” The Head smiled as she spoke, to take the sting out of her words, and Len, who had blushed fiery red, relaxed again.
“Thanks. I’ll remember- really I will! I suppose I’d better go. You must have loads to do, and I’ve got some French tests from Lower Ivb to mark. I’m not expecting much!” By now, Len had almost reached the door, but before she could turn the handle, Matey entered. 
“Hilda- and Len! How fortunate that you’re both here. Len, I suggest you sit down again. We need to talk.”

CHAPTER SIX 

           A SHOCKING IDEA!

LEN threw the Head an involuntary glance as she silently obeyed. One did not argue with Matey, especially when she was looking like this!
“What’s the matter, Gwynneth?” Miss Annersley asked, startled. 
“I’m not quite sure, but I’m starting to have my suspicions. It might be an idea to call Jack Maynard, Hilda. Or Reg, at a pinch. But preferably none of the other doctors.”
“But- but why?” gasped Len.
“There’s something wrong with that new girl in your form, Len, and I want to know what it is!”
“Grainne? But she seems healthy enough!” Len protested.
“That’s as maybe,” Matey retorted briskly. “Appearances can be deceptive. I’ve had my eye on that child for some time.”
“Any particular reason?” the Head queried. 
“She’s been very tired recently, haven’t you noticed, Len?”
“I have,” Len admitted, “but when I asked her about it she said that she hadn’t always been sleeping well and that you’d spoken to her, so I left it.”
“That was true at the beginning of term, but it’s not true now.”
“It isn’t ? So why does she still look exhausted? She hasn’t got a history of chest trouble or anything, does she?” Len asked, turning to the Head, who was beginning to look disturbed.
“No. Well, not as far as we know. Are you sure she’s sleeping, Gwyn?”
“Positive. I’ve had a watch kept on her, and she sleeps like a top now- well, most of them do. It’s this air! And I’ve had to speak to her about another thing, lately.”
“What’s that, then?” Mentally, Len was wondering what one of the most harmless members of her form had done to warrant this level of attention from the school’s eagle eyed domestic tyrant. 
“She’s been picking at her food in the mornings these past weeks. I had her into the San and she said she’d been feeling a little queasy, so I gave her a tonic and dry bread to settle her stomach. She never seems to have any problems with Abendessen, however. It’s got worse this week, though, as she’s been physically sick in the mornings.”
Len nodded slowly. “I have noticed that she’s been out of school before Break lately,” she said. “But I just assumed that she was having some kind of bilious attack.”
“That’s certainly what it sounds like, Gwyn,” Miss Annersley pointed out. “Do you remember the symptoms Joan Bertram used to have?”
“I do. But I don’t think this is simple biliousness. That’s why I want the girl to see Jack Maynard, just to rule out all the possibilities. We don’t want another case like Joan’s, or like Kathie Ferrar’s appendicitis a few years ago.”
“We certainly don’t,” the Head agreed. “Especially if it is something like that. It must be seen to as soon as possible, if only to reassure us that we’re not letting ourselves in for a repeat of Julie Lucy’s peritonitis!”
Matey’s grim expression relaxed a little, and she laughed. “That attack of Julie’s has almost become a legend- among the Staff, at any rate! But you needn’t worry, Hilda. I’m as sure as I can be that this Grainne child is not suffering from anything of the kind. Well, there’s no sense in talking. I’ll go back over to my own quarters and make that call now. I’m sure Jack will let you know if there’s anything to report. Len, you might like to talk to the girl this morning, if you can. She’s so nervous and jittery that I can hardly get anything out of her!” and with that, Matron departed, whilst Len murmured something to the Head and fled, before her giggles could overcome her. She could well believe that Matron’s brisk air and formidable reputation had terrified the new girl, but she was tickled by Matey’s indignation at her failure to win Grainne’s confidence. 
Later on that day, following her lesson with her form, Mrs Entwistle requested Grainne to stay behind for a moment. Cecil gave her sister a questioning look as she passed, but Mrs Entwistle deliberately ignored her.. Once the big room had been emptied of girls, Len turned to her pupil, who was starting to look frightened. 
“How are you, Grainne?” the mistress began, rather abruptly. 
Grainne stared. “I-I’m very well, thank you, Mrs Entwistle,” she murmured in response, and Len noted that the nervous stammer with which the girl had begun her time at the school had almost completely vanished. So much gained, at least!
“Matron tells me you’ve been having tummy trouble lately. Is there anything you can think of to account for it?”
“No. At least, I don’t think so.”
Len looked at her searchingly. Cecil and Co. were renowned for their wild pranks. “No secret midnight binges, no ghost stories, nothing like that?”
“Oh no,Mrs Entwistle!” Grainne’s voice was so shocked that her form mistress repressed a grin. 
“In that case, there must be a physical explanation. You’re also looking very tired, as well. Are you sure you’re sleeping?”
Grainne was starting to look nervous. Why all this concern about her health? “Oh yes. I fall asleep as soon as my head hits the pillow. I sometimes have trouble getting up though!”
Len laughed. “Yes, well. That’s a common problem for people your age! What about during the day- do you feel energetic or do you get tired?”
“Well, sometimes I do get very very tired,” the girl admitted. “I don’t know why, honestly I don’t! I really don’t know what’s wrong with me. I never used to get these sick spells or this tiredness and its really frustrating, you know?” In her earnestness Grainne forgot the formality with which she usually addressed all members of staff. Len remained silent and let her continue. “Sometimes, I just want to go to bed and sleep and sleep. And other times I feel sick at the idea of food, but I really have to force myself to eat it now, or Matey- oh, I mean, Matron- will give me some castor oil, and that makes me even sicker! Then at other times I really really want something to eat, and sometimes it’s the weirdest things! Cecil always laughs at me.” Grainne ran down at that point, suddenly aware that her form mistress’ face had gone almost rigid. 
Mrs Entwistle realised that the girl was staring at her and she pulled herself together. She managed a weak smile and then said, as briskly as she could, “I’m sure we’ll find out what the problem is soon enough. Matron is going to ask Dr. Maynard or my husband to have a look at you.” Len stopped and frowned to herself. The idea that had come to her with such unwelcome suddenness was lingering unpleasantly. She hesitated for a moment, before continuing. “I think I’ll also ask Dr. Venables to have a look at you as well. She doesn’t practice very often now because of the children, but she’s always willing to lend a hand when asked. What do you think?” Len gave Grainne a look that was almost hard as she posed the question. 
Grainne’s changeable eyes remained as clear as ever, and she met Len’s fully and frankly. “Would you? I’d like that. Thanks for being so kind to me, Mrs Entwistle!”
Len looked at her pupil curiously. “Why shouldn’t I be?” she asked gently, remembering her conversation earlier in the study.
Grainne blushed and looked down. “People aren’t –always- kind,” she stated, rather confusedly, and Len’s eyes softened again. 
“We always try to be, here. It’s very important to us- Staff and pupils. If there’s any one quality we want you girls to develop, it’s the ability to think of other people and to treat them always with kindess, even though they may not seem to deserve it. Now, the bell will be ringing shortly for the beginning of prep, and you should try to get some Kaffee und Kuchen first. You’d better go as I’m sure you don’t want to lose any time.” 
Grainne nodded. “Yes, Mrs Entwistle. And thanks for what you said,” and with that she was gone, leaving Len staring after her with a perplexed expression on her face. 
That evening, Dr. Reg Entwistle realised that his wife was more distracted than usual, and wondered. 
“How was your day, my love?” he queried genially, as they sat together in the swing in their small rose garden, whilst baby Gina slumbered peacefully nearby. 
Len placed her chestnut head on his shoulder and heaved a sigh. “On the whole, it was very fair. The girls behaved well, and Lower Iva actually managed to remember the contents of their last lesson, judging by the tests I marked today!”
Reg grinned. He knew all about Lower Iva, having heard his wife complain about them many times. “Is that the form your Cecil graces?” he asked.
Len threw him up a startled glance. “Well!” she said indignantly. “That shows how much you listen, doesn’t it? Cecil’s in my form!” and Reg began to laugh at her. After a moment, Len’s own indignation began to fade and she relaxed and giggled softly. 
“What are you worrying about, then?” Reg asked bluntly. 
Len sat up and stared at him. “How did you know I was worried?” she demanded. Her husband gave her a provoking grin. 
“My dear Helena,” he drawled, “I’ve known you well for a good many years now. I should be ashamed of myself if I couldn’t work out how you were feeling! Some husband I’d be!”
Len, who hated her stately true name, glared at him, but then gave it up. She laughed a little ruefully. “You’re right,” she admitted, “I am worried. And if I’m right we’ll have a real can of worms at the school, and how we’ll deal with it is more than I can say!”
Reg gave her a startled look. “That sounds serious,” he said gravely. “Have you told Jo? Or is it something I can help with?”
“I don’t really want to worry Mother, especially now that she’s settled down so well to her latest book.” She paused for a moment, and then went on. “Reg, if someone was to come to you- professionally, I mean- and say that she’d been having inexplicable fits of tiredness, queasiness, periodic sickness alternating with occasional cravings for the oddest foods, what would your diagnosis be?” Her husband remained silent and looked at her carefully. Her grey eyes were very anxious, and Reg admitted to himself that now he could see why. 
“Depending on the age of the person, and her circumstances, I’d consider pregnancy a very strong possibility,” he said at last, and Len whitened a little. 
“Yes, that’s what I thought,” she replied, rather faintly. “I-I suppose I thought that I was just being silly and that you’d have a different explanation for it.”
“Do you suspect that one of the girls has gotten herself into trouble?” Reg asked, as delicately as he could. It did not altogether surprise him. They were into the 1960s by now, and although the remoteness of the school and san provided it’s own protection from the outside world, Reg acknowledged to himself that at least some of the girls could potentially move in less innocent circles during their holidays. 
Len looked, if anything, a little puzzled. “Well, yes. I suppose so. But Reg, the strange thing is that it isn’t one of those sophisticated girls who have hectic social lives when they’re at home, and who are knowledgeable about such things, although I admit they do appear to have the sense not to air their knowledge at school! It would not be appreciated. The girl in question really is an absolute innocent- almost too innocent, if there can be such a thing in this day and age!”
“How old is she?”
“She’s in Upper Iva so I imagine she must be near Cecil’s age- fourteen or fifteen.”
“Are you sure that she has no idea herself?” Reg asked, a little sceptically, it must be confessed. 
“Positive. She’s convent bred, and Auntie Hilda told me today that she’d discovered that her parents didn’t even have the kid home from school very often, so her opportunities for mixing really have been limited. As well as that, she’s one of those kids who are obsessive readers- we think because she’s been bullied in the past, and so she’s used books as an escape.”
“Poor kid!” Reg interjected sympathetically.
Len nodded. “I know. She’s had to come out of her shell more now, however. Life at the Chalet School doesn’t really give anyone the luxury of being able to avoid people, which is actually a good thing where this girl is concerned. She seems to have chummed up with the Crew.”
Reg grinned briefly. “Well, that crowd would certainly not allow anyone to go and mope in corners, that’s for sure! But if she’s so innocent, Len, how did she get the opportunity to- you know?” he finished, looking rather flustered.
Len’s eyes darkened again. She had thought of this for herself, and it worried her. “I wish I knew,” she responded. “At least, if she’d been responsible for a good deal of it herself, it’d be easier to deal with. More clearcut, somehow. As it is, I’ve a nasty feeling it will be anything but, and I don’t know what the school will do about it! I suppose the first thing to do will be to get your hypothetical diagnosis confirmed, and then we can decide what to do next.”
Reg gave her a curious glance. “Do you think Hilda will expel her?” he asked abruptly. 
“I honestly don’t know. Depending on the circs, I don’t think she will, if at all possible. She doesn’t like taking such drastic action unless she really feels that the girl in question is completely unrepentant for her actions, or if she thinks that life at school would become too difficult for that girl. But I’m sure I don’t see how we could get round it.”
Reg rose and pulled his wife up. He tilted her chin so that her face looked up to his, and he smiled into her anxious eyes. “Well, there’s nothing more you can do about it now,” he said practically. “The first thing is for you to get hold of Hilda and Gwynneth Lloyd and tell them what you suspect. Then we’ll arrange an examination. When we know the results of that, we’ll be better placed to make further decisions. Agreed?” 
Len heaved a relieved sigh. “Yes. Thanks, Reg! I feel much calmer now!”
“Glad to be of service,” quoth her husband. He then retrieved his daughter, who had slept throughout in blissful ignorance of her parents’ perturbation, and they all three vanished into the chalet for the night.

CHAPTER SEVEN

SOME REVELATIONS

AS soon as the Head had finished making her customary announcements after Prayers the following morning, Len leaned towards Kathie Ferrars, second in command in the Maths department and once Len’s own form mistress. As rapidly as she could, she explained that an emergency had come up and it was important that she speak to the Head as soon as possible. That being so, she wondered if Kathie could keep an eye on Upper Iva whilst she was absent. Kathie Ferrars, who had always been rather fond of the eldest of the Maynard triplets, agreed easily and Len then went on her errand to the Head feeling more anxious about the forthcoming interview than she cared to admit. 
	Miss Annersley, who was in consultation with the senior secretary, one Rosalie Dene, raised her eyebrows as the young mistress entered. Rosalie, an Old Girl herself and a contemporary of Joey Maynard’s, gave Len a grin. 
	“Goodness, but you’re brave!” she commented.
	“What do you mean?” Len asked, rather nervously. 
	“Leaving Upper Iva to their own devices at this hour! I hope they won’t be climbing the walls when you get back!”
	Len gave a forced laugh. “Oh, Kathie’s looking after them, and they won’t play her up! Especially when Mlle is just next door.”
	Rosalie nodded. “OK. Is that everything, Hilda?” and as the Head nodded assent, the secretary grinned at Len again and then vanished into her own quarters. Miss Annersley turned to Len.
	“Well, what can I do for you this morning?” Len dropped her eyes to the floor, and for a moment she reminded the Head of the occasionally naughty Middle she had been not so very many years before. Looking at her more closely, Miss Annersley noted that the girl’s pretty colour had faded a little, and that she looked tired. “Are you unwell, Len?” she asked gently. 
	Len’s head snapped up. “Oh, no Miss Annersley!” she replied formally. Then she gathered her courage in both hands, and faced the Head directly. “I have something to tell you, Auntie Hilda, and it’s not very pleasant.”
	Miss Annersley looked startled. It was safe to say that whatever she had expected, it was not this. “Then suppose you tell me about it, whatever it is.” She spoke briskly, hoping that her business like demeanour would help Len. It did. The younger woman took a deep breath and, as briefly as she could, she explained the conversation she had had with her husband the previous evening, and their conclusions. When she had finished speaking, the Head remained silent, and Len glanced at her rather nervously. “For what it’s worth, I don’t believe that Grainne herself really knows anything about it, Auntie Hilda. She seems to be much too innocent- naïve, even, for that.”
	The Head gave a sigh. “Well, that is something we must certainly discover. But first, I think we need to verify these ideas of yours. They do have a certain validity, especially when endorsed by Reg, but I don’t think I need to tell you that I can’t act until we know for definite one way or the other.”
	Len nodded. “I realise that, myself. I was wondering, since it’s so sensitive, do you think Auntie Daisy might do it- the medical stuff, I mean?”
	For once the Head was too perturbed to notice the poor English. “That’s an excellent idea,” she approved. “I know Daisy doesn’t practice very often now, but she’s always willing to help. Have you spoken to Matron yet? No? Well, I’ll ask her to come up to us now, and then we’ll see if we can get Daisy over at some stage today.”
	Len relaxed as the Head called for Matey over the intercom. “That’d be good. Thanks for taking it so well, Auntie Hilda! Tell Daisy that if she needs someone to watch the kids, I’ll go over myself, if I may. Although I suppose she could always leave them at Freudesheim?”
	The Head looked at Len seriously. “Have you told your mother anything of this, Len?” Len shook her head no, and Miss Annersley continued. “Then I think we’ll keep it that way- for now, at least. We might need Joey later, but given the circumstances I think we should keep this strictly to school for the moment. Matron should be here any moment now, but I have a feeling from what she said yesterday that this will be no real surprise to her.” 
Matey entered at that point, deeply curious about this urgent summons. The Head told her the story and Matron’s face grew grim as she listened. 
“Well, as you say, Hilda, I had a good idea myself yesterday. Having Daisy over is a good idea of yours, Len, and we’ll attend to it immediately. And now, what I want to know is how such a thing could happen!” Matey’s steely grey eyes were flashing dangerously. 
“I’m sure nothing happened here at school,” Hilda Annersley returned somewhat defensively, if anxiously. Matey glanced quickly at her.
“Of course not,” she agreed. “That part of it isn’t your responsibility, Hilda, so don’t worry about it. Apart from anything else, judging from the girl’s symptoms, my guess would be that she is at least six or seven weeks gone- assuming we are right, of course.”
Len intervened at this point. “Yes, that’s what Reg said. That means it must have happened during the Easter holidays- just before she came here!”
Hilda Annersley looked meditative. “I’ve just remembered something.” She pressed a bell on her desk, and Rosalie entered. Her cheerful smile vanished as she saw the three serious people in the study, and her eyes were questioning as she turned to the Head. “Rosalie, we may be about to find ourselves in a difficult situation. Can you remember when Mrs O’Malley phoned to ask if we could take Grainne?”
Rosalie stood and thought. “I think it was just a few days before we came back,” she said eventually. “I remember thinking that the lady had a cool cheek believing that we would take her daughter at the drop of a hat like that, but since we definitely had the vacancy and everything else panned out so well, we could hardly do anything else.”
Miss Annersley looked thoughtful as she remembered. “Everything else did pan out well, as you say, Rosalie. In fact, I’m tempted to wonder about that. The lady was under considerable pressure to sort out the financial arrangements and the requisite references and so on in a very short space of time, and I’m actually rather surprised that she managed it. I suppose that’s what comes of having friends in high places!”
Her listeners looked startled as they took in the implications of this. “Then that means she had some inkling,” Len said definitely. “Think about it. The girl was settled in a school she’d attended for years. Then all of a sudden her mother removes her from it, and sends her to another school, which is comparatively far away and in the middle of nowhere! As you say, she has friends in high places, but that seems to indicate that there was something to hide. Matey’s right. I think the first thing we need to do is find out just what Grainne O’Malley was doing over the Easter break!”
As a result of this discussion, it was decided that Len would accompany Grainne to her appointment with Dr Venables, which was arranged for the following day. In the meantime, the Head would attempt to contact Mrs O’Malley, and glean what information she could from that lady. Accordingly, Grainne was informed that day that on the morrow she would miss German dictation, which was taken by Mrs Entwistle herself, and General Literature, taught by the Head. This had been arranged to inconvenience other staff members as little as possible, and also to avoid the need for repeated explanations at this stage. Upper Iva were simply told that Grainne had an appointment, and no more information was volunteered. Little Mlle de Lachennais, who had a ‘free’ during their dictation, agreed to cover the lesson for Len, so the latter went off to keep her appointment with a mind at ease on her bad form. She knew that the Senior Mistress would not stand for any nonsense! 
Unbeknownst to Grainne, who had fully expected to go to either the School San or the San at the other end of the Platz, Len had asked Daisy Venables- she used her maiden name professionally- if they could go up to her own little room in the Staff corridor. Daisy, who was an easygoing soul, agreed easily, and as a result, the mistress and the new girl met the tall doctor in the entrance hall of the school.
After greetings had been exchanged, and they had started to walk towards the staff quarters, Daisy turned to Grainne with a smile.
“So this is Grainne! I’m pleased to meet you, my child. Did Mrs Entwistle tell you that I was Head Girl here years and years ago?”
Grainne gave a shy smile and nodded, and Daisy continued. “And now my bad eldest girl is at school here too. She doesn’t board, though,” Daisy added thoughtfully. “No point when we live so close. I know the Maynards do,” and Daisy glanced at Len, on her other side, “but Laurie- that’s my husband, Grainne- and I don’t really think it’s necessary. Not until the Easter term, at least, and then it’s usually only for a few weeks! Ah- I think we’ve arrived?” The doctor flashed a wide grin at the young mistress. 
Len smiled at them both and swung her door open. “Indeed! Welcome to my abode!” she laughed. “It might seem strange when I don’t live in school,” she explained as she put her little kettle on. “But last year after Beth Carey left, Matron said that as there were several spare rooms going in this corridor, I might as well have one. Especially when Reg often works at night, and Gina is over at Freudesheim all day, and it’s a nice thing to have in case of emergency. Although as you can see,” she finished with a laugh, “I’ve had it furnished more as a sitting room than a bedroom! What would you like to drink? I’ve got tea- real English tea!- coffee, and chocolate.”
Both of her guests asked for tea, and when Len had attended to their wants and seen to her own, she sat down and they became serious. 
Len leaned forward. “Well, you know why we’re here, Grainne,” she began. “We know you haven’t been feeling too good these last weeks, and, as I think you’ve heard, we place a lot of importance on health at this school. So, why don’t you begin and tell Dr Venables what you told me yesterday? I think it might be better coming from you,” she added with a reassuring smile at the girl, who started. 
With a little coaxing from both Daisy and Len, Grainne eventually managed to give Daisy the information she had provided her form mistress with the previous day. Then, once both of the women were sure than Grainne was really starting to feel more at ease with Daisy, that lady gave an almost imperceptible nod to the younger woman, who rose immediately at this prearranged signal.
“I’ve just remembered something I need to pick up from the office,” Len announced brightly. “You’ll be fine up here with Dr Venables, Grainne, and I won’t be long.” Len favoured her pupil with a smile, and vanished, leaving the doctor alone with the girl. During the fifteen minutes she was absent, Daisy gently probed to the heart of the matter, and asked the girl a few questions. 
Grainne, unused to discussing such personal matters, gave the answers as best she could, before bursting into sobs that shook her whole body, and when Len returned, it was to find Grainne still heaving slightly with sobs in Daisy’s arms. Seeing how things stood, Len boiled her kettle again and prepared a hot, sweet cup of tea, and she then bent over Grainne, who was finally beginning to regain some composure. 
	“Here you are, Grainne,” Mrs Entwistle said as she held the cup to the girl’s lips. “Have a sip of this and you’ll feel better.” She watched closely as Grainne obeyed, and when she saw that the Irish girl was really looking more like herself, she put the cup down. 
“Please Mrs Entwistle, am I going to die?” Grainne asked anxiously. 
“Oh, my dear child, no!” It was Daisy who replied. She took a deep breath, glanced again at her cousin- Daisy was Joey Maynard’s ‘niece by marriage’ and thus an honorary cousin to the Maynards- and went on. “Grainne, all the things you’ve told me about are quite normal. The only thing is that they aren’t usually problems that girls your age have. That’s why we’ve been so concerned.”
Grainne nodded her head and gulped a little. “I see. So when do people normally feel like this?” she asked, sounding very subdued. 
Len took a hand at this point. “Grainne, did anything happen during the holidays?” The question was rather abrupt, and Grainne’s eyes widened as she looked at her form mistress. 
“N-no. I stayed at my Aunt Alanna’s, but she had to go away so my cousin Sinead looked after me the whole time. Then a few days before I was supposed to go back to Holy Family, my mum picked me up and a week later I came here.”
“What kind of girl is Sinead?” Daisy asked gently. 
“She’s grown up. She’s awfully popular in Dublin! She’s always going to big parties and stuff like that.” Grainne was starting to feel more at ease, and somehow the homeliness of this little room helped her. She did not see the glance the women exchanged over her head. 
“Did you go with her to these parties?” Len asked, as gently as Daisy had done. 
Grainne nodded. “Yes. I had to, ‘cos Sinead wouldn’t leave me by myself, and she couldn’t miss the parties. Some of them were really nice, but some of them I can’t remember much about.”
“I see.” Len sat and thought for a moment, but before she could speak again, Grainne looked up at her. 
“Please, why are you asking me this? I thought you said I was normal!” Her frightened eyes moved to Daisy’s face. “So why do you keep asking about my holidays and stuff?”
Daisy realised that this was a question for her to handle. Len was still very young, she thought, and it wasn’t fair to expect her to cope with it when she, Daisy, was present. “Well, we think that something might have happened over the holidays, Grainne,” she began, speaking in a quiet voice that compelled the girl to remain calm and listen. “I wasn’t making things up when I said your feelings and symptoms are normal. They are, but they usually only happen to women who are going to have a baby.” Daisy paused and looked at the girl in front of her. She’s such a child, she thought. “Do you understand?”
Whilst Daisy was speaking, Len had gone to put an arm around Grainne. More and more she was becoming convinced that the girl was the victim in all of this, and she sincerely hoped that the Head had managed to get some sort of explanation from Grainne’s disgrace of a mother. 
Grainne looked dazed. “Having a baby? Is that what you’re saying has happened? It is, isn’t it?” Her eyes went from one to the other, but neither flinched. Grainne hunched herself up in her seat. “Having a baby,” she repeated, very quietly this time, and Daisy and Len exchanged a worried look. “It’s all my fault,” Grainne continued in that same quiet voice. “That’s why she didn’t want me. That’s why she sent me here. I’m bad and wicked and she couldn’t have me at home. Oh!” A thought came to her, and she raised a panic stricken face to her form mistress. “I’m going to Hell! No-one will ever forgive me for this!” and with memories of comments made during her time at Holy Family ringing in her ears, she collapsed once more into a frenzy of quiet sobs. For a time, Len and Daisy tried to soothe her, but it was no use, and eventually Daisy looked at Len. 
“You’d better get the Head,” she said briefly. “And Matey. Tell her to bring that soothing concoction of hers,” she added as the younger woman dashed off. Before long, Len had returned with the Head, who immediately went to take Grainne from Daisy. Held tightly in Miss Annersley’s arms, with the Head’s beautiful voice sounding quietly and soothingly in her ears, Grainne’s sobs began to abate a little, but she was still far from calm when Matron entered.
That lady took in the situation with a glance. She guessed instantly that their earlier surmises about Grainne had been correct, and that the girl had reacted badly to the news. Well, that was hardly surprising, but in the meantime if something wasn’t done, the child would cry herself sick and that would do no-one any good. Matey took a proffered glass from Len, who had known what the little lady would wish to do, and then went to bend over Grainne, who was still shaking from time to time, her head against Miss Annersley’s shoulder. That lady had provided her with a clean hanky, since her own had given out, but now that too was exhausted. 
Grainne looked up at Matron out of dulled eyes, but she did not attempt to alter her position. For once in her life, she was starting to feel that maybe here, in spite of this, she would meet with real kindness and the unaccustomed idea was giving her a faint sense of security. In addition to that, she was too tired with her outburst to even want to move.
Matey’s voice was unusually gentle as she spoke to the girl. “Grainne, I know you’ve had a terrible shock, child, and you must be feeling exhausted. Why don’t you take this draught, and then we’ll put you to bed up here for a while. You’ve got blankets, haven’t you, Len? Well then. You’ll be nice and comfortable up here, and either Mrs Entwistle, Miss Annersley or myself will run up and check on you from time to time. When you’re feeling a little rested, then we’ll talk about what to do next. How does that sound?”
Grainne nodded her head slowly. The idea of sleep was starting to feel very tempting. The Head then added, “And if you still feel that you don’t want to see the others later on, we’ll move you into the spare room in my suite, and keep you separate for a night or two. Mrs Entwistle will tell your form that you’ve had bad news and are upset, and they won’t think anymore about it.” 
Miss Annersley took the girl’s face in her hands, and looked at her gravely. Grainne nodded again, and the Head felt satisfied. She took the glass from Matey, and held it to Grainne’s lips whilst she drank it. Then she stood up briskly. “Come, child. Mrs Entwistle has finished arranging a blanket and pillows for you, so lie down.” When the exhausted girl had obeyed, the Head kissed her on the forehead, nodded at the other three women, and departed. 
Matey, with a gentle hand on Grainne’s head and a brisk injunction to sleep well, did likewise, and the now sleepy Grainne found herself alone once more with Dr Venables and Len. 
Daisy tucked the blankets around Grainne with the same tenderness she showed her own children, and Len followed the Head’s example and kissed the girl on the cheek. “Don’t worry,” she said gently. “We’ll all look after you,” and with that, the two younger women left the room themselves, leaving behind them a Grainne who felt considerably comforted by the kindess and consideration she had been shown. 

CHAPTER EIGHT

MORE REVELATIONS

TO go back a few hours, Miss Annersley had made repeated attempts to get Mrs O’Malley on the phone. Finally, on her fourth try, she succeeded, and as she heard the English accented Irish voice travel down the line, she had to repress a feeling of irritation. 
	“Good morning, Mrs O’Malley,” the Head began pleasantly. “This is Hilda Annersley calling from the Chalet School.” Before the Head could continue, Elizabeth O’Malley interrupted. 
	“What’s Grainne done now?” 
	The Head thought for a moment. They did not know what was wrong with the Irish girl; at the present time it was only a suspicion, and she was too experienced at dealing with parents to make an unsubstantiated allegation. She decided to tell some, but not all, of the story, and to gain what additional information she could. “She’s done nothing, Mrs O’Malley,” Miss Annersley replied quietly. “Your daughter is an exemplary student, and we are more than happy to have her in the School. However, she has been unwell of late, and all we have been able to gather is that she had some sort of upset over the Easter break.”
	There was a pause at the other end of the line, and the Head waited, not without some cynicism, to see what the other woman would say next. 
	“Ah, well, you- you see, we had to take her away from the Convent,” Mrs O’Malley managed at last. 
	“So you said before. I did not press you on this matter when we last discussed it, but given your daughter’s present state, I think I’m entitled to ask why you felt this was necessary. I understand that Grainne had attended Holy Family Convent from a very early age.”
	There was another pause. “We were asked to take her away,” the Irish woman responded, rather sulkily. 
	“May I ask why?” the Head asked quietly, keeping a firm hold on her temper. 
	Elizabeth O’Malley pulled herself together. “I’m not sure you have any right to ask these questions, Miss Annersley,” she said haughtily. “It was my decision to remove my daughter from her previous school and send her to your establishment. It is not your place to question why!”
	When the Head spoke again, her voice had a note that all evil doers knew. “To the contrary, Mrs O’Malley, I have a perfect right. This is a boarding school. When you chose to send your daughter to us, you put her in my care. She is a very unhappy and unwell girl at the moment, and I have a responsibility to find out why. You gave me that responsibility, Mrs O’Malley. Now, kindly answer my question!” 
	Elizabeth O’Malley was a beautiful and intelligent woman, but she had always been badly spoiled. She was no match for the Head when the latter was in this mood. “Reverend Mother heard- things,” she said at last, so unevenly that had the matter been less serious, Hilda Annersley would have smiled. As it was, she remained grave. 
	“What was that?”
	“That she’d –Grainne, I mean- been going to all night parties meant for much older folk, and going home considerably the worse for wear. The scandal!” Mrs O’Malley’s voice began to rise as she thought of all the talk that had erupted throughout Dublin over that affair. Even now, it was only just beginning to die down, and Elizabeth resented the impact it had had on her own social life. 
	“Where were you at this time, Mrs O’Malley?” Miss Annersley demanded, with point. 
	“I was in London, visiting my cousins there,” Elizabeth retorted, the haughtiness back in her voice.
	“And Grainne?” That dangerous quietness had returned to the Head’s voice, and Elizabeth O’Malley shivered in spite of herself. 
	“I left her with my sister, the Countess of Desmond,” Elizabeth returned, rather uncertainly. “I wasn’t to know that Alanna had decided to go to the south of France for a week! She never said a word to me about it,” Elizabeth finished loudly and defensively. 
	The Head said precisely nothing, and the silence drove Mrs O’Malley on. “It was all Sinead’s fault. That’s Alanna’s oldest girl,” Elizabeth added helpfully. “She’s twenty. When I heard Grainne was left with just her, I wasn’t too worried. I thought she’d have enough sense not to get my daughter mixed up in her own tawdry life. Evidently not!” That last was said with considerable bitterness, and it roused the Head from her own astonishment. 
	“What do you mean by ‘tawdry’?” she asked eventually.
	“Sinead is a nice girl, Miss Annersley. But some of her friends aren’t, and sometimes they get themselves- and her, I’m sorry to say!- mixed up in the most unsavoury activities. Drugs. All night parties. Apparently, no-one can remember what happened after them!” Elizabeth sounded as if she positively relished passing on this piece of scandal about her niece, and the Head felt disgusted. 
	“Yet, in spite of this, you still left an innocent, impressionable fourteen year old child with her. I see. Thank you for your help, Mrs O’Malley.” For the life of her, Hilda Annersley could not prevent her voice from turning icy cold as she spoke to the other woman.  
	Elizabeth took fright. “She’s not very ill, is she?” she asked nervously. 
	That’s the first time you’ve even asked, the Head thought to herself. “No,” she said aloud. “Not very. But what will we do if we need to contact you again? Would you be able to visit the Platz if it became necessary?”
	“That will not be possible, I’m afraid,” Elizabeth returned flatly. “I’m going on a six month world cruise next week. It was just arranged yesterday. If the school needs to contact me, they may do so through my bank, but I will be unable to visit at any time during the cruise. Thank you for ringing, Miss Annersley. Say hello to Grainne for me. Good bye!” With that, Mrs O’Malley hung up, leaving the Head on the other side to do likewise, feeling a profound sympathy for the new girl as she did so. What an irresponsible mother the woman was! Hilda Annersley had known many irresponsible parents in her long teaching career, but Mrs O’Malley, she thought, unconsciously borrowing one of Joey Maynard’s expressions, really took the biscuit for sheer heartlessness!
	Miss Annersley had barely managed to concentrate on her letters when Len Entwistle, forgetful of ceremony, burst in.
	“We were right- Grainne’s awfully upset- can you come?” she panted. 
	The Head did not even reply. She phoned for Matron, and then rejoined the more composed Len at the door. “What happened?” she asked briefly as they made their way towards the staff quarters.
	Len’s reply was equally brief, but informative, and the Head nodded to herself as she heard that Grainne’s version dovetailed neatly with her mother’s. 
	“Did you get hold of Mrs O’Malley?” Len wanted to know.
	“I did. I’ll tell you about it later. But whatever we decide, we have to deal with it ourselves.”
	Len stopped dead in the middle of the staircase and stared blankly at her Head Mistress. “We have to deal with it? But why? How can we? This is a school, n-not a reformatory!” Len was, quite frankly, shocked. She had wondered how the Head would act, but she had never doubted that ultimately, Grainne’s difficulties were her mother’s responsibility, and the Head’s bombshell had knocked her for six, so to speak. 
	“I’ll tell you later, Len. In the meantime, stop talking and let us get to that poor child!” There was a note in Miss Annersley’s voice that brought a flush to Len’s cheek, and at the same time informed that young woman that the Head would say no more about it for the moment. 
	Then they had reached the distraught Grainne, and both were fully occupied with trying to calm the girl. It was with deep relief that both the Head and Len saw Matey enter and deal with the situation in her own inimitable way, and so it was not until some time later that a select group of the Head, Len, Daisy, and Matron foregathered in the study to hear what Miss Annersley had to say. 
	In the event, she had very little to tell them that they did not already know. The only real surprise was Elizabeth O’Malley’s reaction, and the comments let loose should have made that lady’s ears burn fiercely. 
	“That woman’s not fit to take care of a cat,” Daisy flared when the Head had finished. “I’m sure that kind of thing is against the law!”
	“Not as such. Lady Sinead is over eighteen, and therefore an adult,” Miss Annersley reminded the fuming doctor. 
	“Didn’t she even seem worried?” Len demanded, almost unable to believe her ears. 
	“Unfortunately not. All she could say was to hope that Grainne was not very ill, and to pass on her regards.”
	Len muttered something under her breath that the Head wisely ignored. 
	“You people, I know you’re angry and I don’t blame you. I wasn’t too impressed myself. But can I remind you, Mrs O’Malley does not yet know precisely what is wrong with her daughter- only that she is unwell and unhappy.”
	Matron looked cynical. “Hilda, do you really expect her reaction to be any different when she knows the full story? This woman really does seem almost unbelievably selfish!”
	“Well, I can only try,” the Head returned firmly. “She gave me her bank details, so I will write to her in care of them, and ask them to forward it urgently. She may surprise us all and abandon her cruise. She’s the girl’s mother, after all!”
	Matey gave a sceptical “H’mph!” and got to her feet. “All the same, Hilda, if I were you, I’d start thinking about solutions. If I were a betting woman, I’d put money on saying that there is no way on this world or the next that Elizabeth O’Malley will disrupt her own precious plans for her daughter!” and with this piece of advice, she disappeared. 
	Daisy and Len also rose reluctantly to their feet. Daisy had to get back to her younger children, and Len wanted to use the unexpected free time to do some lesson planning. As a result, the Head found herself once more alone, and she abandoned her paperwork to go and sit by the window and ponder the school’s latest problem.
	“As Len says, this certainly isn’t going to be straightforward,” she mused. “If Grainne had been fully responsible for what has happened, I should have had no choice but to expel her, under the circumstances, though I shouldn’t have liked doing it. As it is, she’s very much a victim, and given her state of mind generally, expulsion would not in any way shape or form improve matters. At the same time, how can I keep her with the others? It doesn’t matter so much at the moment, but in September it will be too obvious to ignore, and I also need to consider what the other girls and their parents would think! Never to speak of the moral questions raised by the whole issue! Oh, what *am* I going to do?” But no answers were forthcoming, and the anxious Head had to try to put the whole matter from her mind and go back to preparing her lecture for Via that afternoon. 
	Meanwhile, the more observant members of Upper Iva had noted the absence of the Head and Mrs Entwistle as well as Grainne, and drawn their own conclusions. Most of them had then not given it a second thought- all the more so as they knew they were unlikely to discover a solution- but this was not the case with Cecil Maynard. She was aware that something was not right with Grainne. She had always known this, but that had not prevented her from wanting to do her job well as a sheepdog, and then she had grown to like her ‘lamb’ and they were becoming good friends. Cecil found that the Irish girl had a thoughtfulness that appealed to her in her own serious moods, and since she could be mature for her age when she liked, she found Grainne a respite from the raillery and tomfoolery that was common coin in Upper Iva. 
	She bided her time, and when she got her sister alone before Kaffee und Kuchen, she went straight to the point.
	“Where’s Grainne?”
	Len looked cautiously at her younger sister. She knew she had to be careful what she said. Cecil could be very quick when she liked. “She’s had bad news,” she temporised eventually.
	Cecil looked concerned. “Is-is it her family?” she asked anxiously. Grainne had not said much about her home circumstances, and Cecil, who talked unceasingly about her own home and family, had noticed this.
	Len looked grave, and glancing around her to make sure they were quite alone, she made a quick decision. She pulled her young sister into a nearby room that she knew would be empty as this hour, and leant against the desk. Cecil perched on a corner, and looked curiously at Len.
	“What’s the matter?”
	“Look, Cecil, I can’t tell you,” Len said frankly. “I know it sounds mean. I’m your sister and Grainne’s your friend, and I won’t tell you what the matter is. But honestly, I can’t! It’s not my decision.”
	“Is it Auntie Hilda’s then?” Cecil questioned shrewdly. 
	Len faced her squarely. “I suppose so. And Grainne’s. But really, I can’t tell you any more. Don’t push it either,” she warned, as she saw a speculative glint in Cecil’s black eyes. “And don’t tell Mamma. There’s no need to worry her.”
	Cecil dropped her eyes. “There’d be no point in telling her anyhow,” she muttered. “Mamma- Mamma doesn’t seem to care very much now, what happens!”
	Len looked shocked. “Do you mean that generally, or you in particular?” she demanded.
	Cecil shuffled her feet. “Generally. No. I-I guess both,” and she looked up at Len. 
	“Oh, Cecil.” Len looked helplessly at her, and turned things in her mind. She supposed that in many ways Cecil’s feelings were natural. Joey had always had so many demands on her that sometimes she had neglected her children- especially Cecil, who was a ‘singleton.’ The only other ‘singletons’ in the family were the boys, Stephen, Charles and Mike, all of whom were several years older than she, and who saw her as a nuisance of a kid sister, after the fashion of boys. Felix and Felicity, the two above Cecil were, like Phil and Geoff, who came after Cecil, twins. That had left Cecil rather isolated within the family, especially since most of her early childhood had been taken up with Phil’s bad illness. Len remembered that even when Geoff and Phil had been small babies, and the triplets themselves had been off school, Cecil had sorrowfully told her mother that she was always leaving her. Joey had brushed it off by saying it was only because it was holiday time and the elder people needed her, but looking back now, Len wondered if that comment by the young Cecil had been largely representative of her feelings in general, and now found herself unable to say anything. Deciding that that school didn’t matter, she pulled Cecil into her arms, and gave her a tight hug. 
	Cecil clung to her. Sometimes she felt that her eldest sister, whom she saw on an almost daily basis, was more her mother than Joey. Len dropped a kiss on her head, and then began to speak. “Listen, pet. I know Mamma is always busy, and she was very ill last year- but you know that, don’t you?” Cecil’s black head nodded against her. “Well, Mamma wasn’t just sick in her body, She wasn’t very well in her mind either- do you understand? She wanted the baby, and then she lost it, and Uncle Phil told her not to have any more. And that made her very, very unhappy. And when she was that unhappy, she didn’t really want to talk to anyone- not us, not Papa, not even Auntie Madge or Auntie Hilda. She’s much better now but she’s still not completely right. I think,” Len added thoughtfully, “she likes writing this Napoleon thing because it gives her something else to think about. But you mustn’t ever, ever think that she doesn’t care about what you do, or that she doesn’t love you. She’s your mother and she loves you very very much! OK?”
	Cecil stepped back from her. “OK. Will she have more time for me later?” she asked wistfully. 
	“Of course she will,” Len responded heartily, mentally deciding to have a talk with her father, and possibly her mother as well. Whoever would have thought that insouciant, heedless Cecil had been feeling like this? 
	Cecil looked somewhat reassured, and returned to the original topic. “Well, if Grainne’s not ill, can I go and see her?”
	Len shook her head regretfully. “I don’t think so. She’s probably sleeping now and you wouldn’t want to disturb her, would you?”
	“No,” Cecil agreed. “But can I send a message?”
	“’Course you can,” Len said easily. “I’ll tell her you hope she’s ok and you’re looking forward to seeing her again. Will that do?”
	Cecil nodded her head vigorously. “Smashing!” she said, giving her sister a watery grin. 
	Len laughed. “Don’t push it, my child! You’d better run along, hadn’t you?” but before she pushed Cecil out the door, she gave her another quick hug, and Cecil smiled up at her.
	“Thanks, Len. You- you’re the most miraculous sister, do you know that?” and, bright red from this piece of effusiveness, she vanished, leaving Len looking after her in a bemused fashion. 
	“Poor kid!” she thought as she made her way back to the staffroom. “I must get hold of Papa and tell him about this. He’ll probably be as shocked as I was. But I suppose we three had each other. Not Margot so much, though. But Con had her writing and I had my work, and I suppose there was always Auntie Hilda in the background, so we didn’t feel it so much. Then of course the boys were away, and all the other kids are twins. At least young Cecil has her Crew. But that’s not the same as family. I wonder if Auntie Hilda would let me take her home with me this Friday for a few hours? She loves Gina, and Reg enjoys teasing her.“ Resolving to speak to the Head as soon as she could to ask permission, she then pushed Cecil and her affairs from her mind and concentrated on her own work. 


CHAPTER NINE

GRAINNE DOES SOME THINKING

MEANWHILE, back in Len’s room, Grainne had wakened and was lying staring blankly at the ceiling of the pretty room. It still had not sunk in. All she could think was that she was so tired and she wanted to sleep and sleep and maybe this horrible day would only be a dream. She turned on the bed towards the wall, and curled up into an embryonic position, cuddling the blanket as close to her as she could. 
	She was just drifting off to sleep again when the door opened softly, and Grainne turned to see Matron standing there, with grave kindness on her face. She crossed the room to look down at the girl.
	“How are you feeling now?”
	“Tired,” Grainne admitted. 
“I’m sure! You’ve had quite a day. And now, you’ve not eaten anything for hours. I’m going to send to the kitchen for something for you, and then when you’ve eaten that, I’ll get you some spare clothes, and we’ll put you in the spare room in Miss Annersley’s suite.”
“Do I have to eat?” Grainne asked. “I really don’t want anything.”
“Even so,” Matron returned firmly. “You’re completely empty inside at the moment, and that won’t help matters! If you really aren’t hungry, I’ll ask Karen to send up some soup and fruit. Do you think you could manage that?”
Grainne looked down. “I’ll try.”
“Good girl! I’ll make that order now, and be back with you shortly,” and with a cheery nod at Grainne, she left the room.
Grainne lay back again. While she was quite happy, in her exhausted state, to be kept away from the others at this point, part of her wondered why she couldn’t join the other girls. She wasn’t ill, after all! Maybe they were ashamed of her too, she thought. Maybe they don’t want the other girls to have anything to do with someone who’s as wicked as me. 
What would she do? She was under no illusions about her mother, and had indeed been at boarding schools for so long that she barely thought of her parent’s large house near Drogheda as being ‘home.’ Maybe the school would throw her out, and what would she do then? Reverend Mother would have. Grainne knew with complete certainty that if this had happened at Holy Family, she would have been out within the hour of the initial discovery. At least the people at the Chalet were giving her some time!
At this point in her thoughts, Matron reappeared with the tray. She helped Grainne to sit up, and Grainne thanked her in a toneless voice that made Matey glance at her worriedly. But she knew well enough what her reputation was among the girls, and did not expect the Irish girl to confide in her. Nevertheless, just to prove that her bark really was worse than her bite, she left the girl with a quick pat on the shoulder. Grainne glanced at her as she departed, but she was too busy trying to force herself to eat the food to do any more. Eventually, she managed to finish the soup and drink the rich milk provided, but the fruit made her retch, so she pushed the tray away again, and went back to sleep. 
	A couple of hours later, she was woken from a dreamless sleep by a gentle hand on her shoulder, and she turned to see Miss Annersley.
	Grainne blushed red, and immediately started to rise, but the Head prevented her by shaking her head, and seating herself next to the girl on the bed.
	“How do you feel now, my dear?” she asked conversationally. 
	“A bit better,” Grainne mumbled, sure that that was what Miss Annersley wanted to hear. The Head looked at her keenly, and put her hand under the girl’s chin to force her to look straight at her. 
	“Is that quite true?” she asked quietly. 
	Grainne glanced up and met the Head’s grey eyes. She gave a funny little gasp. “I-I feel awful,” she admitted shakily. “This all feels like a bad dream. It can’t be happening! I just want to sleep,” she repeated. 
	Miss Annersley gave a nod. She had spoken to Matey, and was not altogether surprised by this. She rose, and pulled the girl up with her. 
	“And now, you’re coming with me,” she announced decidedly. “Matron has left some things for you in my Annexe, so you’re going to be my company for the night!” She stopped and gave a soft laugh, and Grainne’s eyes widened as she looked at her. 
	“You mean, I’m not being kept from the others because I’m a bad influence?” she asked anxiously. 
	“Oh, my dear girl! Not at all. We simply think that, as you’ve had a hard day and have a lot to think about, you might be better away from the others. Matron and Nurse have several bad colds in San, so we don’t want to put you there and risk you getting ill as well! Besides, you’ll like my spare room,” the Head added confidently, as she steered the girl down the corridor. “We redecorated it over the Easter holidays to freshen it up. It’s cream and lavender, and very nice, if I do say so myself! There’s a little bookcase filled with all of Mrs Maynard’s books if you want something to read, and I’ve put a lavender filled pillow on the bed to help you sleep. How does that sound?”
	By this time, they had reached the Annexe, and Miss Annersley had turned a doorknob as she spoke. The door swung open to reveal a room furnished as charmingly as she had described, and Grainne gave a little gasp of delight, forgetting her problems for an instant. 
	“It- it’s lovely!” she exclaimed. “Why, it feels like a home,” she added, rather shyly, and the Head’s eyes softened as she looked at her. 
	“It is a home- it’s my home! I’m glad you like it, my dear. Now, I’m going to make us some tea and then you can go to bed. You can read for a while if you like- I don’t mind. But remember, child, you’re not alone. I’m here and you can call for me any time you want me. And another thing,” and the Head’s voice deepened a little, while Grainne listened intently. “Don’t forget to ask for God’s help too. Now I’m going to boil the kettle!” and she left on the word, leaving Grainne to sit down on the edge of the little bed and think on her last words. 
	Miss Annersley was not long in making the tea, and she returned with a small tray holding two steaming cups and a plate of lemon biscuits that had been sent over from Freudesheim that morning. She handed Grainne her cup before sitting down herself, and kept a light conversation going whilst they drank their tea, even making Grainne laugh as she recounted some of the funnier legends the school had accrued over the years. As they finished their tea, the Head noted that Grainne’s eyes were looking very heavy, and she was rather white. Consequently, she encouraged the girl to get ready for bed and to go straight to sleep. Once Grainne was safely in bed, the Head tucked her up and turned the light off as she left the room, reminding Grainne to call for her if she was wanted. All the same, as Miss Annersley headed towards her own room, she felt satisfied with her handling of the girl, and as she sank down in an armchair to read before retiring herself, she hoped that they would all have a quiet night. 
	Her hope was belied. Grainne slept soundly for several hours, but then the dreams started, and she roused the Head by crying in her sleep. Miss Annersley found that there was nothing she could do beyond holding Grainne until she calmed down again, so she left her once more after checking that she was warm enough. Grainne then found herself unable to get back to sleep. She had been having truly horrible dreams, and had no desire to risk a recurrence of them. In addition, she was starting to feel that she’d done enough sleeping for the moment, and it was time to start thinking seriously about the position she was now in,
	She waited quietly for some fifteen minutes or so before moving. She had been surprised by how quickly the Head had come to her, and she had no wish to rouse that lady once again, after all her kindness. As noiselessly as she could, Grainne then left her bed and went to sit at the broad windowseat and look out on the moonlit rose garden. 
	Resting on head on her knees, Grainne thought back over the events of the past few weeks. Suddenly a lot of things had become clear. Something must have happened at one of those parties with Sinead, and her mother had come to hear of it. Grainne repressed a shiver. It had probably been worse than that, she admitted to herself. 
Her mother would not have removed her from Holy Family unless it was absolutely necessary. Elizabeth O’Malley was had been very proud of the fact that Grainne was the fifth generation in her family to attend the prestigious convent school, and it would have taken more than a few whispers to make her take so drastic a step as to remove Grainne, and then send her to another continent altogether. Grainne was not stupid, in spite of her naïveté.. She saw that Reverend Mother, who had a positive horror of scandal or gossip in all its forms, would have perhaps heard something about those parties, and that would have been enough to induce her to refuse to allow Grainne to return the succeeding term. Her mother, as Grainne saw now, would have been highly embarrassed. Thus her own arrival at the Chalet School, which was prestigious enough as an educational establishment to placate Elizabeth’s snobbish friends, and yet so conveniently far away.  
A fierce resentment welled up in the Irish girl. She could see why Elizabeth had acted as she had, but at the same time, it had been cruel and thoughtless to send Grainne away without so much as an explanation- or even a demand for an elucidation of what had happened with Sinead. Which brought Grainne straight back to where she had started. Her memories of those parties were hazy in the extreme, and she could not think of how they could have resulted in her present situation. 
This was further complicated by the fact that while Grainne had as good an understanding of the purely scientific aspect of procreation as most girls of her age, she was not totally clear about the actual process itself as applied to humans. All she did know was that married women had to endure what the nuns had described as a ‘cross’ that somehow resulted in children, but, she puzzled now, she was not married nor likely to be, at her age! 
She had got this far in her thoughts when a sudden cold wave of fear washed over her. She remembered that even in Catholic Ireland, there were some girls who had babies, even when they weren’t married. Grainne, given her sheltered background, did not know very much about what actually happened to them, but she had heard enough about the Magdalen Asylums to assume that it was highly unpleasant. They were being punished for doing something that made them shameful and dirty in the eyes of society- something Grainne herself must also have done. As she sat, rocking slightly, she made a decision. She must find out exactly what had happened in those parties, and precisely how babies were made. 



CHAPTER TEN

CECIL TAKES A HAND

ON returning to bed, Grainne had fallen so deeply asleep that not even the rising bell at 07.00 hours could wake her the following morning. The Head had decided to let her sleep for longer, and so it was not until the end of Fruhstuck that she leaned over to speak to the junior secretary, Miss Kennedy, to ask her to rouse Grainne and discover whether the girl felt well enough to come into school that morning. Privately, both Matron and Miss Annersley doubted it, but given the circumstances they preferred to give Grainne the choice. 
	To everyone’s surprise, Grainne decided to come into school. Claire passed this information on, and exchanging a startled glance with the Head, Matey prompty left the table to go to her. 
	Grainne, fully dressed and attempting to brush her unruly hair into some semblance of smoothness, felt her heart sink when the school’s domestic tyrant entered. She wanted to go into school, but did not want to have to answer questions from that lady, whom she felt to be too sharp. 
	Matey eyed the girl carefully. Grainne’s face still looked strained, but the shocked white look of the previous evening had largely been dispelled. 
	“How are you feeling this morning?” she demanded without ceremony.
	Grainne met her eyes frankly. “Better than yesterday. Can I go into lessons this morning, Matron?”
	“’May I,’”  Matey automatically corrected. All of the staff were well aware of the Head’s crusade against the loose use of ‘can’ for ‘may’ and consequently the girls found themselves well drilled in this aspect of English grammar- often to the amusement of those who had had mothers and aunts at the school.  Matron continued. “Have you been sick?” she queried. 
	“No, Matron,” Grainne responded, devoutly hoping that the brisk little lady would not demand to know whether she felt nauseous. The truth was that she did, but it was not so bad this morning since the Head’s instructions meant that she had missed breakfast. Unfortunately for her, this had not escaped Matey’s notice. 
	“Very well,” she agreed. “You may go into school, for the morning at least. In the meantime, I’ll have a tray sent up. You’d better be quick, child. You have approximately half an hour before you need to be in Upper Iva- although I could explain to Mrs Entwistle that you may be late?”
	Grainne blushed distressfully. She was anxious enough about the questions she might face from the others, and had no wish to become even more conspicuous by arriving late. So she agreed to take the milk and for Matey to speak to her form mistress, and in the event she did manage to arrive in time- partly because while she had forced the milky coffee down, most of the bread roll was crumbled onto Miss Annersley’s private garden in the hope that it would be taken by the birds before anyone noticed. As this was what happened, she heard no more about it. 
	Mrs Entwistle only just managed to prevent her face mirroring her surprise when she saw the new girl seated in her normal place. However, she managed it, and took the roll before departing to take special coaching for various new girls in Lower IV. Meanwhile, Grainne divided her attention between her History and Geography and her own problems, and it was just as well for her that today was an ‘English’ day. In addition, both Miss Charlesworth and Miss Ferrars set the form written work to complete, so she was not pulled up for insufficient concentration as she might otherwise have been had the class involved more discussion. 
	The Chalet School believed in working the girls hard during lessons and prep time, so it was not until the bell went for Break that Cecil and her Crew were finally able to be reunited with their missing member. In response to their questions, Grainne simply told them that she had had bad news the day before and had been very upset, which was why she had been kept away from them, and did not want to talk any more about it. She then changed the subject by asking what the prep had been the previous day, and in between explaining and groaning over the amount of work set by Miss Wilmot and Miss Armitage respectively, the rest of Break passed relatively uneventfully for Grainne. 
	However, if the Crew were satisfied with her explanation, the same could not be said for its leader. Cecil had gathered enough from her conversation with Len to realise that Grainne’s problem, whatever it was, was considerably more serious than anyone was letting on. In addition, throughout the morning’s lessons, she had glanced repeatedly at her friend, searching her face for information. In the process, she got caught and reprimanded by Miss Derwent during English, but by that time she had been able to see that Grainne, in spite of her surface normality, was looking very anxious and strained, and that her gaze was often abstracted while she worked. 
	Cecil was not inclined to let the grass grow. As soon as they had any free time at all, Cecil took advantage of the pleasant evening to drag Grainne across the garden away from the others, frowning horribly all the while at various members of the Crew who tried to join them. Fortunately, Rosita who had also taken note of Grainne’s unaccustomed lack of application in lessons put two and two together and correctly assumed that Cecil wanted to talk to Grainne in private. Therefore, she added her own weight to Cecil’s glares, and between the two of them, the Crew left their leader and newest member together in peace.
	Grainne followed Cecil with more than a little nervousness. She had been starting to hope that her absence of the previous day would continue unremarked. 
	Cecil collapsed under her favourite tree- one which was on the boundary between the school and Freudesheim, and where she was often to be found even in holiday time. She made herself grin up at Grainne and reached out to pull the other girl down beside her. 
	“Grainne, is everything OK?” she asked abruptly. 
	Grainne started. She had not expected Cecil to be so direct, so she dropped her eyes and said nothing. 
	Cecil put her hand on her friend’s arm. “Grainne!” She gave her a slight shake. “I know there’s something wrong. Don’t try to tell me there isn’t. You were out of school all day yesterday, and today it’s a wonder you didn’t find yourself on the carpet! I’ve never seen you look so distracted in lessons before!”
	Grainne looked up in surprise, and some anxiety. “Was it that obvious?” she asked nervously. 
	“It was to me! And I think Ros noticed, too. Dunno about the rest of them. They haven’t two brains to rub together, sometimes! What is it? Can’t you tell me?” Cecil’s voice was very gentle as she put the question, and her eyes were soft. 
	Grainne made a sudden decision. Grown ups were all very well, but part of her ached to discuss what had happened with someone of her own age, despite her instinctive wariness. Cecil had consistently been kind and friendly, and Grainne decided to make a leap of faith, and trust that Cecil would not react too harshly. 
	With her eyes on the ground, and her fingers plucking repetitively at the grass, she began to speak very quickly. “Cecil, what do you know about how babies are made?”
	Cecil gave a gasp and Grainne looked up to see that her black eyes were almost round with surprise. “I mean, I know about the science part of it,” she continued, her face reddening, “but that can’t be all. I need to know the rest of it.”
	Cecil looked at her speculatively, but decided to keep her own counsel for the moment. Cecil herself was in full possession of the ‘facts of life’ although it was questionable whether her mother was aware of this. Shortly after her marriage, Len had realised how little preparation she herself had had, although she had of course learnt something during her years at Oxford. Consequently, she had taken Felicity and Cecil aside and explained things to them in full and to answer their questions. As a result, Cecil was well placed to answer Grainne’s query. The only problem was that the School as a whole frowned on such talk, and Cecil was afraid that if she was overheard, there would be trouble. She leaned forwards to Grainne. 
	“I’ll tell you. But not here. There’s too many prees about! Come with me,” and, rising to her feet, she pulled Grainne up and around through into Freudesheim’s garden. There, checking that neither her mother nor Anna were anywhere about, she sat Grainne down and turned to face her squarely. 
	“What do you know?”
	Still flushed, Grainne explained how far her knowledge and gone, and Cecil nodded wisely. “Yes, you know the biology side of it,” she agreed. “But-but you need to know the people side of it?”
	“Yes.” Grainne’s voice was so low that Cecil had to strain to hear her. Wondering again just what was behind this, she told Grainne what Len had told her. “You see, when a man and a woman love each other very much, they show it with their bodies, and that’s how babies are made,” she finished.
	“Can it happen if you don’t love the other person, or even know them?” Grainne asked. 
	Cecil was flummoxed. Although Len had given both her and Felicity a fairly full picture, she had been less explicit with Cecil as the younger of the pair, and Cecil’s understanding was essentially that making love was the physical expression of love, and after listening to Len’s rather banal description, she had concluded that she couldn’t even *imagine* doing such a thing, unless she did love someone very much, and thoughts of romantic love had not intruded too much into Cecil’s life thus far. 
	“I don’t know,” she responded honestly now. “I supposed it can, though I can’t imagine why anyone would want to!” she added frankly. “Look, Grainne, I’ve told you what I know. Please, won’t you tell me what this is about? You can trust me!”
	Grainne curled herself up, with her knees to chest. “It’s happened to me. What you’re talking about. During the holidays. I was staying with my cousin, and she took me to parties, and- and they did things. Then I came here and I was sick in the mornings and Matey got worried and they got me to see Dr. Venables, and she said that it had happened.”
	Cecil, not surprisingly, was rather confused by this involved explanation. “Are you saying that you have done it? That you’ve made love with someone?”
	Grainne met her eyes fully for the first time. “Yes, although it wasn’t love. I don’t even know who it was. But Dr.Venables says that I’m going to have a baby, so I must’ve.”
	“But don’t you know what happened?” Cecil asked, blankly. She was too shocked to ask anything else. 
	Grainne shook her head. “I haven’t a clue. That’s the problem. I don’t remember anything much about those parties- just coming in and then they pass around these drinks. I didn’t go to all of them, you see, and Sinead- that’s my cousin- said that if I didn’t want to be left by myself I had to go with her and do what I was told. So I had to go even though I didn’t want to. Sometimes I would leave the room before anyone noticed and go to sleep in another room. But there were a few times that Sinead and her friends wouldn’t let me do that, and they talked to me and gave me drinks and stuff. It felt quite strange at the time, but then I got sleepy or something and I couldn’t remember what happened the next morning, but when I asked Sinead about it she said not to worry, everyone felt that way, but sometimes she would laugh when she said it, and I always wondered what the joke was, but I thought it was just me being stupid.” 
	Cecil remained silent for so long after Grainne had finished that she became alarmed. “Cecil? Are you mad at me?”
	Cecil paused a moment longer and then faced her. “No. I’m not mad. I’m shocked, but I’m not mad- except maybe at your cousin. Do Len and Auntie Hilda know?” In her perturbation, Cecil forgot all she had been told about using those titles. 
	“Most of it. I didn’t tell them everything I told you, though. Come to think of it,” Grainne stopped to frown. “I think the Head must’ve been talking to my mum because she seemed to know more than I had told anyone else. Maybe that’s why she’s been so kind.”
	Cecil looked at her curiously. “What do you mean?”
	“My mum hasn’t really any time for me,” Grainne returned bleakly. “I-I don’t think she ever wanted children, really. But if she had to have them, she wanted a boy. There were two babies before me, but one of them died when he was born and the other died in his sleep before he was one. Then I came along a couple of years later and she was so disappointed that she didn’t want anything to do with me. I had nannies when I was tiny and then when I was five she sent me to Holy Family and I was there until I came here. I spent most of my holidays either at the Convent or with one of my aunts.”
	“If you’d been at the Convent all your life, why did your mum decide to send you to us?”
	Grainne gave a slight shrug. She was finding it easier to speak now that the initial ice had been broken. “I-I think there must have been something very wrong about those parties with Sinead, but I don’t know what. My mum must know, though. She shouted and screamed at me for being stupid and careless and not knowing anything about life and that I’d made such a mess of things that I had to go away, and she was going to send me here. But I think that maybe there was a lot of gossip because Sinead is an Earl’s daughter and everyone knows her in Dublin. People must have heard that I’d been at the parties too and someone must have told Reverend Mother. I think she said I couldn’t go back, and that’s why my mum sent me here.” 
	Cecil’s shock was starting to wear off, and like her sister and the Head before her, she was beginning to feel that Grainne had had a most unfortunate time, to put it mildly. As a doctor’s daughter she had overheard him talk about the effects that drugs could have on the mind and body, and she suspected that that was possibly what had occurred here. Furthermore, she felt rather dimly that to find yourself pregnant with no real idea how or why was a rather terrible thing, and she decided there and then that no matter what happened, she’d stand by Grainne. To her dismay, when she told her that, the other girl burst into tears, and Cecil threw her arms around her.
	“Gron, don’t cry!” she protested. “It’ll work out, honestly. I’ve said that I’ll do all I can to help you!”
	“I thought you were never going to speak to me again!” Grainne said shakily. “And I don’t know what’s going to happen to me. And my mum’s going to kill me. I *don’t* know if everything’s going to work out. And I’m so scared and I wish I just knew what to do. Everyone has been so kind, but it doesn’t really help, because I don’t know what’s going to happen next!”
	Cecil had been thinking. “Maybe you should ask the Head to let you phone your cousin,” she suggested. “Then you’d be able to ask her what had happened at those parties.”
	Grainne sat up and wiped her eyes. “Do you think it would work?” she asked doubtfully. 
	Cecil shook her head. “I don’t know. But at least it’s something you can do!”
	“But what happens if Sinead won’t tell me?” 
	Cecil chuckled in a manner that could only be described as malevolent. “Then you get the Head onto her!” Grainne looked her surprise, and Cecil explained. “I know Auntie Hilda seems awfully gentle, but, trust me, she can make you feel so wormlike that even the worms would despise you! And if that doesn’t work, Matey’ll soon sort her. C’mon. Let’s go in now and join the others. Tomorrow we’ll snaffle Len- she’ll have gone home now anyway, and ask her to speak to the Head about permission to phone your cousin. But you need to think about something else for a while. It’ll be our bedtime soon.” And with this piece of wisdom, Cecil abandoned serious conversation and did her best to jolly the other girl along for the rest of the evening. When they finally parted- Grainne was to stay in the Annexe for an additional night- the Irish girl went bedwards feeling momentarily happier.	




CHAPTER ELEVEN

A PHONE CALL

THE following morning, Cecil went through her dormitory rate at an even faster speed than normal, prompting a sarcastic comment from the dormitory prefect.
	“Do you know something we don’t, by any chance?”
	Cecil turned from flinging her curtains up over the rail to give Marie a cheeky grin. “You never know. I need to go!” and she dashed off, completely unaware of what she had just said.
	Marie rolled her eyes as she watched her go. “You know,” she announced to the dormitory at large, “there are times and seasons when I wonder if Cecil Maynard has a screw loose!”
	Rosita laughed across from her own cubicle. “Only one and only some of the time, Marie? How little you know her!”
	Meanwhile, Cecil had one aim in mind. She was determined to get to Len as soon as she could in order to ask if Len would secure them permission to use the phone in Miss Dene’s office. Fortunately for her, she bumped into her sister just as she crossed the corridor towards the Staff Room, and Len raised her eyebrows at the sight of her. 
	“What are you doing here at this hour?” she demanded.
	Cecil grinned up at her. The girls were still in their dormitories, and the Staff in the working Staff Room, so they were quite alone. “Looking for you, actually! I want to ask you something.”
	“What’s that, then?” Len responded amiably.
	“I was talking to Grainne last night,” Cecil said, and Len darted a quick look at her, wondering how much she knew. “She wants to know if she can use the phone?”
	Len, who had been in the process of handing over various odds and ends for her sister to carry, stopped dead. “Who does she want to phone?”
	“Her cousin, I think. The one she stayed with in the holidays. She wants to ask her some stuff, and I wondered if you’d be able to help.”
	“Grainne’s still in the Annexe, isn’t she?” Len asked.
	“Yes, though I think she’s coming back to Daffy tonight.”
	“OK, then. Here’s what we’ll do. There’s still a good ten minutes before the bell goes- you *must* have been quick!- so we’ll go over there now and speak to Auntie Hilda about it, and then to Grainne herself. What about it?”
	Cecil nodded appreciatively, and in response to a request from Len, she helped the older girl deposit her paraphernalia in the Staff Room before making their way towards the Annexe.
	Len rapped lightly on the study door. Miss Annersley and Rosalie were often down early, and both girls and Staff knew that she could usually be found here at this time. When they heard  “Entrez!” Len opened the door and ushered Cecil in before her. The Head removed her glasses and looked curiously at the sisters. 
	“Len and Cecil! Whatever do you want with me at this time?” she asked plaintively, waving a hand towards her paperwork. 
	Cecil sidled up to her and leaned against the Head’s big chair. “We want to ask you something, Auntie Hilda. You’ll say ‘yes’, won’t you?” 
	“You’ll have to ask me first!” Miss Annersley retorted, her eyes dancing. “I’m not buying any pigs in pokes from you, my dear Cecilia!”
	Cecil wrinkled her nose at her brevet aunt, but continued. “It’s not me,” she explained. “It’s Grainne. I was talking to her last night and she wants to use the phone. Len’s just here to help me talk you round!” she added, grinning up at the Head, who laughed. 
But Miss Annersley’s amusement at the young girl’s cheek vanished almost immediately as the import of her request sank in. She looked questioningly at Len, who shook her head slightly, and the Head turned back to Cecil. “Suppose you run along up to the spare room and call Grainne,” she suggested, “and I’ll ask her myself who she wants to phone and why. Off you go!” and Cecil disappeared, being, like all the Maynard girls, completely familiar with Miss Annersley’s private quarters. The Head looked at Len.
“How much does Cecil know?” she demanded.
Len shook her head again. “I’ve no idea. She hasn’t said much more to me than she did to you. I think she either knows everything- and possibly more than we do!- or she really knows nothing beyond that Grainne wants the phone and she’s just trying to be friendly.”
The Head gave her languages mistress a keen look. “You’re certain that you’ve let nothing slip to Cecil yourself? I’m not being insulting, but she is your sister, and she does genuinely seem to care about Grainne. Did she ask you for more information beyond what Upper Iva as a whole were told?”
Len met her gaze steadily. “She did ask me, but I told her I couldn’t tell her much. Actually, we spent more time talking about Cecil herself, if you really want to know. She thinks Mamma hasn’t much time for her, poor kid! I wanted to ask you if I could take her home with me this weekend?”
Before the Head could respond, the girls entered, and Miss Annersley flashed them both a smile. “Grainne! Cecil tells me that you want to use the phone. Is that true?”
“Yes please, Miss Annersley,” Grainne returned firmly. 
“Could you tell me whom you wish to call?”
Grainne lowered her eyes. “My cousin, Sinead. I-I want to ask her something.”
The Head gave her a penetrating look. “I see. Very well, dear. Cecil, I’m very sorry, but the bell is about to go and both you and your sister must leave. I’m sure Grainne will fill you in later!” and with a nod, she dismissed both of the Maynards. Cecil groused about it on the way to the form room, but Len dealt with her briskly, finishing off by suggesting that she run on ahead so that she at least *looked* as if she had made an effort to get there before Len herself did.	
Miss Annersley turned back to her pupil. Grainne was standing silently in front of the Head’s desk, and Miss Annersley flashed another smile at her and held her hand out to the girl. 
“Come here, my dear.” When Grainne obeyed, the Head looked at her carefully again. “Now, suppose you pull that chair up and tell me what you want to do.”
Grainne, now seated, looked down at her clasped hands. “I want to call Sinead,” she repeated. “I want to ask her something about what- what happened during the holidays.”
“I see. Would you like to make your call from the office, or if you wish I can dial the outside line for you from my phone here?” and the Head nodded at the telephone on her desk, normally used only as either an intercom or to communicate with Joey Maynard at Freudesheim. 
Grainne looked relieved. “Please, Miss Annersley, I’d rather use your phone if you don’t mind.”
“Of course not. Now, give me a moment,” and the Head left a message for Miss Derwent, the Senior English mistress, telling her to take Prayers in the event of her own absence. Then she dialled the number for the external line and handed the phone to the girl, but before Grainne took it, she said, “Are you certain you want to do this?”
Grainne nodded. “I think I need to do it. Thank you, Miss Annersley!” She dialled the number- remembering the international code- and the Head was struck by her air of calm maturity, which so contrasted with her panic of the previous days. 
“Mary, is that you? Can I speak to Lady Sinead please. Yes. Yes, it’s me- Grainne. Thanks!” and Grainne turned to the Head, who for once forbore to point out the incorrect use of ‘can’. “Mary is my aunt’s housekeeper,” she explained. “Sinead’s probably still in bed, so she might be a minute.” Then she turned back to the phone. “Sinead! It’s me.”
“So Mary said,” returned Sinead grumpily. “What do you want anyhow? I was fast asleep!”
Now that the greetings were done, Grainne felt her courage begin to falter a little, and her cousin noted her hesitation. 
“Well? I hope it’s good, Grainne!”
Grainne stiffened a little at the harsh tone, which had once been so familiar to her. “It is. It’s important. I need to ask you something.”
“Get on with it then!”
“I-I need to know what happened over the holidays,” Grainne returned, rather faintly. 
“What do you mean? You’re not that stupid, surely. You left Holy Family- there’s been a fine how d’ye do over that, let me tell you!- stayed here with me while Mummy was in France and then went off to that place you’re at now. What’s to tell?”
“Don’t talk to me like that! It’s those parties of yours, Sinead. What happened at them? I need to know what happened!” Grainne’s calm was beginning to desert her, and Miss Annersley put a steadying hand on her arm. Grainne threw her a grateful glance. 
Sinead was beginning to feel uneasy. She had not been completely oblivious to some of the gossip she had heard circulating about the parties she and Grainne had attended, but had dismissed it as the witless maundering of a lot of old fogeys who had forgotten how to have fun- and those parties *had* been fun. She was sure of that, although her memories of them were not as clear as they might have been, and her memories of Grainne’s whereabouts during them were even hazier. 
“What do you mean?” she asked again, stalling for time. 
“What did you do to me, Sinead?” Grainne demanded, her voice wavering. “You must have done something. Or someone else did. I went with you to three or four parties at least, but I can only remember two of them. What happened at the others?”
Sinead gave a feeble laugh, and the Head felt a sudden uncharacteristic desire to give the older girl a good spanking. “Ah, Grainne, what an innocent you are!” came the sneering tones over the phone. “I can’t remember them all myself. That’s the point of them! We get stoned- bladdered- out of it! Call it what you like. And don’t you come all prissy with me over it either, Miss Prunes and Prisms! You enjoyed it as much as anyone!” and Sinead gave a meaning chuckle. 
Grainne’s cheeks flamed. She had no idea what her cousin was referring to. “H-How do you mean?” she gasped. 
“You and Patrick in that corner there, drinking away! You thought it was just an innocent glass of orange juice, did you? How wrong could you be! We slipped something into it, most nights, for a laugh. Just to see if you were more interesting stoned than you are sober- which wouldn’t be hard!”
Grainne flinched at the cruel words, but she forced herself to speak again. “Was I?” Her voice was so low that Sinead only just caught them. 
Sinead chuckled again. “And how! Did you have fun with Patrick? He didn’t. He said you were the most boring girl he’d ever been with. Is that what all this is about- your little one off with Patrick?”
“You knew?” Grainne gasped. 
“Of course I knew, you little ninny! It’s been all over Dublin! Why else do you think dear old Reverend Mother wouldn’t have you back at Holy Family? Why do you think Aunt Elizabeth strained every nerve and pulled every string she had to get you as far away as possible! She’s even had to book herself a cruise, it’s been so bad. How does it feel, Grainne, to know that you’ve forced your mother out of her own city? Think what she’s missing!”
All the colour had drained out of Grainne’s face and she was shaking so badly that the Head was surprised she had not dropped the phone. Deciding it was time she intervened, she took the receiver from Grainne, who seemed barely aware of the action, and spoke into it. 
“Lady Sinead, this is Hilda Annersley, Grainne’s Headmistress. I must commend you. That was one of finest examples of brutality and insensitivity I have ever had the misfortune to hear in a long career.” The Head’s beautiful voice had turned to ice, and even Sinead, hearing it, had to shiver. Miss Annersley continued, keeping a watchful eye on her pupil while she spoke. “I will be contacting the School’s solicitors for legal advice on your behaviour, and since her family so patently cares nothing for her, it is evident the School must act on Grainne’s behalf. You may be hearing from us. If I think it necessary, I will report you to the Gardai and I will also be in touch with your mother, the Countess.”
“You’ll be lucky!” Sinead sneered, less certainly this time. 
“Oh, I shall be,” the Head returned softly, but with such meaning that Sinead shivered again. 
“I don’t understand what all the fuss is about!” Sinead blustered.
“No. Evidently you have not the moral fibre or simple human compassion to understand what you have done. Grainne’s- what did you call it?- her ‘little one off’ with this young man has had results. Your cousin is expecting a baby, Lady Sinead- a child for whose creation you are at least partly responsible. What have you to say to that?”
Sinead gulped. “You’re joking! You’ve got to be!” 
“I wish I were.” The Head’s voice was still icy. 
Sinead made a dive after her rapidly disintegrating composure, and made an effort to speak in her normal manner, but she could not hide that she was shaken. “Well, wh-what do you expect me to do about it?”
“I can think of several things.” Miss Annersley’s voice was almost expressionless, but when she spoke again it was with all the authority that she had gained in her nearly thirty years experience as Headmistress of the Chalet School. “You will contact Mrs O’Malley and lay the facts before her. I, naturally, will do the same, but I am sure you will also wish to, if only to attempt to soften your aunt’s reaction.” Even Sinead the insensitive winced at the contempt in the Head’s tone.
 “Furthermore, you will contact this young man and request him to write a full apology to both Grainne and her mother, and even then I cannot guarantee that he will escape legal repercussions. You have interfered with a child, but naturally in your pursuit of fun that aspect of the matter had quite escaped you. Let us hope it will not do so again. That is all I have to say to you for the moment. I sincerely hope I will never have to speak to you again. It has been most distasteful. Remember what I have said- I mean every word of it. Good day, Lady Sinead!” and with that, the Head replaced the receiver, leaving a horror struck Sinead gazing at the phone at the other end. Even when she heard the buzz of a dead line, still she stared at the receiver, and it was a moment or two before she could pull herself together sufficiently in order to hang up. 
Back in the study, Miss Annersley had looked at the phone with a grimly satisified expression, before turning to Grainne, who was so absorbed in her own troubles that she had not even registered that the conversation was over. It was not until the Head had drawn her over to the sofa and sat down beside her that the Irish girl showed any real awareness of her surroundings. 
“T-that was horrible!” she gasped at last. 
Miss Annersley nodded. “It certainly was. But unpleasant as it has been, I think you’ve learned what you wanted to know. Am I right?”
“Y-yes. I needed to know. I couldn’t understand how this could have happened.”
The Head looked at her gravely. Sinead’s confession had been tantamount to admitting that she had colluded in the rape of a minor, but Miss Annersley felt that Grainne had enough to deal with at the moment as it was, and she hoped that this aspect of what she had learnt would escape her, for the moment at least. 
Grainne looked up at the Head. “W-will you do that?” she asked. “Tell my mother, I mean?”
“I will, indeed!” the Head said firmly.
“I hope she can’t come,” the girl said fiercely. “I hope she stays on that cruise! She knew, and she didn’t tell me, or even ask me what was happening!”
“That must rest with her,” the Head said gently. “But if that’s the way you feel, it may relieve your mind to know that when I spoke to her, she said that she would be away for some time, so I don’t think you need fear that you will have to see her immediately.”
“Good!” Grainne spoke firmly, but the Head did not like the white, set look on the girl’s face, nor the fact that the expressive eyes were so dark they were nearly black. 
Feeling unable to do or say anything else, she simply put her arms about Grainne, and held her silently. After a long while, Grainne’s shaking subsided, and the Head insisted that she return to the room that she had been using, and sleep for a while. If she felt better later, she could go into school, if she so desired. Grainne did as she was bidden, and the Head returned to the study to ponder the newest development in what was rapidly becoming one of the most difficult situations she had ever encountered.


CHAPTER TWELVE

CHINESE WHISPERS

“I wish someone would tell me what the matter is with that O’Malley child in Upper Iva!” Thus Kathie Ferrars as she entered the Staff Room that day at break and collapsed in her own chair by her great friend, Nancy Wilmot. 
Len Entwistle looked up from where she was seated next to her cousin, Maeve Bettany, and opened her mouth to say something, but she was forestalled by a voice at the door. 
“Don’t worry, Len. I’ll answer that one myself,” and Miss Annersley smiled at her Staff. She was greeted with delight. The Staff of the Chalet School were mostly of long standing, and, as a body, they were very attached to their gentle Headmistress, although it is doubtful if she had altogether grasped that herself, being a modest woman. 
Miss Annersley sat down laughing next to Mlle. “Such enthusiasm!” she commented as she accepted a cup of Mlle’s patent coffee, and a lemon biscuit from Adrienne Desmoines, currently ‘Staff Baby’ and therefore reduced to waiting on the others. The Staff waited for her to take her refreshments, and then the questions started. 
“So there is something wrong?” Nancy demanded. 
“What’s been happening?” asked Sharlie Andrews, the Junior mistress, curiously. 
“Simply this- that it’s hit and miss whether you can expect to see the kid in class these days!” declared Rosalind Yolland, the Art mistress. “And even when she is, she either looks profoundly miserable or so distracted that I seriously wonder whether anything I’m saying is getting through to her!”
“And just think, Rosalind,” chimed in Kathie, “if you feel like that with a subject like Art, just imagine what it’s like in Geography!”
“What’s that supposed to mean?” Rosalind demanded, glaring at the junior maths and geography mistress. 
“That’s enough,” the Head interposed, with a meaning look at both, and they subsided. Miss Annersley suppressed a smile as she continued. “Nancy’s right. There is something wrong with Grainne O’Malley, and, as I said to you before, Rosalie, it’s a difficult situation.” The Head paused to take another sip of her coffee, and the Staff waited in silence. “I must ask you people not to interrupt me until I’ve finished,” Miss Annersley began, and several people who were occasionally guilty of this offence during Staff Meetings flushed uncomfortably, while the rest of the Staff grinned sympathetically at them. 
“Well then, to put it in a nutshell, we are facing a problem we’ve never had to deal with before. I said, no interruptions, Nancy!” and Miss Annersley looked sternly at the Maths mistress, who grinned unrepentantly. “Matron had been concerned about Grainne for some time, and a couple of days ago, Len asked Daisy Venables to come and look at her. Daisy’s diagnosis was that, unlikely as it may seem, Grainne is expecting a child- probably in December.” Hilda Annersley paused, and the Staff Room erupted. 
“But, Hilda, ma chere, she is only fourteen!” Mlle expostulated. 
“I know, Jeanne. But her age has little to do with it!”
“What are you going to do?” Rosalie Dene asked curiously. She was less surprised than the others, having overheard various snippets of conversation over the past few days.
“I don’t know. I do know one thing, however,” and Miss Annersley stopped again to look around at her Staff. “I am not going to expel this child.”
“Would you mind telling us why?” Rosalie’s assistant, one Clare Kennedy and like so many of them, an Old Girl of the School, asked respectfully. 
“Not at all. This has to be quick, people. The first bell will be going shortly. Basically, Grainne has been a victim of circumstances beyond her control, and is in no way responsible for what has happened. She has been deeply shocked and upset by the revelations of the past few days- including a phone call this morning- and when she does return to lessons properly again, please remember that and ride her as gently as possible. However, that cannot unfortunately be the end of the matter, given the nature of the problem. There are three issues that I still need to consider. Firstly, what to tell the rest of the School, since pregnancy can’t be hidden indefinitely. Secondly, what and whether to tell the parents what has happened; and finally, what is to happen to Grainne over the summer break and next term. And there’s the bell! Please think it over, and let me know if you have any ideas. Remember what I said!” and Miss Annersley rose from her chair, and left the room. 
The sound of the door clicking shut broke the stunned silence that had descended on the Staff as they listened to the Head’s response to Clare’s query. 
“Goodness!” gasped Rosalind Moore, head of Geography. “Len, did you know about this?”
Len nodded as she scrabbled her books together. “I’ve known from the start,” she confessed. “I couldn’t say anything until Auntie Hilda did, though.”
“Why can’t Grainne go home?” asked Peggy Burnett as she and Len met at the door.
Len gave vent to an indescribable snort. “Because her mother’s such a selfish old bat, if you really want to know!” and Peggy swallowed a giggle at this unparliamentary language.
“Can’t her dad help?” Rosalind Yolland threw over her shoulder, but since she had to move on almost immediately, Len did not hear the question and consequently did not answer. 
Len made her way back to Upper Iva, whom she was to take for French Dictee. Mlle de Lachennais was responsible for all the Seniors, and Miss Bettany and Mlle Desmoines shared the Juniors and Junior Middles between them, so Len took all the Senior Middles, for this year at least. She had hopes of taking on more advanced work in French the following year, but at the present was perfectly content with her lot. 
Upper Iva were waiting for her, looking as prim and proper as in them lay, and their form mistress repressed a grin. She did not miss the urgently questioning look flung at her by Cecil, but chose to ignore it for the meantime, much to that young lady’s annoyance. But then Cecil had no time to fret over it, for Len had chosen a particularly difficult passage this time, and she had to concentrate. Her last marks for Dictee had been shamefully bad for a girl who spoke and read French as fluently as English and Mrs Entwistle’s comments had been stinging in the extreme. Cecil had no wish to risk a recurrence of that episode, all the more so as she was hoping to extract more information about Grainne from her sister. 
Unfortunately for that, Len kept them hard at it until the bell rang for the second lesson after break, and they had to go to Hall for a singing lesson. Cecil loved singing, and forgot all about Grainne, but that afternoon during their extended Science period, she remembered again. The first lesson was Biology, followed by some Chemistry with Miss Wilson, who this term had decided to do more work with the Senior Middles, seeing that Vida Armitage, the Junior Science mistress, was more of a Biology and Botany specialist. 
Miss Armitage had not noticed Cecil’s abstraction, and she was left to think in peace. That was more than could be said for Miss Wilson’s lesson. That lady had planned a very full lesson involving several related experiments which she fully intended to ask them to write up for prep. Furthermore, ‘Bill’ as she was known, never stood any nonsense, and Cecil found herself being pulled up for lack of concentration more than once. Finally, when she had surpassed all her previous efforts by mixing her chemicals and producing some interesting effects in the process, ‘Bill’ flung her out of the room. 
Cecil had been standing in the corridor for a short time- which she was quite happy to do, since it gave her time to think- when the irate Miss Wilson, having ensured that the others had started making the relevant notes, came out to find out what the trouble was. 
“What’s your problem today, Cecil?” the Head of St.Mildred’s demanded. 
“Nothing!” Cecil retorted, a little too quickly. Like Miss Annersley, Miss Wilson was known to Cecil by a brevet title out of school, and since she saw the latter more rarely than the former, Cecil found it proportionately harder to remember the appropriate behaviour. 
‘Bill’ glared at her. “Don’t be impertinent, Cecilia! Your lack of concentration could have caused a serious accident in there this afternoon, had it not been for the fact that the chemicals you have been using are harmless. Furthermore, you have lost your experiment time which in turn means that you will be unable to complete your prep correctly. Go back into the lab now, and I’ll give you something to keep you occupied until the bell goes. Then I will send someone to bring your Kaffee und Kuchen here, and I’ll give you the lesson again after school.”
“But- what about the rest of my prep?” Cecil wailed. 
Miss Wilson glared at her again. “You should have thought about that before! You must do the rest of it as best you can, and take the consequences tomorrow. Go back into the lab, now, please. I don’t want to have to speak to you again this afternoon.”
Cecil trailed disconsolately into the lab again, and exchanged a rueful glance with Rosita, who had guessed the cause of her distraction. ‘Bill’ provided the girl with an extremely boring passage to copy- in complete silence!- for the rest of the afternoon’s lesson, and Cecil found that unless she wished to get into even more trouble, she had to knuckle down. Then Rosita was sent with a sharp command to bring something to Cecil at once, and there followed such an unpleasant lesson that Cecil was determined never to risk a repeat of it. Suffice it to say that when she was finally released, and could return to her form room to start on the remainder of her prep, she was ready to fight with a feather. 
“What happened to you this afternoon?” Marjorie asked in amazement as she put her books away when prep had finished. 
“None of your business!” Cecil growled as she slammed her own desk shut. 
Rosita looked knowingly at her. “I know. It’s Grainne, isn’t it?” 
“They won’t let me see her!” Cecil burst out aggrievedly. “And I couldn’t get hold of Len. I’d have gone to her during Kaffee und Kuchen but then that nasty old Bill kept me back! She’ll want to talk to me!”
 “How do you know that?” Celine demanded.
 “Well, it was my idea, wasn’t it?” Cecil said unguardedly. “She was going to tell that horrid stick of a cousin of hers about the baby and I want to know what happened!”
There was a concerted gasp from those girls who were still in the room- most of the form, as it happened. 
Rosita was quick witted, but in her astonishment did not watch her tongue. “A baby- surely you’re not saying, Cecil, that Grainne is going to have a baby?”
The look on Cecil’s face as she realised what she had said confirmed Rosita’s assumption, and before many hours were up, the news had filtered through the majority of the School with the speed peculiar to boarding school grapevines, and Grainne’s secret was out. 

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

CONSEQUENCES!

NEEDLESS to say, Cecil was horrified at what she had done. If she had been in her dormitory with the rest of her Crew and Marie, her indiscretion would not have mattered so much, since all of that crowd could be trusted to keep the information to themselves. However, Cecil realised that with ‘leaky cisterns’ such as Christine Willoughby and Jane Robinson present, it would not be long before the news would be spread throughout the entire Middle School, and from there to the Seniors if not the Juniors via various sisters, friends and cousins. 
So it proved. Hoping desperately that the following morning would give the various gossips something else to talk about, Cecil decided not to tell anyone what had happened. After all, she reasoned, Grainne was still in the Annexe and so would not be immediately affected by her indiscretion; Len would have left for home, and she quailed at the thought of facing either the Head or Matron. However, it was evident at Fruhstuck the following morning that Grainne was still the main topic of conversation, and Cecil glanced guiltily in Miss Annersley’s direction.
Rosita, feeling equally culpable for her own part in the matter, gave her a nudge as she passed the jug of milky coffee. “What are you going to do?” she muttered.
Cecil heaved a gusty sigh that drew questioning looks from several others at the table. “I don’t have much choice,” she responded gloomily, looking at the Head again.
Rosita’s eyes followed her gaze, and she grimaced sympathetically. “I suppose not. Want me to come with you?”
“Thanks, Ros. That’s awfully decent of you, but there’s no need. It was my own stupid tongue!”
“Actually,” Rosita replied judicially, “if it was anyone’s fault, it was Bill’s, keeping you the way she did!”
“Yes, and can’t you see me telling the Head that? She’d eat me!”
“It was worth suggesting,” Rosita returned placidly. “She’s standing for Grace now. Good luck!” That last was hissed under her breath as they all rose, and Cecil acknowledged it with a slight nod.
Then she had to go to the study, and a very unpleasant time she had, too. Miss Annersley listened in grim silence to Cecil’s confession, inwardly astonished at how much she actually knew. Not that Cecil realised that. By the time the Head had finished with her, she felt, as she had said herself, so worm-like that even the worms would despise her. Miss Annersley had not said much, but her comments on the subject of confidentiality and betraying trust had hit home, echoing as they did Cecil’s own feelings. The Head finished by saying that since Cecil was to a degree responsible for the fact that the entire school now knew, she should also take responsibility for her actions by telling Grainne what had happened. Cecil, reduced almost to tears by this- although she could see the fairness of it- made her curtsy and removed herself from the study as quickly as she could. 
She was meandering slowly- and miserably!- away from the study towards the back stairs used by the girls when a voice stopped her in her tracks. She turned to see the Head standing by her study door, beckoning to her. 
Cecil, feeling that she was in enough trouble already, made haste to join her. The Head looked at her in silence for a moment, before she indicated that the girl should enter the study and sit down.
Cecil obeyed wordlessly, and Miss Annersley had to repress a smile as she saw the wary look the girl cast at her. 
“Listen to me, Cecil,” she began abruptly. “I’m not going to say anymore about the conversation we’ve just had. I just want you to answer this: would you be willing to do something to help Grainne, seeing that you know so much already?”
Cecil, her tears gone for the moment, nodded eagerly, and the Head continued. “In fact, there are several things you can do. Firstly, by telling her that her situation is now common knowledge. I realise that that was an honest indiscretion on your part, and I’m going to do you the credit of saying that I believe you will be able to tell her about it as sensitively as possible.” The Head paused, and looked at Cecil, who was listening intently. “Secondly, indirectly you have done us a favour.” Cecil looked up with surprise at that, and Miss Annersley had to repress another smile. “One of my concerns was how to tell the School. You have done that for me, to an extent. Not, mind you, necessarily in the best way, and you know as well as I do that there are no guarantees that the information that the girls have is accurate. But at least the ice is broken. As Grainne will remain out of school today, I will tell the School myself what I think they should know. Your own form may have to know more and that brings me to the second thing. You can help us greatly there, if you will, by squashing any negative rumours or comments that you hear, and also by setting an example by continuing to show Grainne the same friendship and support that you have given her so far. Do you think you can do that? For, no matter what you and I do or say, she has a difficult time ahead of her.” The Head stopped there and waited. 
Cecil had gone red then white during this speech. She knew as well as the Head did that there could be difficulties with the others, some of whom would take a strictly moral viewpoint and make no allowances for circumstances. They would not necessarily deal kindly with those who appeared to deviate from that. 
Furthermore, Cecil had until now worn her popularity lightly, and in becoming Grainne’s active partisan, she knew that she was risking to an extent her own standing with the girls. However, she was very fond of Grainne, and deeply sorry for her and the predicament she now found herself in. So, after a moment’s thought, she agreed to all the Head had suggested, and the latter dismissed her, feeling that perhaps now things would begin to clarify, and that serious discussion of a solution would be possible. 
“At least,” she mused, “Cecil has made it urgent for me to tackle two things- telling the rest of the school, as I said, and also all our parents. It wouldn’t do at all for them to hear of this from the girls!” And with that, she pushed aside her papers and went into the office to discuss the wording of the letters to parents with Rosalie Dene and Clare Kennedy. 
Meanwhile, Cecil had not been thinking too clearly when she left the study. Without stopping to consider whether the Head meant her to speak to Grainne immediately or not- it was still early- she marched straight up to the spare room in the Annexe. Luckily for her, Clare and Rosalie were with the Head, and Mlle was elsewhere, so there was no-one to stop her and demand an explanation. 
Cecil slipped into the little lavender room and shook Grainne awake. Rather dazed at such a rude awakening, the Irish girl stared at her friend. 
“I’ve let it out. I’m really sorry,” Cecil said baldly. 
Grainne stared speechlessly at her.
Cecil put her hands on the other girl’s shoulders and attempted to give her a shake. “Don’t you understand?” she cried. “I let it out. I was mad with Bill for keeping me when I wanted to see you and- well, I didn’t think! I blurted something out at Rosita and she jumped to the right conclusion, and- and nearly everyone in the form heard!” Cecil stopped for breath and gulped. “An’ now the whole school knows, thanks to me and my big mouth!” Cecil ran down, and as she looked at the stunned expression on Grainne’s face, she remembered- belatedly- the Head’s hint that the news be broken gently. Cecil groaned inwardly, and waited for a reaction. 
As it happened, once she had recovered slightly, Grainne did not violently object to Cecil’s tactics. Used to standing alone, albeit through a virtual world of books, she was starting to find the constant worry and concern for her more than a little overwhelming. In addition, she was not stupid. Once Sinead had confirmed her own suspicions that Reverend Mother had requested her removal from Holy Family, she had inevitably begun to question what the Chalet School’s position would be. Furthermore, she was astute enough to realise that, despite their kindness, the Head, Mrs Entwistle and Matron were all very anxious about the situation and how it would affect the School. She had been starting to think herself that since people would probably find out anyway, they may as well find out sooner rather than later, and had been trying to think of a way to broach the issue with the Head. Now, thanks to Cecil, the matter had been taken out of her hands, and to Cecil’s amazement, Grainne gave her a small smile. 
Cecil eyed her doubtfully. Grainne’s smile grew wider. 
“You don’t need to look as if I’m going to demolish you completely!” she remarked. 
Cecil gaped at her. “But- but-“ she began to stammer. 
“Actually, I think you’ve done me a favour,” Grainne confessed. “I realised that the others would have to be told and I was worrying about when and how and what was going to happen- at least it’s done, now.” And her jaw became firmer. 
Cecil eyed her with a new respect. She was not sure that she herself would have reacted with such equanimity. “Don’t you mind?” she asked bluntly. 
Grainne shrugged. “I don’t know. I really don’t know how I’m feeling, these days. Maybe I do mind, deep down, but my head tell’s me it’s the best thing. Does the Head know?”
Cecil flushed. “She does. Remember how I told you she could make you feel like a worm? Well, she did!”
“What’s going to happen now?” Grainne asked anxiously, ignoring Cecil’s worms. 
“She’s going to tell the rest of the School later on today. You’re not coming in, she says, so she’s going to make use of the time.”
Grainne grimaced. “I want to come in,” she protested. “I’m so sick of having nothing else to think about!”
Cecil’s black eyes began to dance as she considered the matter. “Well, we have Maths after break. Want me to drop in your copy of old Martin and an exercise book?”
“I’m not that bored! I suppose I could always read,” she decided at last, remembering the Head’s comments about the Josephine M.Bettany books in the case.
 Cecil nodded. “Yes, you’ve got all Mamma’s books,” she agreed. “Mamma always gives the Head her own personal copy each time one is published, and I think there’s over twenty of them now!” Cecil turned to look at the bookcase in the corner, and after a short discussion as to the merits of each one, she remarked that it was time for her to go, since she had contrived to miss Prayers!
Fortunately for her, the Head had noted her absence and drawn the correct conclusion. She then decided to make the most of it, and, after her normal comments, she had leaned forward on her lectern and looked gravely at the assembled school. 
“I have something else to tell you, girls, and I want you to listen very carefully to what I have to say, and to think about it.” She paused, and the girls sat to attention, wondering what was coming next. “Upper Iva may have noticed that one of their number has been absent often of late, although I believe that they have already heard something as to the cause, and indeed, that it has filtered through to the rest of the School.” 
Miss Annersley stopped again, and Len Entwistle gave her a startled glance. The Head continued. “Grainne O’Malley, as some of you may know, has found herself in a very difficult and unfortunate situation. Because of circumstances at her home- which I am not going to go into- beyond her control, she is now in the Annexe trying to come to terms with the knowledge that, by Christmas, she will be a mother.” The Head paused to sweep the school with her glance. Whilst this had clearly come to no surprise to a sizeable number, it was equally plain that it had come as a shock to others. 
“Now, girls, I want to make an appeal to you. Many of you have been here for several years. A large number of you are ‘grandchildren’ of the School, and we even have some ‘great-grandchildren’ among us!” A small laugh came at this, but the School as a whole was still too stunned to do more. “That means that you know the ideals and traditions we hold to at the Chalet School. One of those traditions has always been that you girls should develop an understanding of other people- learn how to get ‘under their skins.’ You cannot do that if you make snap moral judgements about people and situations- or in this case, Grainne. 
“Believe me; she has been as shocked by this as many of you are, and you will only be making what is an already difficult time for her almost impossible if you are rude to her, or press her for details, or in any other way cause her upset. I am asking you to take her back among you, with no comment, and to show her the friendliness and understanding that we have tried to instil in you. Will you do that?” and the Head ended her appeal, feeling anxious about the response. 
The girls exchanged glances. Shocked they undeniably were, but for most of them, the fact that the Head, of all people, had made such a plea on Grainne’s behalf said it all. She must not be to blame. Consequently, enough of the school nodded for Felicity Maynard, in her capacity as Head Girl, to rise and formally assure Miss Annersley that the School would do all they could to help and befriend Grainne O’Malley. Deeply relieved, the Head gave them a smile. 
“Thank you, girls,” she said warmly. “And now, School- turn! Miss Lawrence.” Grateful for a return to a familiar routine after the Head’s bombshell, the School turned as one girl and marched out of Hall. 
Len Entwistle followed the rest of the Staff from the dais at the front of Hall, and started to make her way back to the Staff Room. The Head caught her as she went past. 
“A moment, please, Len.”
Len looked at her. “It was Cecil, wasn’t it? I noticed she wasn’t at Prayers.”
The Head nodded. “Yes. She’s deeply sorry- she came to me this morning after Fruhstuck- and I’ve dealt with it. I told her to go to Grainne and tell her herself so I imagine that’s where she has been. She’s also promised me that she’ll do her best, both for Grainne herself, and to prevent the other girls from making unpleasant remarks. I’d appreciate it if you left it at that.” The Head flashed a smile at her brevet niece, and departed, leaving Len to continue on down to the Staff Room.
“I suppose I must do as she says,” she groaned to herself. “If I could only tell young Cecil what I think of her! But I suppose the Head’s already said it all, and as Margot used to say, she has a tongue like a file on occasion.” 
Consequently, when Mrs Entwistle arrived to take registration, Cecil was relieved to see that her sister looked much as usual. She had half expected to receive a dressing down from her too, and was glad to see that this would not be the case. 
Cecil’s relief at her escape manifested itself in an unusual- for her!- degree of concentration in her work, and so it was not until later in the day that her form could make any comments to her regarding recent events. 
“Have you spoken to Grainne?” was Rosita’s anxious query.
Cecil nodded vigorously. “I saw her this morning at Prayers.”
“What did she say?” Celine wanted to know. 
Cecil shrugged casually. She had no intention of repeating that conversation. “Oh, just that it was fine and she was glad people knew. She spent most of the time complaining that she was bored silly with nothing to do! I offered to take her our Maths textbook, but she didn’t want it!”
The rest of the Crew grinned at this. Grainne’s dislike of Mathematics had become something of a standing joke amongst them, given the Irish girl’s usual attitude to school work. 
“When will she be coming back into school?” Dorothy wanted to know. 
“I wouldn’t expect her to be coming back in at all!” Hilda Randolph interjected, and the rest of the Crew, together with sundry other members of Upper Iva, turned to look at her. 
Hilda was both the niece of an old friend of Peggy Bettany’s- elder sister of Maeve and Daphne- and a distant cousin of Miss Annersley, for whom she had been named. She had arrived at the Chalet School the previous September with the mistaken idea that she would be a person of some importance in the School, given her blood relationship to the Head. She had been sorely annoyed to find that such relationships meant little at the school, given the number of Bettany and Maynard connections still there, and that furthermore, she was only one of a number of girls who thought of the Head as ‘Auntie Hilda’ out of school. Insult had been added to injury when she had been deemed fit only for Upper Iva- at well over fifteen, she had assumed that she would be in Inter V at least. However, the Staff had said that considering that she really did speak no language but her own, and that her other subjects were well below the standard expected of any Fifth Form at the Chalet School, she must stay in the Middle school for an additional year. As a result, she carried a permanent chip on her shoulder, and she and Cecil had clashed more than once throughout the year.
“What’s that supposed to mean?” Cecil demanded, her voice sharp with annoyance. 
Hilda smiled at her. It was not a very nice smile. “My dear Cecil, you can’t possibly imagine that my cousin will agree to her staying in the School in these circumstances?”
Cecil heard a gasp go round the form, and, glancing at Marjorie, she stepped forward up to the other girl. “It’s a shame you don’t know your cousin better then, isn’t it?” she asked sweetly. 
Marjorie, her blue eyes sparking with anger, added her own comments. “If you did, you’d know that if the Head can be, she’s always merciful. Didn’t you listen to what she said in Prayers? She said it’s not Grainne’s fault! She also said that Grainne will be coming back into form, so there!”
A dull flush started to spread over Hilda’s face. Her temper was not improved by Rosita’s intervention.
 “Plus, she also asked us not to be horrid to Grainne and to help her all we can. Since you’re so proud of the fact that the Head’s your cousin, I’d’ve thought that the least you can do is to do what she says. Funny kind of example you set to us lowlier mortals if you don’t!”
Hilda was nearly purple. “You beasts!” 
“That’s forbidden slang,” Marjorie pointed out- rather maliciously, it must be confessed. “As form prefect, I need to remind you to pay a fine. And if I hear you being nasty to or about Grainne, straight to Auntie Hilda I go. She’ll tell you where to get off, if you won’t listen to us! Now, scram and pay that fine, or I’ll report you to Felicity.”
Seeing no help for it, the irate Hilda did as she was told. That threat of Marjorie’s- which Hilda knew she was more than capable of carrying out- had put paid to any ideas she may have been nursing on making life difficult for the Irish girl when she returned. But she did not forget, and although she was never guilty of overt bullying, she made enough small comments from time to time to cause Grainne to flush uncomfortably. Fortunately, more secure now in the friendship of the Crew and the kindness shown by the others, this was less problematic than it might have been, and Grainne’s return to form passed off more quietly than the Staff had expected. 






CHAPTER FOURTEEN

VARIOUS EXCITEMENTS

THE rising bell pealed through the dormitories and Cecil almost fell out of bed in her hurry to start the day. Infected by her, the rest of the Crew got ready at the same speed, and Marie found herself in the unprecedented position of having Daffodil ready to go down for Fruhstuck a good ten minutes before the bell was due to go.
	“Well!” she gasped. “What’s gotten into you lot? Have you done everything you’re supposed to do at this time?” she added suspiciously.
	The rest of Daffodil looked at her with injured expressions. 
	“’Course we have!” Rosita told her. “D’you think we want Matey on our tracks today of all days?”
	“What’s so special about today?” Marie asked as she flung up her own cubicle curtains. 
	“Well, it’s Friday for one thing,” observed Dorothy, and the prefect laughed. 
	“That’s true, but I haven’t noticed you being so fast any other Friday!”
	“And we get our missing member back,” Cecil reminded her.
	Marie glanced towards Grainne’s empty cubicle, and her lovely face sobered. “Yes. Here, you folk, how do you think she’ll get on?”
	“She’ll be OK,” Dorothy said in an offhand manner. “She’s got us, hasn’t she? Marie, haven’t you finished that yet?”
	“There’s still another five minutes before the bell!”
	“I hope Hilda won’t cause any trouble,” Cecil put in uneasily, remembering the look in the other girl’s eyes at Marjorie’s threats. 
	“Marge’ll soon settle her if she does,” Celine told her comfortingly. “Marie, come on!”
	“Oh, very well! I’m sure none of the other dorm prees have to put up with such impertinence. Right, Daff, march!” and they filed past Marie, Dorothy giving her a cheeky grin as she went. 
	Cecil looked eagerly about her as they entered the Speisesaal- almost the first dormitory to do so, since the reinstatement of the rule that while all girls had to be down by the breakfast bell, if they were ready before, they could come down earlier. However, on Fridays there were always girls who preferred to snatch a little extra sleep if they could, so most people did not tend to show until the bell itself. 
	Grainne, seated at their usual table for the first time in several days, looked up with a faint flush in her cheeks as her friends entered.
	They fell on her with muted shouts of delight. After their first raptures were over, however, Rosita turned serious. “Grainne, it’s miraculous to have you back, and we’ll stick by you up to the hilt! What’s the matter?” for Cecil had started giggling.
	“Your English! You’re lucky the Abbess isn’t down yet!”
	Rosita frowned at her. “Never mind that! As I was saying, don’t forget we’re your friends, Gron- all of us! Mind you let us know if anyone causes you any bother.”
	Grainne gave her a faint smile. “Thanks. Are- are you people OK with it?” Her eyes were very anxious. 
	Dorothy nodded. “The Head explained,” she said. “It’s not your fault and it must be really hard for you. But tell me something?”
	“What?” Grainne asked cautiously.
	“Is that why you’ve been so mopey all term? Because of well, what’s happened to you?”
	“Dorothy!” Cecil muttered in an undertone. 
	“No, it’s OK. Not really, Dorothy, ‘cause I didn’t know about- about all this ‘til the last few days myself. But I was worried about why my mum had taken me away from my last school so suddenly. Now I know.” Her voice ended on a note that warned Dorothy not to ask any more questions, but since the bell had gone by that point and the rest of the School were pouring into the room, questions of a personal nature had to cease.
	Grainne flushed a little as she found herself the focus of all eyes, and Upper Iva made such a fuss of her in an attempt to make her feel welcome that before long she was starting to wish that she had stayed in the Annexe for this meal, as Matey had suggested. 
	The Head, seated in state at the table at the front of the room, noticed. “Just look at that!” she said crossly to Jeanne de Lachennais on her right. “I know they’re just trying to be kind, but they’re overwhelming that poor child. Is there anything we can tell them to take their minds off her?”
	Len Entwistle, who had come in very early that morning, grinned at her. 
	“Have you forgotten what Mamma said the other day, Auntie Hilda?” 
	Miss Annersley thought for a moment, and then she laughed. “Haven’t you told Cecil yet, Len?”
	“Never thought of it again. Won’t she be mad when she knows!” and Len gave an evil chuckle that drew grins from the rest of the Staff. 
	“I suppose you have been a little distracted,” the Head agreed. “Well, Len, if you don’t mind, I’ll announce your news now and hopefully that will give Grainne a break.”
	Len agreed cheerfully enough, and the chatter that filled the room died as the Head pressed her bell for silence. They turned to find her smiling down at them. “I know it’s Friday, but even so, that can’t be any reason for such a racket!” she told them with mock sternness, and they smiled at her. “And now, I have some news which I think will be of interest to you.” She paused again, and looked at them with dancing eyes. The School positively strained forward in its eagerness to hear, and she laughed. 
	“Get on, Auntie Hilda, please, before I burst!” came in agitated tones from little Claire de Mabillon at the Junior table. As her remark had cut across the silence that followed the Head’s announcement, everyone had heard and the School rocked. 
	“Well, since I’ve no wish for the Juniors to spend the weekend in San, I’ll stop tantalising you, girls. Mrs Maynard visited me at the start of the week and she had some very pleasant news to tell. If you cast your minds back to the start of the term, you may remember that I told you about Mrs Richardson- Con Maynard to you still, I know!- and her little girl?” The School nodded, almost as one, and Nancy Wilmot had to vanish under the table to control her giggles- not the first time she had been reduced to such an expedient. 
	The Maynard girls sat up alertly, and looked at their eldest sister, who looked, as Felicity told her sternly later, as if butter wouldn’t melt in her mouth. They then turned back to the Head. “Mrs Maynard told me that Mrs Richardson has been doing so well that she has decided to come home for a visit.” Miss Annersley could get no further; led by the Maynard and Bettany girls, the School burst into applause. She held up a hand. “Let me finish! You haven’t heard the rest of it. She’s arriving this evening, and Dr and Mrs Maynard are going to Berne to pick her up. I’m sure we’ll see both her and the baby at some stage during her stay. Now that is all. Grace!” and the girls rose to repeat with her their prayer. 
	As a result of the Head’s tactics, Grainne’s return quite faded into the background, and Cecil was in such a state of suppressed excitement that Miss Ferrars remarked later that she was surprised the girl had managed to get through morning school without dancing a jig in the classroom. 
	Having managed to get through the morning without getting herself into any serious trouble, Cecil relaxed a little over the lunch break. They had easygoing Mlle for French Literature after lunch, and then Dictee with Mrs Entwistle before finishing the week’s work with a form period- a curricular innovation introduced at the beginning of the academic year. Therefore, she was fairly certain that she would survive the rest of the day. 
	As the girls were packing their books into their desks at the end of afternoon school, Mrs Entwistle called her young sister and Grainne up to her. 
	“You two, I’ve got some rather nice news for you.”
	“I’m surprised you’re actually telling us then,” Cecil retorted sarcastically. She had already told Len what she thought of her for keeping the news of Con’s return to herself, and the elder girl laughed.
	“Poor Cecil! Where does it hurt?” she asked teasingly, and watched in amusement as Cecil tried to think of a suitable retort, given the setting. “Enough nonsense! I’ve spoken to the Head and you’re both coming home with me for the weekend. How does that sound to you, Grainne?” and she flashed a smile at the Irish girl, who flushed with pleasure.
	“Really? But won’t I be an awful nuisance?” she asked anxiously. 
	Len laughed. “You couldn’t possibly be a worse nuisance than Cecil, so don’t worry about it. I take it you’re happy to come? No need to ask you,” and she threw her sister a laughing glance. 
	“Oh, yes please, Mrs Entwistle!” Grainne replied fervently, and her form mistress laughed again. 
	“I’m glad you’re so happy at the idea. In that case, girls, as soon as Kaffee und Kuchen is over, go to your dormitories and pack your night cases with the things you’ll need for the weekend. Casual clothes, I think- no need to wear your velveteens when you won’t even be in school. If you’re not sure what to pack, Grainne, Cecil will give you a hand. I’ll meet you at the front entrance at half past sixteen. Don’t forget to report to Matey first, Cecil!” and Len went her own way, blissfully unaware of having called Matron ‘Matey’ before the girls. 
	Both girls gulped down their Kaffee und Kuchen at such a rate that their contemporaries stared at them in surprise, and Grainne at least would regret it a little later. To all enquiries, Cecil simply told them that she and a friend had been invited to her sister’s for the weekend, and she’d chosen Grainne. Leaving it at that, she hustled the Irish girl off to Daffodil to pack before any other questions could be asked. 
	Accordingly, at 16.30 hours, Grainne and Cecil appeared in the hall that formed the School’s formal entrance and which included the grand staircase that only mistresses or prefects could use. Cecil,noting that Len had not turned up, dragged her friend to the stairs and they sat on the bottom step to wait. They were not waiting long; Len materialised from the office. 
	“What were you doing in there?” Cecil asked curiously as she put her arm through her sister’s. 
	“Never you mind! Grainne, are you OK there?”
	Grainne’s jaw dropped as the young mistress brought out the slang, and Len laughed at her. 
	“Come on!” and grabbing a hand of each, she ran them out of the front door and halfway down to drive, where they had to stop for breath. Cecil dropped her case and grinned at Grainne. Len turned to her with concern, but she need not have worried. Grainne’s cheeks were flushed from the run and her eyes sparkled, and Len smiled at her from sheer sympathy. 
	“Whew! Maybe that wasn’t such a good idea,” she admitted. “Pick up your bags again and we’ll carry on- more sensibly this time!” Len grimaced. “Did you get everything you needed, Grainne?”
	Grainne nodded. “Yes, thanks, Mrs Entwistle. Thank you so much for asking me!”
	“No problem.” Len stopped and eyed the girl. A sudden thought had come to her and she was unsure whether to act on it. But another look at the Irish girl decided her. She had never seen her look so happy before. “Grainne, I have a suggestion to make. But you must promise me not to say anything about it to the others.”
	Grainne and Cecil gazed at her, wide-eyed. 
	“You’ll be staying with me this weekend. It may not be the only time, seeing you and Cecil are such good friends. Our sister is coming home tonight, and there’ll be family celebrations over the weekend. There’s no point in you calling me ‘Mrs Entwistle’ when everyone else, including Cecil, will be shrieking ‘Len’ all over the shop! So, if you’d like, you can call me ‘Len’ out of school- so long as it is out of school,” she added, with a meaning look at Cecil who blushed. 
	Grainne’s face was pink. “Are you sure you won’t mind?” she asked doubtfully.
	Len laughed. “Not at all. In fact, you’ll be doing me a favour. I don’t respond to ‘Mrs Entwistle’ at the weekend,” and she gave the girl a mischievous grin that made her look barely older than Felicity, and heightened the family resemblance between her and Cecil. 
	“Then, I’d simply love to!” Grainne smiled at them, and Len was struck by how it transformed the usually grave face. She smiled at both girls. 
	“Now that that’s settled, let’s get home for something really important.” She stopped and grinned. “Like a drink of strawberryade!” and they went off laughing towards Ste-Cecilie and ‘Die Rosen’ as Len’s house had been named, in memory of the house her family had used on the Sonnalpe.

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

AN EVENING WITH THE MAYNARDS

To Grainne, that weekend was a series of revelations. It was her first real experience of seeing what family life could be, and she relished it. Most of all, the relationship between Mrs Entwistle- Len- and her husband fascinated her. 
	The two girls were sitting with Len in her small but pretty salon whilst the latter poured cups of tea for all. The front door slammed shut, and Len looked up with a slight frown. 
	“I wonder who that could be?” She put down the teapot and rose, just as her husband entered the room, dropped his briefcase in the middle of the floor, and beamed at them all. Len’s face lit up. 
	“Reg! What are you doing home at this hour?” she asked, going to kiss him unselfconsciously. 
	“That’s a nice cheerful welcome for your hardworking hubby!” he teased. Len laughed up at him, and then turned in his arms to face the girls. 
	“Reg, meet Grainne O’Malley, Cecil’s friend,” she introduced, carefully not looking up at him. “Cecil, you should know already.”
	“Yes, I have a long and painful acquaintance with Miss Cecil Maynard,” he agreed solemnly, and Cecil looked for a cushion to throw.
	A wail rent the air, and Len glanced quickly at Grainne before she spoke. “Reg, you’d better get Gina,” she informed him abruptly, and he nodded at her with understanding and disappeared. Cecil replaced her cushion and looked anxious. 
	Len sat down on the sofa and held her hand out to Grainne. 
	“My husband has gone to get our daughter, Grainne,” she explained. “This weekend could be an opportunity for you to have something to do with a baby, if you want to take it. You needn’t, you know,” she ended softly.
	Grainne went red, but acquiesced, not without some misgivings. As it happened, when she saw little Gina and watched Len, Reg and Cecil make fools out of themselves in order to get smiles and babbles from her, she forgot her own situation and agreed eagerly when Len asked if she would like to hold her. She found the soft warm heaviness of the baby so delightful that it was only with reluctance that she passed her on to Cecil, her eyes following the baby as she did so. Len smiled to herself at the sight, and that was the end of Grainne’s first adventure of the weekend.
	Her second adventure came that evening, when they all went over to Freudesheim to welcome Con and her husband Roger- once a Maynard ward, together with his sister Ruey and brother Roddy- home.
	Joey Maynard met them at the door, her dark eyes glowing with happiness. This was turning into a real family gathering for her, as Ruey too had come from England, where she was teaching PT, and Roddy from New Zealand. Margot obviously could not be there, and the boys, apart from Steven, were all at school. Steve was at university and about to start his exams, so he had begged off. But Miss Annersley had given into her pleadings to have Phil and Claire, and Joey had known that Cecil would be with Len.
	“Hello, folks!” exclaimed the mistress of the house as she ushered them in. “Let me look at you, Cecil my lamb.” She took her fifth daughter by the shoulders and looked at her keenly, and Cecil flushed a little, wondering if her mother had heard about her talk with Len. But Joey said nothing, merely kissing Cecil on the forehead before turning with a grin to Grainne.
	“Is this Grainne?” she asked, her golden voice making the name sound musical. 
	Len nodded. “Yes, Mamma. She and Cecil are good friends, so we asked her along too. Don’t want Cecil to get bored with all these old fogeys!” she added, with a grin at Cecil. 
	Joey laughed too. “Very sensible of you, but then you always were, Len! Grainne, I’m delighted to meet you at last, my lamb, and I hope that whilst you’re here, you’ll make this your ‘happy home.’”
	“Thank you, Mrs Maynard,” Grainne returned sincerely. Len looked at her; she knew that her mother said this to every new girl, but she guessed it would mean more to this particular new girl, and hoped that Joey would keep her offer open, even when she was told everything. But for the moment, she cast it from her mind. 
	“Where is she?” she demanded, handing Gina over to Joey. 
	“And you thought one of her virtues was patience,” Reg said as he kissed his mother in law in greeting. 
	She twinkled at him. “I must have gone wrong somewhere,” she told him.
 At that moment, hearing voices, a tall young woman with Len’s features but dark hair and deep brown eyes, came into the hall, and Len flung herself on her with a yell of delight, with due care for the baby her sister carried.. Cecil, after a moment’s pause did likewise, and Grainne guessed that this woman must be Len’s triplet sister, Con. 
There were a few moments of admiring the baby and exchanging news, before the triplet sisters turned to look at Grainne, standing shyly by.
	 Con looked at the new girl with a charming smile. “Is this a new girl?” she asked. 
	“She’s in my form. Her name’s Grainne. We’re chums!” supplied Cecil. 
	“Oh dear!” laughed Con. “That’s a lovely name you have.”
	“It’s Irish,” her young sister informed her importantly and Con laughed again. 
	“Can Grainne not speak for herself?” she demanded, and Cecil blushed. Con looked at Grainne, and grinned at her. “Like I said, a lovely name. What do you know about it? Come and have some coffee and tell me all about it.” So speaking, she handed her daughter to Len, with the comment that she should be more than used to it by now, and drew the new girl away with her, leaving various members of her family gaping after them. They had no time to protest, for another young woman, this time with dark red hair in short curls, came dashing out to fling herself on Len, and in the interest of talking to Ruey, Len and Cecil got over their indignation with Con.
	Con looked Grainne over as unobtrusively as she could. Although she did not know the latest developments in Grainne’s life, she had heard from her triplet that the girl had been acutely nervous and shy when she joined the school, and that Len had reason to believe that she had been bullied. Len had also added that Grainne was very quiet and loved her books, and this in itself was enough to endear her to the middle triplet. 
	Although Con herself had never been a victim of bullying, she had been another quiet child, preferring to withdraw into a dream world of her own. Overshadowed by responsible Len with her gifts of leadership on the one side, and Margot, volatile and brilliant, on the other, Con had too often been overlooked in their growing up years. Furthermore, she had been so unfortunate as to acquire a reputation for tactlessness- unfairly, as she now saw. 
As a teenager, Con had been no more tactless than most girls, and less tactless than some, but her habitual quiet meant that her occasional lapses were more noticeable than they might have been in another girl. Even though Con now knew that she was not in fact a tactless person by nature- she actually had great insight and perception, but at fourteen these qualities had not been recognised for what they were- the experience of being branded as tactless and insensitive by Mary-Lou Trelawney, the then Head Girl, at the age of fifteen had left a scar. Con had learned to watch her words so that she was now a controlled and sensitive communicator. After her initial surprise, Len, who knew all of this, felt quite secure that her emotionally fragile pupil would be safe with her. 
Before long, Grainne felt very comfortable talking with Con. They soon discovered a mutual love for Baroness Orczy’s ‘Scarlet Pimpernel’ series, and in the interest of discussing it, both Cecil and Len saw that Grainne had become animated. After remembering one particularly overdrawn scene in the first book, both girls went into gales of laughter, and Cecil found herself drawn towards them.
“What’s funny?”
“’The Scarlet Pimpernel,’” Con returned, still giggling. “They have it in the library at school, Cecil. Unless I forgot to give it back.” She stopped and frowned and Cecil gasped. 
“You forgot to give it back? But you’re always on at me and Phil to remember!” she complained. 
“Of course. Did you never wonder why that was?” Con gave them both a grin, and moved to where Len and her sister in law, Ruey, were standing. 
“Did you tell her?” Cecil asked curiously. 
“No!” Grainne returned hurriedly. “I’ve just met her, Cecil! She’s nice. You’re awfully lucky to have such a lovely family.” There was a wistfulness in Grainne’s eyes as she looked about her. The big Salon in Freudesheim was a delightful place, but Cecil knew that was not what she meant. 
“I’ve an idea. Come with me!” and she dragged Grainne off, ignoring the other girl’s protests. 
Cecil slid to a stop- Anna always polished the wooden floors in this room to such an extent that they could be a menace to the unwary- in front of her parents, who were talking with Roger, and a very tall, very slim blonde woman with grey eyes and neat hair. 
“What’s up, kid?” Roger asked. He had been part of the family for almost as long as Cecil could remember, and she had thought of him as a brother, even before he married her sister. 
“Sorry to interrupt, Roger, Aunt Stacie,” she began, “but I wanted to ask Mamma and Papa something.”
Jack had frowned slightly at Cecil’s advent- he was very strict on the subject of manners- but relaxed as she went on. “Grainne hasn’t really got much family,” she said persuasively. Grainne looked down, slightly embarrassed, but Cecil continued. “So I thought, can she have you?”
Jack gaped at her. “Have us? My dear Cecil, what do you mean?”
Joey nudged him with her elbow. “She means as adoptees, of course!” she told him with a grin, although her black eyes were very soft as she looked at Grainne. Cecil’s words had reminded her of Hilda Annersley’s comments on the subject some days before. 
“Would you like to adopt us as an honorary aunt and uncle?” Joey asked Grainne directly. 
Grainne wished she could throttle Cecil for putting her in this position. What was she supposed to say? She looked about her for a moment, and in the process saw both Len and Con watching her. That decided her. 
“Yes, please,” she said timidly. 
Joey reached out and drew the girl to her, where she planted a kiss on her brow. “There you are!” she said with a laugh. “You’re now one of our many adopted nieces and nephews. How many does that make it, Jack?”
Jack grunted. “I couldn’t imagine, Joey! Let’s see. Our own adoptees”- he grinned at Roger as he spoke-“and about half the school. I suppose one more won’t matter. Welcome to the bosom of the family, my child!” and he smiled at Grainne. It was a warm, welcoming smile, and Grainne felt that sense of security wash over her again. 
The rest of the evening passed in a blur for Grainne. They sat down to a delicious light meal provided by the inexhaustible Anna, and her minion Rosli, now promoted at last from the nursery. Then there had been paper games which had reduced everyone to hysterics- much to the annoyance of both babies. Gina was relatively used to noise by this time, but little Evie- Con had decided, with her mother’s agreement, that there were too many ‘Josephines’ in the family already, and so elected to use her daughter’s second name- bawled long and loudly, and Con had had to go to attend to her. When she returned, she found Grainne’s eyes fixed gravely on her, but beyond giving the girl a smile, she thought no more of it. 
There followed a sing-song, and Grainne, with her love of music, was in paradise. She listened to both Joey and Con sing with considerable awe, and refused Cecil’s pressings to sing herself, or in duet with the former. However, most of the songs sung were sung by all, and into those, Grainne threw herself wholeheartedly. 
Eventually the time came for going home to Die Rosen, and Reg went to collect the various coats, as the air could be chill at this time, and they had come prepared. Farewells were said; Len reminded everyone concerned that she would be offering Elevenses the following morning, and they all went home to bed.









CHAPTER SIXTEEN
	
A CONFERENCE

SATURDAY morning dawned bright and clear- so bright, in fact, that Len was awakened at half six and found it impossible to get back to sleep. Thoroughly irritated with her inability to take advantage of the week’s one lie-in, she swung her legs from the bed and padded through the French doors in order to lean over the balcony in the cool morning air. 
The sight of the view soothed her temper, and she spent several moments dreaming over the forthcoming day. As she had reminded everyone the night before, she was hosting ‘Elevenses’ that morning for the family and various others. Her parents she knew would not be there- not at first- as Joey had informed her the previous evening that she and Jack had to go down to Interlaken on business. Joey had been hugely annoyed by the whole thing, and Len grinned to herself as she remembered some of the riper phrases her mother had used to describe the family lawyer. 
	Her introspection at the balcony was rudely interrupted by the insistent pealing of the telephone, and Len muttered to herself as she went hurriedly to answer it. Reg was off duty today, but she knew that if the call was from a patient or the San, her husband would go, and she was in no mind to allow that to happen. 
	“Mrs Entwistle speaking,” she said smoothly.
	“Len! Just who I wanted. I’ve had a brainwave.”
	“What’s that then?” Len asked cautiously. Daisy could be unpredictable at times. 
	Daisy Rosomon, to give her her married name, grinned as she heard the wary note in her young cousin’s voice. “It’s a beautiful day,” she began cheerily, “and Mary and Laura have been agitating to go down to Thun these last few days. I know your mother and father are going down to Interlaken, so I asked them last night if they could give us a lift down. For some reason, the car isn’t working so they have to use Minnie. Claire and Phil are going, and so are the Courvoisiers. Would Grainne and Cecil like to join us?”
	“I’m sure they would,” Len returned cordially. “But Daisy, does this mean you’re not coming for Elevenses?”
	“Not at all. Eugen thinks that Biddy should go down to the lake for the day- you know she’s not been so well since the last baby came along, and I think he’s hoping she’ll perk up a little in the cooler air. With those two, the brats will have all the super they need!”
	Len laughed and agreed, and went off to ask the girls for their thoughts on the proposed trip. Grainne, who had had little opportunities in her life for water related sports, looked doubtful, but Cecil waxed enthusiastic and she was convinced. Len then returned to Daisy to confirm the details before hanging up rather thoughtfully. 
	Promptly at half past nine the by now rather battered old minibus that Jack Maynard had won some years ago drew up in front of Die Rosen. The girls were ready and waiting, although Len noticed that Grainne was looking a little pale. She drew the girl aside. 
	“Are you OK?” she asked in a low tone. 
	Grainne managed a smile and nodded, and Len looked at her rather doubtfully. “You don’t have to go if you don’t want to,” she remarked. 
	“No- I’m fine. Honestly! I just felt a little queasy.”
	Len looked alarmed. The last thing she wanted was for Grainne to rouse her mother’s ready curiosity by being sick on the trip down- although, admittedly, it could then be passed off as travel sickness. 
	“Is that all?” she asked. When Grainne assented, Len stood and thought for a moment. Then she bade Grainne to stay where she was, and dashed off to the bathroom, from whence she returned with a bubble pack. 
	“This should see you OK,” she announced briskly. “Reg gave them to me when I was having problems with Gina. They’re not prescription,” she added. “In fact, it’s not much different from a travel sickness remedy, but it should make you feel better.”
	Grainne attended to, Len was finally able to wave them off with a light mind, although she did find herself wondering from time to time how they would get on. Then she had to concentrate on preparing for her guests, who were to start arriving at half past ten. 
	The first guests to appear were Con, Felicity and Stacie Benson from Freudesheim. Felicity had been unable to go the previous evening, due to commitments in School, but since most of her form were going to Berne for the afternoon, she had felt quite comfortable with absenting herself- after following the usual procedures.
	The usually reserved Head Girl greeted her eldest sister with a smile that stretched almost ear to ear. “Oh Len! Isn’t this golluptious? It’d be even better if Margot was here,” she added wistfully, and Len laughed. 
	“Too much to hope for,” she said decidedly. “But come in, all of you! Con, let me take Evie,” and she removed the sleeping baby from her sister’s arms.
	“Who else is coming?” Con demanded as she curled up her long legs into a comfortable corner of the sofa. 
	“Let’s see. Ruey should be along shortly- I suppose she was still sleeping, Con? Then Auntie Hilda, Auntie Nell, Rosalie and Matey from School. Daisy as well. That’s all, I think.”
	“Quite enough too! What a scrum!” 
	At that moment the bell rang, and Len flew to answer the door. A moment later she ushered in the rest of her guests, with the exception of Ruey, who was famed for preferring late nights and late mornings when she got the chance. 
	At first, the gathering was taken up by an exchange of greetings and news between the School contingent and Con, but by the time the clock struck eleven, everyone had calmed down somewhat. 
	Len, suddenly struck by an idea, gazed thoughtfully at her guests. Then she moved over to where the Head was sitting beside her great friend and co-Head, Miss Wilson, and whispered a question in her ear. Miss Annersley nodded assent, and Len returned to her own place. 
	After a moment, she clapped her hands for silence. To her surprise, it worked, and she looked so startled that the entire company burst into laughter. She waved them into quiet again, and they looked at her expectantly. 
	“I’m afraid I’m going to change the tone of this gathering,” she told them abruptly, and Con glanced at her quickly. “Some, but not all, of you know that one of the girls in my form- Grainne O’Malley- is currently in a difficult position. This is as good a chance as we’ll ever get to discuss ways and means around the problem. I know it’s a School issue, but since we’re all family or friends here, perhaps you won’t mind if we take the opportunity to discuss what’s been quite a worry for us of late.” Her voice finished on a questioning note, and Con, Ruey and Stacie all indicated that she could continue. 
	“Before we start, let’s get Elevenses out. Felicity, would you be a pet and go and help Gretl in the the kitchen?” and Felicity, who realised well enough why she was being sent away for a few moments, nodded and disappeared to help Len’s housekeeper, younger sister of Rosli at Freudesheim. 
	“Why did you send Flixy away?” Con asked curiously.
	“You’re lucky Felicity can’t hear you!” her triplet retorted. “Simple. Because Auntie Hilda only gave the School a certain amount of information about Grainne’s background, and while I’m happy for Felicity to be involved in a discussion about solutions, I’d rather she didn’t hear everything we’re about to tell you folk.”
	Con’s dark eyes widened. “I-see!” she said slowly. “This sounds serious, Len. What’s happened? I rather liked that Grainne-child from what I saw of her last night.”
	Len nodded at her, and went on to give a detailed outline of Grainne’s circumstances as concisely as she could. She was interrupted half way through by the arrival of Daisy Rosomon, but as that lady already knew all there was to know, she simply nodded at her hostess and sat down quietly, allowing Len to finish her story. 
	Her guests sat in silence as she finished. Ruey, now quite awake, was the first to say something. “What a nasty, sticky, situation!” she observed, and Miss Annersley looked at her with interest, 
	“As you say,” she agreed. “Ruey, my dear, I’ve just had a thought. You’ve been teaching some years now. Have you ever come across anything quite like this? I must confess that I am at a loss.”
	Ruey grinned at her old Headmistress. “And I bet that’s something that’s not happened very often! Seriously, though, I have. It was last year. Only it wasn’t quite like this. One of the Sixth got herself into trouble- with one of the visiting staff, of all people! He, not surprisingly, got the sack. She had exams, so the Head didn’t want to chuck her out. I believe she thought that the girl had been taken advantage of, although it certainly didn’t look that way to me. So she stayed.”
	“But how did you manage?” Nell Wilson asked, deeply interested. Her co-Head had filled her in with all of the details regarding Grainne, so Len’s recital had not come as a surprise. 
	“First, of all, we found out if she wanted to keep it. It had to be asked,” she added defensively, as she saw the shocked looks on some of the other faces in the room. “She was a Catholic, so there was no question of- well, getting rid of it,” Ruey continued, going rather red. It had been one thing to discuss it in her own Staff Room; to do it before her own Heads was something else again. 
“Then, after it became too obvious to ignore, we sent her home –luckily she lived in the village- and she came in several times a week for tuition and worked at home by herself the rest of the time. She did very well too,” she added reflectively. “We were quite surprised. But that solution wouldn’t work quite so well for you, I suppose.”
Hilda Annersley looked thoughtful. “You know, the question of keeping the child had never even occurred to me,” she remarked. “But you do have a point. I suppose that’s a choice we need to put to Grainne. What are the options on that score, does anyone know? I have to admit I’m none too sure myself,” she finished with a smile at Ruey. 
Daisy spoke up. “It’s quite simple, really,” she said briskly. “If you’re going to approach it from that angle you want to know whether Grainne wants to go through with the pregnancy or not. I’ll do that. I think it’s best coming from someone medical?” and she raised her brows at the company. Len and Hilda exchanged glances, before both nodded. Matey, after a moment, did likewise. 
“If she says no, then we’ll make the necessary arrangements, and from your point of view, the problem’s at an end. However, from what I’ve seen of Grainne, I very much doubt whether she’ll go for that. Indeed, while it may seem on the face of things to solve the problem quite neatly, I’d go as far as to say that if she did choose to go down that road, I’d be a little concerned as to how it would affect her long term. 
“Assuming she says yes, she wants to go through with it, there are two options again. The straightforward one would be for the kid to be put up for adoption. I’m sure the Peters would be very glad to have another baby to care for, for example. Again, that would mean that once the birth has taken place, Grainne could come back to school as normal- so you would only need to consider the next few months, in that case. I only wish that child had a nicer family!” No-one noticed Stacie Benson look up as though to speak, but Daisy carried on and the moment passed. 
“The other option, I suppose, would be for her to keep it,” Felicity put in, having returned some time ago with the meal, but she had taken her place again so quietly that her elders had almost forgotten she was there in the interest of listening to Daisy speak. 
Daisy nodded at her. “Exactly. That’s now what you need to think about. Given the kid’s lack of supportive family, what are you going to do if she decides she wants to keep the baby? How will she manage to be both a mother and a student? What will the other girls think? Where will the baby go? Will Grainne be able to remain a boarder in school, or will she and the baby need to go elsewhere? If so, where? 
“There’s another side to this too.” Daisy paused, and her face became serious. “No matter what the circumstances, in the eyes of the world, she’ll still be an unmarried teenage mother. People can be cruel and Grainne’s a sensitive child. If- if, I say- you people decide you can and will continue to support her as you have been doing, then how will you prepare her to meet the comments she may face in the future? And now, I think that’s enough from me. Felicity, could I have some more tea, please?” and Felicity came to refill her cup, while the rest of the group considered what Daisy had said. 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

PROPOSALS

AFTER a short tea break, Hilda Annersley, who had been murmuring quietly to her partner, rose to her feet. The room fell quiet immediately, much to Len’s envy. She was a good disciplinarian herself, but she knew she lacked the sheer presence that was so much a part of the Head’s innate authority. 
	“Girls,”- Daisy and Stacie exchanged amused glances- “thanks to Daisy’s clarification of the situation, I believe we are now in a position to discuss possible solutions. Let us assume that Grainne decides to keep the child and bring it up. What options do we have in dealing with both? Remember Grainne must be able to combine motherhood with her school work, and we don’t want her social life to be ruined by this either. Any ideas to start us off with?” Hilda resumed her seat, and looked expectantly at them.
	There was a blank silence, and Nell Wilson grinned openly. 
	“Come, girls, this won’t do,” she told them briskly. “You aren’t prefects being asked to decide on this year’s Sale, so there’s no excuse for this!”
	There was a general laugh which eased the tension that had returned to the room with the end of the tea break. Then Len looked up. 
	“What about yourself, Auntie Nell?” she asked innocently, but with a twinkle. 
	“I did have one thought,” ‘Bill’ returned promptly, much to the disappointment of Len and Con. “Hilda, have you been in touch with Mrs O’Malley again this week?”
	Everyone looked at Miss Annersley. “I have.” Her voice was icy, and the younger members of the gathering shivered. “Rosalie sent a cable to her after we had Daisy over. The reply came this morning.”
	“Well?” asked Len eagerly. 
	“It wasn’t ‘well’ at all!” snapped Matey, who had been with Miss Annersley at the time. “It was very ill. The woman told us she washes her hands completely of Grainne, and that she was all ours. Or words to that effect. She said if we needed any money, to contact her bank, but otherwise not to bother her. Completely in character!”
	“Poor Grainne!” The pitiful comment came from Felicity, and they turned to look at her guiltily. Most of them had forgotten she was even there. She gave a faint smile. “You needn’t worry, you know,” she remarked. “I’ll keep it to myself. We’ve always been told to keep anything we hear about school out of school to ourselves,” she reminded the Heads, who nodded in agreement. 
	“Poor Grainne indeed!” said Con, ignoring the latter part of her sister’s speech. “What about her dad, Auntie Hilda?”
	“He doesn’t know she’s here.” The comment came from an unexpected source, and they all gaped at Stacie Benson, who flushed a little. “He doesn’t know she’s here,” she repeated. “That is, assuming that this Grainne *is* the daughter of Gerard O’Malley, who works in the Irish government?”
	Too astonished to speak, Len nodded. 
	“I met him a couple of weeks ago in Oxford when I was at those conferences,” Dr Benson explained. “We got to chatting. He told me about his daughter, who was at a Convent School in Dublin, and I told him about here. Surely if he knew she was here, he’d have said something?”
	“Why didn’t you tell us this before?” Matey demanded sternly, and Stacie wilted a little, before pulling herself together.
	“I didn’t get back from Oxford until yesterday morning,” she reminded the older woman. “Even if I had been here, I probably wouldn’t have made the connection- it was only what Hilda said about her parents that reminded me. And the name!”
	Miss Wilson looked at Stacie with interest. “Do you think he would help the child?” she asked abruptly. 
	Stacie shrugged. “I honestly couldn’t tell you. He didn’t say much about her. I got the impression that he cares for her, but because he spends so much time away from home, due to his job, he expects his wife or the school to see to her. I gathered as well that his marriage is hardly a satisfactory one, and from what you’ve said, it sounds like Mrs O’Malley is perfectly capable of not telling him about Grainne’s change of schools.”
	“Perhaps she didn’t want to embarrass him, due to the nature of the situation,” Rosalie suggested charitably.
	“Perhaps,” agreed Stacie. “I really couldn’t tell you one way or another.”
	“More to the point, do you know how we could get in touch with him?” Matey wanted to know. 
	Stacie shook her head. “I’ve no idea. Through the Dail, I’d imagine. I know he was going off again somewhere, but I’ve no idea where. Would you like me to make enquiries?”
	“If you could do that, Stacie, we’d be very grateful,” Miss Annersley said crisply. “In the meantime, we need to face the fact that regardless how good his intentions may be, Mr O’Malley may be of no more practical use to his daughter than his wife. Which brings me back to my original question. What should we do?” 
	“Reg is building onto this place,” Len told her. “It really is too small. She and the baby could always live here, if she wanted to, and travel into school with me on a daily basis. But I doubt the extension will be done until late autumn, which doesn’t help you much.”
	“Thank you, Len. We’ll bear that in mind. Anything else?”
	Felicity looked up. “Couldn’t she just stay at school?” she suggested. “I mean, it’s not as if no-one knows what’s happened and it has to be kept a secret, is it? We all know she’ll have a baby around Christmas time.”
	“Do you think the girls will accept that?” Len asked. 
	“I don’t see why not. They accepted what Auntie Hilda said the other day.”
	“Did they? Or did they only seem to?” mused Con. 
	“I think most of them accepted it. After all,” and Felicity’s eyes went to the Head, “Auntie Hilda asked them to be kind and to accept her back again. She said it wasn’t Grainne’s fault. They’ve mostly taken that on board, from what I’ve heard. All the more so,” Felicity added thoughtfully, “because it was Auntie Hilda who said it.”
	Everyone apart from the Head herself took this easily. She looked askance at her brevet niece. “Was that supposed to be a compliment?”
	Felicity grinned at her. “I suppose. What I mean, is that you made it clear that you believed that none of this was Grainne’s fault- and the School will take its cue from you. That’s all.” She gave a shrug, and Nell repressed a grin at Hilda’s bemused reaction to Felicity’s very matter of fact statement. 
	“Would Grainne and the baby staying in school be an option?” Nell demanded of Hilda and Matey. 
	Miss Annersley began to think quickly. “It could be,” she admitted after a moment. “There are those rooms near the San, Gwynneth- they’re not being used at the moment, are they? And they’re far enough from the dormitories and the sick rooms to prevent disturbance.”
	Matey looked uncertain. “How many rooms were you thinking of?”
	“Probably just the one. If Grainne and the baby slept together in a small dormitory- we could furnish it nicely for her- then she can still take a full part in school life, but have the baby with her- for a while, at least. Obviously it wouldn’t do as a long term solution, but hopefully we won’t need to think that far ahead.”
	“What would happen to the baby during the day?” Ruey asked from where she was cuddling her little neice. 
	“Jo could probably take it,” Matey said suddenly. “Alternatively, Biddy and Hilary could take the infant in with their own crowd. I’m sure they’d agree.”
	Len looked at the Heads. “You know,” she began hesitantly, “I’m probably not going to be the first married Staff member with kids. In time, there’ll be more. Would it not be an idea for the School to set up a crèche, attached to the kinder? If you did that, Grainne’s baby could go, and I’d send Gina as well.”
	“Evie too,” added Con. “When we’re here.”
	“That’s a good idea, Len,” Hilda said. “Biddy would send her small people to us as well. I know it’s an idea that has been discussed before from time to time, but as you say, chances are we’ll have more married Staff now, and they’d need to be provided for. Although that would apply for accommodation as well, of course. But we could certainly start some sort of small scale crèche in the autumn term and see how we get on.” 
	“And if Grainne’s near San and has any trouble, then Nurse and Matey are both on hand,” Felicity observed. 
	Miss Annersley agreed with this, but they could all tell that she still was not completely convinced. 
	Miss Wilson had had a sudden thought. She looked at her friend. “Hilda, supposing we don’t get hold of Mr O’Malley, what will happen to Grainne over the summer break?”
	“She’ll have to stay here, of course,” returned Matey. 
	Hilda gave her a faint smile. “She will, of course. I’d thought of that one myself. I know you Maynards are going to be well and truly scattered this summer, so you can’t help, but Nell and I aren’t going anywhere. Grainne can move into the Annexe with me. It might actually be rather pleasant,” the Head finished pensively. “You’ve no idea how eerie the School can feel when you’re there alone!”
	At that moment the sound of wheels could be heard. They looked at each other. “Probably Joey back,” commented Daisy. 
	“It is,” Stacie confirmed, having half risen to check. 
	“She’ll have to be told shortly,” Matey said. “But not yet. In the meantime, do we have enough practical ideas to put to Grainne? We want to give the child a choice!” 
	They agreed quickly that enough possible solutions had been evolved. There was little more they could do until Grainne herself was consulted, but Len had a sudden idea. “Auntie Hilda, could Grainne stay with me for a while before she decides one way or the other? Maybe if she actually experiences life with a small baby for a time, it will make the whole thing seem more real to her, and she’ll be in a better position to make a decision.” 
	This idea met with a certain amount of acclaim, and just as Hilda was telling Len to phone her later that evening to discuss it further, Joey Maynard entered in her customary breezy fashion, and they turned to other matters.

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

NEW EXPERIENCES

IT was mid afternoon by the time that Biddy and Eugen Courvoisier decanted Cecil and Grainne at Die Rosen. By that time, Len’s coffee party was finally starting to break up, and the School people were on their feet preparatory to leaving when the girls ran in.
	“Here they are!” said Len cheerfully. “Did you have a good time, you two?”
	Both girls nodded, and Matey examined Grainne with satisfaction. “Well, you look much better for it,” she stated. “A little less of a wet rag!”
	Grainne went pink at this very public reference to her health. 
	“Really, Matey,” said Len with mock severity, “haven’t you got any mercy? Embarrassing the poor kid like that!”
	Matey laughed- which surprised Grainne- and then apologised- which left her bereft of breath. 
	“Are you enjoying your weekend?” Miss Annersley asked kindly. 
	Grainne beamed at her, and Miss Wilson remarked, “Evidently you are, my child! Well, I’m glad you’re having fun- but I was sure you would. Hilda, are you coming?”	
	Miss Annersley nodded and joined her friend at the door. “Len, will you bring the girls to my salon tomorrow afternoon, please? That will be all, I think. Con, unless you would like to be torn limb from limb, it might be an idea to bring Evie over to school tomorrow at some stage. Yes, Nell, I’m coming! I’m coming now!” and with that, both Heads left, leaving the rest to laugh at their unceremonious departure. 
	Meanwhile, Len, seeing the bright colour in the cheeks of both girls, decided that unless Grainne herself said something, she would not mention the discussion that had taken place. Instead, she announced that since it was such a lovely evening, they were going to take a picnic and go to the Auberge for a while- and perhaps to have fun with the echoes. Both girls accepted this proposal with delight, and they all had to bustle to be ready, with the Freudesheim contingent returning there to plead for food from the indispensable Anna. 
	“What happens if there are school people there first?” Cecil wanted to know as she helped her sister with a basket. 
	“There won’t be. I asked. They went on rambles straight after church this morning, so they’ll all be back by now.”
	Cecil giggled. “Just as well! Can you imagine what it’d be like with *all* of us making a row? The echoes would go mad!”
	“Speak for yourself!” her brother in law retorted, having arrived in time to help them with the baskets. “I’ve never contributed to a row in my life, and I’m not having you break my perfect record, Miss Maynard!” 
	“Maybe Cecil was going to do something about that,” Grainne suggested quietly, but with a twinkle that made Len glance at her quickly, since this was the first time she had heard Grainne tease. 
	Cecil also was surprised. She gave her friend a grin. “Too right I would!” she agreed. “C’mon. Let’s run on with the drinks- we do have everything, Len, don’t we? I mean, you haven’t forgotten anything really important like the lemonade in all your fussing over Gina?” 
	“Cheeky brat!” Len exclaimed indignantly. “It’s as well for you that-“ but there was no point in continuing, since Cecil had simply thrown her sister a grin before taking Grainne’s arm and running off with her. 
	They had a lovely evening, and Grainne found herself relaxed enough by the end of it to agree to sing in duet with Cecil, for the benefit of the echoes. Afterwards, they were enthusiastically applauded, and both girls dropped exaggerating curtsies- this idea having come from Cecil, needless to say. By the time they returned to Die Rosen they were all exhausted from a full day, and the lights in the chalet went off quite early that night. 
	The following morning, Len called Grainne into the glorified cupboard that rejoiced under the appellation of ‘study.’ The girl followed her in with an anxious expression.
	Len sat down and smiled at her. “Sit down, do,” she laughed. “You’re  not in any trouble or anything!”
	Grainne gave her a tentative smile and did as she was bid. 
	Len looked at her gravely. “Grainne, this week we’re going to discuss your situation a little, and try to help you find a solution, OK? You’ll be told of some ideas we’ve had that might help, but you are under no pressure at all to agree to those ideas immediately, or indeed, to accept them at all. Do you understand that?”
	“Yes, Mrs Entwistle.”
	“Len! I told you I don’t answer to Mrs Entwistle at the weekend. Now, here’s an idea I’ve got for you. How would you like it if I asked the Head if you and Cecil could stay with me this week and go in as day boarders?”
	“Could we?” Grainne asked doubtfully. “But where would we sleep?”
	Len grinned. “I admit it’s a squash, and we certainly couldn’t do it long term, as things are. But for a week, we could manage if the two of you carried on sharing Gina’s room. We’ll leave her cot in Reg’s dressing room this week. Anyway, it’s not as if you’d need to bring everything over from school with you. All you need is your washbag and a few casual changes! Oh, and your uniform, of course!” 
	“What about prep?” Grainne was starting to feel a little anxious about her school work. The last thing she wanted was to end up with a poor report at the end of the term- that would not help matters at home at all!
	“You’d stay in school for Kaffee and for that, and then come here when the others go to their dormitories to change for the evening. That means you’d have supper here too, and also brekker in the morning. How does it sound?”
	“That’d be nice,” Grainne agreed. “But what about the others? Wouldn’t they say something?”
	“They might do,” her form mistress agreed. “But, really, it’s none of their business. And the Head has told them about your circumstances, so I think you’ll find you won’t get any comments from them. In any case, it’s not completely unheard of for Cecil to stay with me from time to time anyway, so if they’re really being awkward, tell them that I need Cecil at home, and asked her to bring a friend and leave it at that!”
	“And they can like it or lump it!” the Irish girl returned, so unexpectedly that Len couldn’t help laughing. 
	“Yes, although I wouldn’t say that around Miss Annersley, if I were you!” Len turned serious again. “I also thought, maybe you’d like to help me with Gina in the evenings? Cecil will help too- she always does- but it might help.” Len waited with some anxiety for the reply. 
	Grainne looked pensive. “She’s lovely. And I suppose it wouldn’t hurt.” 
	“Are you sure? You don’t sound very certain.”
	“It’s not that. But it won’t be the same, will it? It’s different when you know you can give it back. It’ll be different when it’s just me.”
	Len leaned over and took Grainne’s hands. “Listen. I don’t know what’s going to happen. But however it works out, you won’t be left to fend for yourself- I can promise you that. I mean it. I’ve known the Chalet School all my life- and they’ll take legal charge of you, if they need to, to make sure you’re OK!”
	“Would they really?”
	Len grinned briefly. “Oh yes. Besides, you can’t imagine that Matey would let you out of her clutches that easily, do you?”
	Grainne giggled. 
	“So it’s agreed then? We three- you, Cecil and I- have been invited to tea- or maybe it’s Kaffee, she didn’t say- with the Head later on today. Consider yourself privileged. She gives you the most gorgeous cakes when you have a meal with her! Anyway, we’ll talk to her about it. I did mention it to her yesterday, but then my mother arrived and we couldn’t say any more.” 
	Grainne was rather startled at this invitation, but since, as she told Cecil later, you could hardly say ‘no’ to your Head, they all turned up as requested. 
	Once they were seated, Cecil leaned over to her friend. “See what Len means?”
	“About what?” Grainne asked, puzzled. 
	“Look at the trolley.” As ordered, Grainne did so and when she saw the trolley laden with a variety of sandwiches, biscuits and cakes of all kinds, she started laughing, startling the Head.
	“What’s the joke?”
	Grainne blushed and didn’t reply, and Len took pity on her. “We just told her what it’s like coming to tea with you, that’s all!”
	“I still don’t see what’s so funny,” the Head protested, as she handed Cecil her tea. 
	“Cakes, cakes and more cakes!” Cecil told her impudently. 
	“Oh, I see. I’m glad you appreciate it!” and Miss Annersley practically grinned at her brevet niece. “Enough of this nonsense. Grainne, Mrs Entwistle- oh, Len, is it- has told me her suggestion for the week. I think it’s an extremely good one. In addition, Dr Venables wishes to see you again this week, and I’m sure you’d prefer to do that at Len’s. Finally, let me just assure you of one thing. No matter what happens, you’ll always have a home on the Platz. Next week, we’ll talk about that a little more. In the meantime, we’re trying to find out how to contact your father. Have you any ideas?”
	“My father? But- what about my mother?”
	Miss Annersley and Len exchanged a glance, and Grainne saw it. Her jaw hardened a little. “I understand,” she said with some bitterness. “She told you she didn’t want anything to do with me. I can’t say I’m surprised, but it would have been nice-“ her voice broke a little and she stopped to steady it. “It would have been nice if she’d shown some interest. But I suppose I can’t expect that much!”
	“I’m sorry,” the Head told her gently. 
	“Don’t be,” Grainne told her, still in a rather hard tone that told the her listeners that she was only just managing to hold on to her self control. “She’ll never change. I’ve given up hoping for it. I’ve always tried to please her and it never worked- I think I was always a disappointment, no matter what I did. At least now I can properly be a disappointment!” 
	Len and Miss Annersley remained silent. They did not know what to say. 
	“Your mum sounds absolutely beastly!” burst out Cecil, and for once she was not reprimanded for the forbidden word. “Isn’t your dad any good, at all?”
	Grainne gave a casual shrug that rather horrified Cecil, who thought the world of her own father. “I don’t know,” she replied simply. “He’s never really been there. I think he cares about me, but I don’t really know anything about him, and I’m sure he knows nothing about me.”
	“Even so, my dear, we still need to get in contact with him,” Miss Annersley told her. 
	Grainne shrugged again and looked so miserable that they nearly decided to abandon the questioning. “I really don’t know how to get in touch with him. I’m sorry, but I don’t! Honestly! I’m not sure I’d even want to see him, anyhow.”
	The two adults exchanged another look, and decided to leave it. Thereafter, in an effort to distract Grainne, the two Maynards embarked on a gentle teasing campaign aimed at the Head, and in the interest of watching them and laughing at the responses, Grainne forgot her own troubles for a time. 
	Later that evening she and Cecil were curled up on the settee, each armed with a book. Cecil was fathoms deep in the adventures of ‘Dimsie’, which she had discovered in the school library, whilst Grainne was trying to carry on with ‘Nancy Meets a Nazi’ and making rather heavy work of it, since she was could hardly concentrate. Len entered, and Grainne put aside her book to look at her. 
	“Did you want anything?” she asked politely. 
	“As a matter of fact, I did. You. Will you help me get Gina ready for bed?”
	Cecil looked up at this, but at a barely perceptible frown from her sister, returned to Dimsie and Co., leaving Grainne to respond. 
	Accordingly, Grainne found herself- rather clumsily- helping Len to undress the little girl and get her ready for her bath. She was astonished at the complexity of baby button fastenings, and even more surprised at how much one small child can wriggle. 
	“How on earth do you ever manage alone?” she gasped at last when Len had only just prevented her little daughter from rolling off the bed for the third time. 
	Len laughed. “Oh, it comes with experience, like anything else. Besides, don’t forget I’m the eldest in a long family. We three were nearly fifteen when Geoff and Phil arrived, and there had been the two Fs and Cecil before then, so we were all used to helping with the tinies from quite an early age. You’ll get the hang of it too, with time.”
	“But what if I hurt her?” Grainne protested. 
	“Babies are small, but they’re less destructible than you think,” advised Len. “They have to be! By the time they’re two years old or so, they can be into everything, so it’s just as well.” By that time, Gina had been placed into her bath, and Len handed the girl her baby sponge, with the words, “There you go! Give her a wash all over. I’ll hold her so that you can see how it’s done.” Eventually, after much splashing and clumsiness on Grainne’s part, the baby’s mother declared her to be squeaky clean, and bore Gina off to be dried, with Grainne watching avidly. 
	After Gina was dry, Len suggested that Grainne put on the baby powder, which she did with such enthusiasm that Len and Grainne herself ended up with a sneezing fit, and Gina contributed to the noise by howling. 
	“Oh, I’m awfully sorry!” Grainne gasped as soon as she had recovered. 
	“Don’t worry about it. It happens to every- ah-SHOO!” and Grainne giggled, with Len doing the same.  “Well, at least you can’t call it boring!” she remarked drily. “That’ll do for tonight, I think. Don’t want you to be overwhelmed with information and advice at this stage. I’ll just finish putting her nightclothes on and pop her in. You go on down and put the kettle on, and I’ll be with you in a moment.”
	“Oh, can’t I stay and watch?” Grainne pleaded. 
	Len laughed. “OK. But give Cecil a yell, will you, and tell her to put the kettle on. You might need to yell a bit loudly,” she added. “Cecil’s not a reader in the usual scheme of things, but when she does get absorbed, she’s usually in so deep that you need a deep sea diver to rescue her.” 
	Grainne giggled again and disappeared to give the order, before returning to watch the rest of Gina’s ablutions. When finally she had been put down for the night and they had rejoined Cecil in the salon, she realised that she was looking forward to the experiences of the coming week.


CHAPTER NINETEEN

AND STILL MORE!

TO Grainne’s relief, she found that Len had been correct in saying that her stay with the languages mistress would rouse very little comment. Most of the girls in Upper Iva had the sense and sensitivity to put two and two together and come to the right conclusion, and also to realise that voicing their opinions was unnecessary- at least in the hearing of either Cecil or Grainne.
	Hilda Randolph was, as might have been expected, an exception. When they realised that Grainne was not to be living in school that week, she made a remark to the effect that her own earlier assessment of the situation had been right, and for her part, she thought that was just the way it should be! Fortunately, Grainne did not hear this, but Cecil did, and she gave Hilda a look that made that young lady wish she had held her tongue. She knew that Cecil was quite capable of either speaking to the form prefect about it, or indeed, of going straight to the Head herself. However, Cecil had no desire to create further tensions, so she kept what she had overheard to herself, much to Hilda’s relief. 
	Grainne found to her dismay that the previous week had had a bad effect on her marks, and determined to throw herself back into her work. Luckily for her, Rosita had the sense to reason with her. 
	“That’s daft,” she pointed out. “The Staff know what happened last week. It wasn’t your fault! I don’t think they’d let it affect much. ‘Sides, you’re new, so you wouldn’t be going in for Form or Subject prizes in any case. I wouldn’t worry about it if I were you.”
	“But that’s not the point!” Grainne wailed as she sipped her milk- the conversation took place during Break. “There’ll probably be more interruptions. At this rate, I’ll never get a remove!” 
	Dorothy grinned at her. “I’m not so sure,” she remarked. “Apart from the last week, you’ve worked like a right slogger. And you were always in the top five. Myself, I’d be surprised if they didn’t put you up to Inter V with the rest of us.”
	“Confident, aren’t you?” jeered Cecil in response to this, and the rest of Break descended into a scrap between the two of them.
	In fact, although Grainne was not to know this until later, Dorothy was absolutely right. The Staff had determined to give Grainne her remove in the new academic year, and not just because of her work, as Rosemary Charlesworth, the History mistress, pointed out. 
	“Inter V, even though it doesn’t always seem like it, is a senior form,” she told the rest of the Staff one evening over their coffee. “Their timetable is more flexible than in the Middle School. As well as that, it is an intermediate form, so if Grainne needs to spend two years there due to her circumstances, no-one can say anything and it won’t hurt her education long term.” With which statement the Staff agreed. 
	Meanwhile, once school work was done, Grainne found that her evenings at Len’s were full. Len allowed both girls to help her with all aspects of Baby Gina’s care, and even went one step further and asked Con to bring little Evie over, so that Grainne could gain experience in handling a very young baby. 
	“She’s so tiny!” she marvelled, as she watched Con ‘burp’ the baby.
	Con laughed. “She’s bigger than she was when she was born! She really was tiny then. OK, then, are you ready to have a go at giving her a little feed and burping her?”
	“I won’t hurt her?” Grainne asked, as she had done with Gina. 
	Con laughed again. “No. I’m not going anywhere- if I think you’re dangerous, I’ll take her away from you!” and she gave the younger girl an impish grin that contrasted sharply with her usual dreaminess. 
	Reassured, Grainne took the baby from her mother, following the instructions given by both Len and Con on how to support the baby’s head correctly. Then she had to manage the bottle and all the various dribblings, before finally attempting to ‘burp’ the baby. The sisters had shown her two methods of doing this- one, by putting the baby over her shoulder, and the other by holding her in a sitting position. After some experimenting, Grainne decided she preferred the second option- although that was partly a result of little Evie ‘bubbling’ all over the back of Con’s soft pink jumper. By the end of the week, Len announced to Reg that Grainne had become reasonably proficient in feeding and winding a baby, if nothing else!
	On the Wednesday night, Grainne found she could not sleep. That afternoon, Len had caught her on her way between lessons to let her know that she was to be excused prep for once and that Daisy Rosomon would meet her in the entrance hall at the end of afternoon school. Grainne had been startled and anxious about this; it did not sound pleasant. 
	Her forebodings had been correct. After Daisy had supplied her with Kaffee und Kuchen, she had spoken to her gently about the range of options open to her. Some of them had shocked Grainne deeply, and she had said little to the doctor. That lady had returned her to Len’s with some anxiety that evening. She had handled the issue as sensitively as she could, but that did not prevent her going back to her own home feeling more than a little disturbed. Grainne had said very little, either during the appointment or on the way to Die Rosen, but beyond whispering a few words to Len telling her, there was little Daisy could do. 
	Grainne lay awake and stared into the darkness. She could hear Cecil’s soft breathing across the room, but knew there was little point in rousing her. Cecil was a deep sleeper as Grainne had already discovered in these past few days. What was she going to do? Would she, could she, follow one of the options Daisy had given her- to simply refuse to go through with it? Daisy had told her it could be arranged easily. As soon as she had given the word, an appointment could be made for her at the San. In a week’s time it could all be over. Part of Grainne- a very small part, but a part, nonetheless- was tempted. It would be so comforting to have the operation Daisy had mentioned, and for everything to return to normal. Yet Grainne knew, inside her, that if she did follow that path, things would not ‘return to normal.’ She would know what had happened, and that knowledge would change things irrevocably for her. But what to do?
	She made a sudden decision, and moved her covers back softly. Quietly, she left the tiny room she shared with Cecil and crept along the dark corridor to the little dressing room that was currently being used by Gina. Grainne opened the door as silently as she could, and padded lightly across the floor to stand and look down on the sleeping child. Len had told her that Gina disliked sleeping in total darkness, so the shutters stood open, allowing the bright moonlight to flood over the cot. 
	Grainne knelt down on the floor beside the cot and put her hand through the railings to touch the tiny girl. Gina moved, and Grainne froze. She had no wish for Gina to wake and scream. Then Gina snuggled down again, and Grainne could breathe easily once more. 
	She remembered all she had learnt over the past few days; remembered feeding little Evie, and the satisfaction of realising that the baby was comfortable and secure enough in her arms to drop off to sleep once she had been fed. For the first time, she thought ahead properly, and realised that in eight months time, she could well be responsible for a baby of her own. The thought terrified her, but at the same time, she did not want to take the route that Daisy had put before her. It was too drastic; too final. Grainne did not think she could live with the consequences of that action. She looked at Gina again. No, she could not do that. That meant she had to consider the other two choices Daisy had spoken of- allowing the child to be adopted, possibly by one of the families living on the Platz, or keeping it herself. 
	She was so deep in thought that she never heard the door open again, and it was only with difficulty that she prevented herself from yelling with surprise when she felt a hand touch her shoulder. She turned to see Dr Entwistle standing looking down at her. 
	“I-I’m really sorry,” she began, breathless from the shock. 
	The doctor shook his head and placed a finger to his lips. Then he beckoned her to follow him. Once they had reached the little room downstairs that he and Len shared as a study, he shut the door, switched on a lamp, and told the girl to sit down. 
	Grainne did so, and sat watching him. He removed his jacket and tie-he had been on duty at the San- and then rolled up his sleeves before sitting down himself and placing his feet on the desk. 
	“Is everything OK, Grainne?”
	“I was just thinking,” Grainne mumbled back at him. 
	He looked at her very kindly. “Can I help?”
	Grainne met his eyes for the first time, and relaxed. “It’s just I saw Dr Venables this afternoon. She-she said I don’t need to keep the baby if I don’t want to.”
	Reg kept his face carefully expressionless. “No,” he agreed. “She’s right there.”
	“I didn’t know what to do,” Grainne confessed. “I couldn’t sleep and I was thinking and thinking. And I thought that maybe if-if I did that, it would solve everything. But it wouldn’t, would it?”
	“Probably not,” Reg returned after a moment. Inwardly, he was surprised at how well she was reacting. From what his wife had said, he had expected a frightened child; instead he was faced with a girl who, although undeniably innocent, was approaching her problems with a maturity and gravity he had not seen in women several years her senior. His respect for her rose, and that was reflected in his response. “I grant you it would appear to solve the problem,” he told her honestly. “But- inside yourself, you’d know what had happened. When things like this happen, Grainne- you change. You can’t go back to being the kid you were. Even if you have the procedure- it wouldn’t change what’s happened inside you, to your mind and your feelings.”
	“That’s what I thought,” Grainne said, surprising him again. “So I’m not going to. But I still don’t know if I want to keep it myself. What would happen about school, for one thing?”
	“That could be arranged,” Reg replied, watching her face as he spoke. “The School would do their best for you.”
	“But wouldn’t my being there, with a baby, cause problems for them?” Grainne protested. 
	Reg looked sharply at her. “Has anyone said anything to you?” he demanded. Grainne flushed painfully and said nothing. After making a mental note to tell Len, or to speak to Hilda Annersley himself, he decided to leave it. Instead, he reiterared his assurance that the School would do their best for Grainne, and she nodded, apparently satisfied. 
	“Or I could have it adopted,” she said suddenly. “Dr Venables said there are people on the Platz who might take it. Who would they be?”
	“I’m not sure. The Peterses, maybe. They’ve had two adoptees already. Another possibility would be Dr and Mrs Maynard. Mrs Maynard loves to have young babies around, so she might. Or even Len and myself, assuming we can get more room.”
	“So it’d be well cared for,” Grainne said wistfully. She fell silent for a long while, and Reg sat waiting for her to speak again. Eventually she raised her head and faced him. “Can I ask you something?” 
	Reg grinned at her. “You may!” and Grainne relaxed enough to smile back at him. 
	“What could have caused this?” she asked abruptly. 
	“What do you mean?”
	“My cousin said she put something in my drink. Could that have happened?”
	Reg nodded. “Unfortunately, yes. There are some drugs being developed that dissolve in liquid, and they can cause amnesia- that’s forgetfulness. You don’t remember anything that’s happened afterwards. Some people manage to get hold of them, and they use them for ‘fun’. I think that’s what has happened to you, from what I’ve heard.”
	Grainne flushed a little as she realised how much he knew. Then she told herself not to be so silly. It had been perfectly obvious that Len had passed various pieces of information on to her husband, and at the moment she could only be thankful for that. 
	“I wish I could remember,” she whispered, and Reg looked at her with pity. 
	“There’s nothing I can say to make it better. Except that we’re all here for you.”
	She looked up at him and he saw her eyes were shiny from unshed tears. “I know. Everyone’s been so kind. I can’t believe how kind they’ve been.” She was silent another moment. When she spoke again, Reg had to strain to catch what she said. 
	“Will it hurt?”
	Reg felt a little awkward at the question, despite his years as a doctor. For a fleeting second, he contemplated rousing Len, but then banished the thought. Grainne had asked him, and as he looked across and met her anxious eyes, he pulled himself together and responded. “Yes. But there are drugs we can give you so that it’s not so bad. I’ve been told it’s more like hard work than anything else.”
	Grainne nodded, and managed a watery smile. “It’s a shame I won’t get good marks for it then!” and he grinned back at her. 
	“Do you feel any better now?” he asked gently, after another minute had passed. Grainne gave him a shy smile. 
	“Yes. Thanks for listening, Dr Entwistle. I still don’t know what I’m going to do. I just know what I’m not going to do. But I don’t need to decide straight away, do I?”
	“Indeed not!” he assured her. “You’ve got several months ahead to think on it- and your summer break is coming up. Lots of time then to think- without little distractions like schoolwork!”
	Grainne laughed, and seeing her look brighter for the moment, he decided it was time to bring the conversation to a close. It was nearly three o’clock in the morning, and Grainne had to go to school later on. He rose. 
	“Come along into the kitchen and I’ll make you some cocoa,” he suggested amiably. “And then you should try to sleep. I’ll send a note in with you in the morning for Mat- er, Matron, and she can send you to lie down for a time. Oh, and before I forget, my name’s Reg. Don’t let me hear you calling me Dr Anything in my own house again!” and with another grin at her, he rose and led her from the room to the kitchen, where they made their drink before departing bedwards.
	As Reg had predicted, Matron did indeed send the girl to sleep in her cubicle in Daffodil for a couple of hours the following morning, before sending her off to join the others with the injunction to come straight back to her if she felt tired again. Grainne, on the other hand, had been so relieved to escape from the little lady, of whom she was still rather scared, that she had no intention of doing any such thing. 
However, those who watched her throughout that day noted a new appearance of calm about her. “Almost as if she’s made up her mind on something,” mused Cecil, desperately curious but too well mannered to ask. She was not the only person to wonder, and more than one person heaved a small sigh of relief when Len finally passed on the information that Grainne had made one crucial decision. 

CHAPTER TWENTY

WINDING DOWN

THE rest of that week passed quickly for Grainne, and Sunday saw them spend the day at Freudesheim once again. Whilst there, Len took the opportunity to discuss Cecil with her father, and Jack had been rather horrified at how his fifth daughter had been feeling. He promised Len that he would deal with it, although not that afternoon, and his eldest daughter left his ‘den’ feeling much happier about it. For his part, when Cecil and Grainne made to leave with Len to return to Die Rosen, Jack gave Cecil an unusually close and long embrace. 
That evening, both girls returned to Daffodil, and the following morning 
saw Grainne return to a normal time table for the first time in a fortnight. She soon found that there would be no time in the few weeks left of the term to worry either about her marks or anything else. Tuesday saw the distribution of exam timetables in preparation for the following week, and all of Upper Iva threw themselves into an orgy of revision. They knew that if it was at all possible, they would all be moved up to Inter V, and some of the older girls- such as Hilda and Marjorie, both of whom were well over fifteen- were hoping against hope to do well enough in their exams to justify a double remove into Vb in order to be with their own age group again. Practically, they both knew it was unlikely, but there was a precedent, and they hoped it would work in their favour. 
	Exam week was strenuous, and the pressure created by the tests themselves was not helped by the great heat. Most of the girls wilted, and Matey, eyeing Grainne, seriously considered telling the Head that she was unfit for the exams. However, when she saw that Grainne was doing no worse than anyone else, she decided to hold her tongue. Matey was a sharp woman and she had eyes in the back of her head, as some of the girls were wont to declare. She had noticed the tensions – mild though they were- between Cecil’s gang and one or two others in the form, notably Hilda Randolph, and she was wise enough to see that withdrawing Grainne from this annual ordeal could potentially seriously damage her standing within the form, and she had no wish to do that. 
	On the Friday of exam week, the Crew gathered in their favourite spot in the garden, near Cecil’s tree. Cecil flung herself down under it. 
	“Whoof!” she gasped, causing a giggle. “It’s hot!”
	“I don’t see how barking helps,” Marjorie pointed out provocatively. But Cecil was too tired and hot to do more than grimace, and a potential scrap was avoided. 
	“I’m so glad the exams are over,” sighed Celine. “Now there will be no  more work to do until September!”
	Dorothy snorted. “Don’t let any of the Staff hear you say that. There’s still another fortnight to go!”
	“The prees either,” chimed in Cecil. “Some of them have Advanced exams, and they’re as cross as a whole bevy of bears with sore paws just now. I don’t want to get across them!”
	“What happens for the rest of this term?” Grainne asked of Celine. 
	The French girl gave a little shriek of horror. “But do you not know? There is much to do. Next weekend we have our Regatta, and then the Sale is the last weekend. I am looking forward to it.”
	“What’s the Sale?” Grainne asked curiously. Thanks to the disruption of the last few weeks, and her earlier absorption in her own affairs, she had never fully understood this. Of course she had heard references to this event, which she gathered to be a most important part of the Chalet School calendar, but beyond that she knew nothing. 
	The Crew stared at her. “Haven’t we told you?” Rosita demanded. 
	“No. I’ve heard it mentioned, but that’s all.” 
	“The Sale was started when Mamma was at the School,” Cecil explained. “It was to help the people of a poor parish in Innsbruck, and then later to fund a free child’s bed in my Uncle Jem’s San. That was in the Tirol. Now we raise enough money to help Papa run the Chalet School Ward,” she finished thoughtfully. 
	“What about the parish in Innsbruck?” Grainne asked. 
	“We still send them money,” Marjorie put in. “But now it’s mainly the San we raise money for. Sometimes we raise enough to keep back for the School, and then the Staff use it to buy us things. We can always vote what we want it used for, though. They say that since it’s thanks to us that the money is raised, we should have a say in how it’s spent.”
	“How is it thanks to us?” Grainne wanted to know. 
	Celine waved the piece of fine embroidery that Grainne had seen her working on in these past few weeks. “We make things. Like this. Some people can cook, and so they will help Frau Mieders with the baking. Matey always provides us with strawberry jam, and Old Girls- like Mrs Maynard and Mrs Graves- send us things also.”
	Cecil gave a giggle. “This year’s should be good too,” she observed. “You know what it’s going to be, don’t you?”
	The Crew turned looks of such interest on her that it was obvious that they did not know. Cecil giggled again. “They- the prees, I mean- have decided that since we’ve done everything else to death, the only thing was to have a Sale celebrating the history of the School. Especially since Auntie Stacie’s book is being released this week.”
	“What book’s that?” Dorothy asked. 
	“You’d know if you listened,” Cecil informed her austerely. “That one she’s had on the go for years- the one about the history of the School. Felicity knew that it was going to be published this summer, and she thought of it- having the Sale about the School, I mean.”
	“It’s a jolly good idea,” Rosita said pensively. “How are they going to do it?”
	“They’re going to have a big marquee in the middle. That’s going to sell copies of the book as well as this year’s Chaletian, and it’ll also have an exhibition of snaps from since the School was in Tirol. Good idea, isn’t it? An’ the people on the stalls that are on one side of the marquee will be dressed in the old brown and flame uniform that Mamma had, and then the other side will use our gentian dresses.”
	“What are we?” Dorothy demanded.
	“Brown and flame. Mamma is digging out all her old tunics, and the ones that Auntie Daisy and Auntie Robin used too, so we should have enough.”
	“What do they sell?” Grainne asked. 
	“Everything! Books, needlework, jams, toys, games, craftwork- lots of things. Then there’s the competitions. Like Tom Gay’s house. They do raffles too, sometimes. And we always put on entertainment like dancing and singing and so on. The men either go for a hike with Uncle Eugen, or they can hang around here and play clock golf in the garden.”
	“It all sounds miraculous!” Grainne announced, having picked this word up from Cecil, who got it from her triplet sisters, who had evolved it in their own schooldays.
	The rest agreed with this and the conversation drifted to considering what they would be doing over the coming weekend. As it happened, everyone, including the exam people- to their great annoyance- was sent on all day rambles on Saturday, and then they had dancing as usual on the Saturday evening. Sunday, true to Chalet School tradition, was a quiet day spent around the house. Upper Iva were not the only form to remember the upcoming Sale, and most people took advantage of the time to work on their own produce for the stalls. 
	The weekend after was the Regatta. This took place at the huge new swimming pool that had built at the San- the School’s own pool was not large enough for such an event. To the joy of the girls, the pool at the San was out of doors, and they had discovered during its first winter that the water froze across it and it was skatable. So for the first time since leaving Tirol nearly thirty years before, the Chalet School had skating again as a winter sport. In the meantime, as Joey Maynard had observed, the pool was nearly Olympic size and perfectly capable of taking anything they wanted to throw at it for the Regatta. To the Head’s relief, this did not include motor boat racing. The School had experimented with the idea some years previously when they were still using Lake Thun, but Miss Annersley had been only too thankful when this dangerous sport was dropped by common consent. 
	Seats and benches had been set up all around the pool, and those girls not taking part- which included Grainne- settled themselves down to watch in comfort. Several of the girls- and the Staff!- had brought large parasols with them, as indeed had Joey Maynard, who appeared with a very large and very red umbrella that recalled her own schooldays. However, they were careful to ensure that no-one’s view was blocked, so the authorities said nothing about it. 
	The Regatta involved a number of races that included all age groups in the School. This year, for the first time, a decision had been made to incorporate Old Girls into the actual event, and there was a new race specifically for them. Then there was the Senior Open, which could be entered by anyone over fifteen. This latter rule had been introduced so that Old Girls and Staff could also participate without making the whole proceding risky to the younger girls. However, as no-one took it very seriously, most people enjoyed watching it as it often became a comic event. 
	Once the ‘serious’ races were over, there came the ‘fun’ races which included amongst other things the infamous tub race, and this series of events- which Cecil and her younger sister Phil threw themselves into- usually reduced the spectators to hysterics, and this year was no exception. Grainne, starting to recover from her own giggles at the sight of Len Entwistle and Peggy Burnett ‘accidentally’ being capsized by Cecil and Phil, who went past them shrieking with delight, was startled to see Joey Maynard and Daisy Venables slide off their respective chairs to collapse on each other on the ground. Unfortunately for Cecil and Phil, Felicity Maynard and her great friend Lucy Peters took advantage of their preoccupation to dunk them in their turn, so a good time was had by all. 
	The final weekend of the term saw the Sale. The School would break up for the summer the following Wednesday, and the last few days would be taken up with a whirl of various tidying and packing activities, so lessons finished on the Thursday of  Sale week, to allow the girls all of Friday to prepare for the Sale the following day. 
	The day of the Sale dawned bright and clear. “Of course!” said Cecil to anyone who commented on it. “In all the years we’ve been going, we’ve only had one bad Sale day.”
	Len, who had come to check on her form, overheard this and grinned. “I remember that. That was the term that Erica and Claire came to us, and we had that awful storm and landfall.” Len shuddered at the memory, and then brightened up again. “But at least no-one was hurt! And as Cecil says, the weather’s been good every other time. Chances are it’ll stay good today!” and with a final look around at both their stall, and the stall keepers who check that their brown and flame uniforms looked as trig as they could possibly be, she gave them all a grin and went on her own way. 
	Grainne had been assigned the raffles on the book table. This included First Editions of Joey Maynard’s Tirolean stories, and Grainne was rather surprised at the amount of interest in them. In between handing out the tickets and taking the payment, she entertained herself by watching what was happening. The girls themselves had all the a chance to do some buying and looking on their own account early that morning, and Grainne heaved a sigh of satisfaction when she saw that the visitors appeared to be enjoying themselves as much as the girls had. 
	She had just finished entering a further handful of raffle slips when a shadow fell across her table, and she looked up to see Mrs Maynard herself, resplendent in her favoured lime green with a big straw hat atop her head. 
	Joey grinned at her. “Doing well, is it?” she enquired, with a nod at the displayed books that made her hat brim flap. 
	Grainne smiled back at her. “Oh yes, Mrs Maynard! Look!” and she showed the gifted authoress the pile of raffle slips she had placed into a cardboard box. 
	Joey’s eyebrows rose and she gave vent to a whistle. “Goodness! I didn’t expect them to do that well!” There was a look of such comical surprise on her face that Grainne couldn’t help laughing, and Mrs Maynard laughed with her. The she became serious again. 
	“So how has your first term at the Chalet School been?” she asked the new girl gravely. 
	Grainne met her eyes. “It’s been good. I’m glad I came.” It was simply said, and if Joey had not been appraised of Grainne’s true situation by both her eldest daughter and Hilda Annersley, she would have left it at that. Instead, she looked at Grainne with such penetration that the girl felt a little uncomfortable. 
“Listen, Grainne.” Joey’s golden voice was very gentle. “I just wanted to remind you of what I said to you some weeks ago.”
	Surprised, Grainne looked up at her, and Joey smiled before she continued. 
	“We agreed, Dr Jack and I, that you’ll be one of our adopted nieces. So make it ‘Auntie Joey’ in future, please!” and Jo flashed Grainne a mischievous grin. “The other thing I told you was that Freudesheim is our ‘happy home’ and that I hoped you would find it so. I just want to remind you of that. As long as you’re at school, and afterwards too, let Freudesheim be your ‘happy home’ for as long as you need it. And now I’m off to do some spending! Where are the competitions?”
	Grainne indicated the whereabouts of the competition stall before thanking Joey. Joey gave her a smile before vanishing towards the competitions stall, thinking deeply. 
	“I was annoyed when Len and Hilda said what’d been happening with that Grainne child,” she mused. “I thought I should have been consulted before.” Joey stopped and laughed ruefully to herself. “It just goes to show, Joey, my girl, that they can cope perfectly well with their own problems! And now to see what Tom’s done for us this year.” And so saying, she headed for the stall laden with the beautifully crafted doll’s houses that Tom Gay, an Old Girl, donated each year. 

CHAPTER TWENTY ONE

A FRIENDSHIP IS BORN

AS Rosita remarked later, the Sale was a ‘howling success.’ The School raised more than enough money for both of their charitable concerns, and, as Cecil said gloatingly, they would still have a good fifty pounds left over for their own ends. Prizes had been won by the deserving, and Con Richardson had occasioned gales of laughter by winning Tom Gay’s offering yet again. Miss Wilson had won Joey’s books, and promptly declared her intention of handing them over to the Sarah Denny Museum, much to the annoyance of Mrs Maynard, who protested that she refused to be any kind of a museum exhibit at this early date. ‘Bill’ ignored her, however, and the books were subsequently presented and displayed. 
	The Sale over, the School flung itself into a frenzy of packing and tidying up. Various girls trooped in and out of Matey’s room, begging permission to leave such and such a thing behind, as it was an ‘awful pain’ ‘lugging’ it home again. Matey had given Christine Willoughby- one of the supplicators- an awful glare, refused to consider it, and sent the disgruntled girl off with a reminder that it wasn’t too late to add a few more fines to the box. 
Members of Via trailed around looking miserable, as Felicity did not fail to point out. This was their last term at School, and when the coaches left on Wednesday morning, they would have left too as pupils. Via considered that Felicity, who was to have an additional year, was very heartless and told her so, before departing en masse to find somewhere where they could be miserable in peace, as Jean Morris said mournfully. 
Wednesday morning came at last, and Fruhstuck was earlier than usual to allow the coaches to depart on time. Those girls travelling back to the UK had a long trip ahead of them, and the authorities preferred that most of it should be done in daylight, if at all possible. All possessions apart from the contents of night cases had been sent on ahead, and the only dormitory work that needed to be done this morning was stripping the beds ready for the maids, so everyone was down in the entrance hall waiting for the coaches on time. 
Cecil, Marjorie and Grainne joined them, even though all three would be staying on the Platz. Cecil and Marjorie always enjoyed the opportunity to say last minute goodbyes, and Grainne had gone because they did. Now Cecil closed the big front door as the coaches rumbled down the drive, and shivered. 
“Brr. Spooky, isn’t it? It’s so quiet!”
“Not while you lot are anywhere around,” Matey assured them as she bustled up to them. Cecil only grinned at her. Matey in the holidays was someone to be taken considerably less seriously, and Matron, knowing what she was thinking, laughed at her and departed, with a reminder to them all to go and collect their own cases from Daffodil, so that the maids could get to work. 
Obediently, they did as they were told, and returned down the stairs- the front stairs!- to the entrance hall. Len was standing at the foot of the stairs, and she grinned at the three as they descended. 
“Who gave you lot permission to do that, I’d like to know?” she demanded. 
Cecil jumped down the last three steps in one go, and threw her arms around her sister. “I did! It’s hols now, Len, so don’t scold!”
Len laughed. “True for you. Marjorie, you’re coming with me. Cecil, scoot on home and unpack there. Grainne, the Head says you’re to go to her private salon now. You’re going ‘round to Freudesheim this afternoon, so mind you do as she tells you now. You don’t want to miss any treats Mamma may have planned!” 
After swopping farewells with the other three, Grainne turned- rather reluctantly- and went towards the Annexe. Once there, she went swiftly to the room that the Head had told her would be ‘hers’ from now on, and dumped her own bag. Then, checking that she looked presentable, she made her way to the Salon, where she found Miss Annersley enjoying a cup of tea and doing some fine crochet work. The Head put her work down and smiled at the girl as she entered. 
“Grainne! Cecil and Co get off, then?”
Grainne gave her a shy smile. “Yes. And Len says I’m going to Freudesheim later?”
The Head nodded. “Yes. I’ve got to go down to Interlaken with Miss Dene to place some orders for next term, and I didn’t think you’d like to come with me. Cecil will find you something to do, even if Mrs Maynard doesn’t!” She finished with a laugh, and Grainne grinned. 
Before the Irish girl could speak again, the salon door opened again, and Grainne turned, expecting to see Rosalie Dene. Instead she froze. 
Miss Annersley gave her a quick look. “Hilda! Come along in, my dear. Now, I’ve just been telling Grainne that you’re both to go over to Freudesheim later on today as I need to go down to Interlaken this afternoon. So suppose you both sit down and have some tea with me now, and then you may run along and change into some holiday clothes. No need to wear uniform, even if you are still in school!” and she laughed again as she poured out tea for each of them. 
Hilda, meanwhile, was fuming. Her own parents had had to go away on business at very short notice, and her father had contacted the Head to ask if she could look after her young cousin for a few days until they were home again. 
Miss Annersley, not knowing of the strain that had existed between her namesake and the Irish girl, had agreed easily. But now, as she looked from girl to girl, she groaned inwardly. It had been a difficult term and she was exhausted. She had no desire to spend her precious holiday time straightening out this complication. 
There was a tense silence. Grainne looked down and refused to meet anyone’s eyes. Hilda’s blue-grey eyes- so like the Head’s- glittered dangerously. The Head, looking at them again, made a decision. She set down her teapot and rose, and both girls rose with her. 
“Girls, I don’t know what’s happened between you. Frankly, I’m not sure I want to. I’m going to go over to St Mildred’s to talk to Miss Wilson for a time. When I get back, I hope you’ll be on speaking terms. We need to live together for the next fortnight or so until your parents return home, Hilda, and I don’t want to live in a strained atmosphere. That’s all I’m going to say, girls. Please act with the maturity I know you’re both capable of.” With that, she nodded to them and left the room, leaving two red faced girls behind her. Grainne had never heard the Head speak in that tone before, and Hilda, as her cousin, had carefully avoided trouble with her until now, and so had never expected to hear that voice. 
They eyed each other resentfully in silence. Both girls heard the door shut as Miss Annersley left the building. 
After a time, Grainne made the first move. “What’s wrong, Hilda?” she asked softly. 
Hilda turned a furious face to her. “This is all your fault! Why do you have to be here? I thought it was just going to be me and Auntie Hilda. And I didn’t even get the nice room,” she finished crossly. She had been put into the small room that Miss Wilson used from time to time, and while certainly more than adequate, it was not as daintily furnished as the lavender room that Grainne was using. 
Grainne looked at the other girl with startled eyes. “But- don’t you know why?” 
“No. I don’t even know why you’re still here, after what you’ve done. You should have been sent away!”
Grainne looked at the smoothly polished floor and bit her lip. She had not expected this. “The School didn’t really have any choice,” she said quietly, and Hilda glanced at her. 
“What do you mean?” she began uncertainly. “Why couldn’t you just go home? That’s what would happen in most schools.”
Grainne met her eyes honestly. “I know. It would have happened like that at my last school. But they couldn’t do it.”
“Why not?” Hilda asked, curiosity winning over dislike. 
Grainne shuffled her feet over the floor. “My mum doesn’t want anything more to do with me. My dad’s always busy. It’s partly my aunt’s fault that this has happened. Where else would I go?”
Hilda looked at her in shock. Her own parents loved her dearly, and she them, and she was certain that had she been in Grainne’s position, they would take her back. They’d be angry, undoubtedly, but there’d be no question of throwing her out. “How did it happen?” she asked softly, and Grainne realised that, almost for the first time that term, Hilda was speaking to her in a voice free of hostility. As quickly and as simply as she could, she told Hilda what she had told Cecil some time before- with the added benefit of her own additional understanding. 
Hilda listened thoughtfully. “I see,” she said eventually when the other girl had finished. “Now I understand why Auntie Hilda didn’t sack you. But why didn’t she tell us all this?”
Grainne looked shrewdly at the other girl. “Maybe she thought she wouldn’t need to,” she said quietly. The shot went home and Hilda blushed furiously.
“Grainne, I’m really sorry. I’ve been an idiot. If I hadn’t been so miffed with Cecil and her Crew, and the fact that you were part of them. I’d probably have realised some of this for myself. After all, I’m one of the oldest in the form.”
“Why were you miffed with Cecil?” Grainne asked in surprise. 
Hilda looked silly. “It-it sounds daft now,” she muttered, “but I thought it wasn’t fair that Cecil’s so popular and all, and I didn’t think it was fair that I was only put in Upper Iva when I should have been in Inter V at least, and I thought that was rotten seeing as the Head’s my cousin.”
“But that’s not Cecil’s fault!” Grainne protested. “And Marjorie’s as old as you, and she didn’t go up, and her mum’s an Old Girl and Old Mistress!”
“I know,” Hilda mumbled. “I think I’ve been too swollen headed. You see, in my last school I didn’t get on with anyone. I was like the lowest of the low. And then my dad said they’d decided to send me here to Auntie Hilda’s school, and – I guess it went to my head a bit.”
“But Miss Annersley doesn’t own the school,” Grainne protested, thoroughly perplexed. “She’s Head, but Cecil’s Auntie Madge is the most important person.”
Hilda managed a rueful grin. “I know that now! But I didn’t know it then. You see, all my dad knew about the school came from mostly my Auntie Nell. We hadn’t seen Auntie Hilda since my Uncle Edgar died, so my dad prob’ly forgot all he knew. So he just called it ‘Auntie Hilda’s school’ and left it at that.”
“And you thought that ‘cos you’re related to the Head, people’d like you, only it didn’t work out that way,” Grainne mused. “And then when everything happened with me, you thought it wasn’t fair that people were willing to put up with me and let me stay and –and everything.”
“Yes,” Hilda agreed. “And you’d made friends quickly and I-I,” Hilda stuttered to a stop. 
“You’ve learned that it doesn’t matter who you are, or who you’re related to,” came the Head’s voice from the doorway. She had returned with Miss Wilson some moments earlier, and they had been standing listening.
The girls turned to look at her guiltily as she entered, and she smiled at them. “Hilda, you’re finally starting to realise that you need to be liked for yourself, and that you can’t pretend or rely on your relationships with others indefinitely. Those things will take you only so far, and when it comes to it, they tend to fall away. 
“Grainne, you’ve learned- painfully- that while some people cannot be trusted, others can. You’ve also found- to your surprise, I think- that because, in spite of everything, you’ve been honestly yourself with the others, they have responded and you have made some very good friends here. I hope you’ll keep them always.” Miss Annersley smiled at them, and her partner took up the tale. 
“It strikes me that the two of you have both experienced loneliness,” commented Miss Wilson. “While I know that’s not so much of a problem for you now, Grainne, I think it has still been so for Hilda here. The two of you could be very good for each other. If Miss Annersley and I send you off to Karen to get some coffee and cakes for us, will you promise us that you’ll do some more talking there and back- and return in one piece?” The younger of the two Heads grinned at them, and the girls returned it slowly, before they both nodded.
 ‘Bill’ laughed at them. “So what are you waiting for? Miss Annersley and I are parched. Off you go!” and, as usual, she was obeyed on the word. 


CHAPTER TWENTY TWO

GRAINNE LOOKS FORWARD

SOME weeks later, Grainne woke earlier than her usual holiday rising time of half past nine. Wrapping her coverlet around her shoulders in a fashion that would have horrified Matey, she went to cuddle down in one of the Head’s big armchairs in the Salon, and look out of the French windows. 
	Hilda had returned home the previous week, and since the Maynard clan were not expected back for another fortnight, Grainne had little planned. She knew that the Graves and Courvoisiers would entertain her if necessary, but while she was friendly enough with Marjorie, and liked young Marie, several years her junior, she couldn’t help missing Cecil and the Crew. Now that she had got to know Hilda better, she found herself missing that young lady too, and moved restlessly in the chair. Now, finally, she could have that thinking time that Reg had mentioned, and she screwed her face into such a grimace that the Head gave her a startled glance when she entered. 
	“Grainne! What’s the matter, child?”
	Grainne jumped and looked sheepishly at Miss Annersley. “Nothing. I just realised I’ve no excuse now for not thinking stuff through. So I’m going to.” 
	Miss Annersley laughed as she sat down herself. “I see. Still, there can’t be any need to look like a gargoyle over it! Anything I can help you with?”
	Grainne shook her head. “Not right now. I think it’s something I need to do myself,” she added as Miss Annersley began to sort the mail which arrived as ceaselessly as ever, even though it was holiday time.
	“I see,” said the Head again, a little absently this time. Grainne grinned to herself and turned back to her view. 
	“Here’s one for you, Grainne,” said the Head presently, and Grainne looked up eagerly. 
	“From Cecil? Or Hilda? Or one of the others in the Crew?”
	“Your English!” the Head complained. “None of them. I know their writing, and I think this is from an adult- it doesn’t look like a child’s writing to me.”
	“Who would that be?” Grainne demanded, confused. “I don’t write to any grown ups!”
	“I’m sure Mrs Maynard and Mrs Entwistle would be flattered to hear that,” Miss Annersley returned dryly, and Grainne flushed and giggled. 
	“Well, you know what I mean!” she argued, and the Head laughed. 
	“Indeed I do. Suppose you open it and find out!” and she threw the letter across the room to where Grainne was sitting. Not surprisingly, she missed, and Grainne had to climb off her perch to retrieve it. 
	Greatly wondering, she ripped the envelope and looked curiously at it’s contents. The writing looked vaguely familiar, but it was not until she had reached the end of the first page that the penny dropped, and then she gasped with shock. 
	Miss Annersley looked up from where she was frowning over one of her own letters. “Who is it?”
	Grainne looked at her blankly. “It’s my father.”
	“What?” Miss Annersley left her chair and crossed to her pupil. “Does it give an address?”
	Grainne handed her the thin sheaf of papers. “No. It says he’s on the move. And- and that he knows. How could he know?”
	“Dr Benson must have succeeded in getting in touch with him!” the Head exclaimed as she skimmed through the letter. 
	“How would Dr Benson be able to do that?” Grainne asked. 
	“She’s met him at a conference a few times. When you said you didn’t know how to get in touch with him, we had to ask her. If you remember, I did say that we needed to contact at least one of your parents,” Miss Annersley reminded the girl. 
	“Oh yes. Can-. Sorry. May I have it back please?” and Grainne finished off with a grin almost as cheeky as one of Cecil’s, and the Head laughed as she handed them over. 
	“I’m going to keep you away from Cecil in future. She’s a bad influence!”
	“Are you going to tell Auntie Jo that?” Grainne asked so seriously that it took the Head a moment to realise that she was being teased. 
	“I haven’t decided yet.” She looked at her watch. “Miss Wilson and I are going for a walk this morning. We’ll be back in time for lunch. Will you be all right here?”
	Grainne said that she would be fine, and the Head went off with a light heart to meet her friend. “Who would have thought that that shy little misery of a girl could have developed so much in one term?” she mused. “It’s amazing what a little kindness can do!”
	Once Miss Annersley had left, Grainne looked at the letter again. She was astonished. Firstly, she was surprised that her father had even deigned to contact her at all. Secondly, she was touched that, although the phrases were stiff and stilted, her father had made it clear that he did not hold her responsible for what had happened. Furthermore, he had gone on to explain that he had not even known that she had been taken away from Holy Family until Dr Benson had contacted him, and he was deeply sorry for all she had been through. He could not get away for some time to come, but he hoped that Grainne would believe that he had her best interests at heart, and that she would allow him to correspond with him. He finished off by apologising for not being a better parent, and it was this last that made Grainne gape openmouthed at the letter.
	It was incredible the difference it made just knowing that one of her parents was even just a little interested in her, she thought dreamily as she watched Miss Annersley cross the garden to meet the Head of St Mildred’s. Grainne shivered as she remembered what had wakened her that morning. It had been a distinct flutter inside her, and, primed by both Daisy and Len, Grainne had known that it would happen at some stage. All the same, she had still not been prepared for how she would feel when she felt the baby move for the first time. Until now, everything had been hypothetical. She had accepted, in an intellectual and theoretical way, what had happened, but beyond her initial anger and hurt- and fear- she had not had much in the way of an emotional response. Now it stopped being an idea and became reality. In a few months time, there would be a real, live baby- hers. She still quailed at the thought of being responsible for another life, when she still felt herself to be a child, but at the same time she did not want the baby to grow up with the feelings of rejection that coloured her own childhood. 
	She remembered the two proposals suggested if she did decided she wanted to keep the baby herself. One had been that she move into a dormitory in school, with the baby and near the San, and continue a more or less ordinary school life. Grainne thought it sounded like a nice idea in theory, but she wasn’t convinced she would like it in practice. Neither did she like the idea of the entire school knowing that she was in a separate dormitory and why. Then there was what Cecil had said- that most new girls tended to come in the Autumn and Easter terms. Grainne shrank before the prospect of being the girl who was pointed out to others as the one who had a baby at school. No, the more she thought of it, the less she liked the idea. 
	The second suggestion had been brought up by the Entwistles. Reg had already started planning an extension onto his little chalet with his wife, and they had told Grainne that she could move in with them both before and after the birth, once everything was ready. It wouldn’t hurt Gina to have another small child in the house, Len had said firmly, and it would allow Grainne to continue school life with a semblance of normality. 
She could go in with Mrs Entwistle before Prayers, stay in School all day, and return to Die Rosen shortly before Abendessen. Len had also added that being a day pupil would not exempt her from school trips and entertainments and so on- and, indeed, that she would still be expected to participate in School life. The baby could be left at the new crèche the School was planning to start in September, and Grainne, like Len, would have the evenings to spend with her child. 
Best of all, from Grainne’s perspective, she would have Len’s help and support, and she knew that everyone else would also rally round. Maybe in the future, she’d be able to be a boarder again, although she didn’t see how, but this option, unlike the other, was a viable proposition. “At least,” she thought, “like Reg says, I don’t need to decide yet. It’s not coming until December. I can think some more between now and then, although I suppose I should have an idea by the end of September.” She smiled and snuggled up in her coverlet again, in spite of the warmth of the summer morning. Suddenly, the future was looking much brighter.

CHAPTER TWENTY THREE

EPILOGUE

IT was Christmas Eve. The snow lay crisply over the mountains and the sound of carol singing filled the air- even at the San.
	Grainne O’Malley lay on her side and looked dreamily out of the big window. She could hear the carollers singing ‘Silent Night’ and the beauty of the singing brought tears to her eyes. 
Beside her, in a crib, lay a tiny baby girl with a mop of dark hair and the blue eyes of all newborns. Grainne could scarcely believe she was real. After all the worry, panic and fear of the past months, she had been filled with a feeling akin to awe when she saw her little daughter for the first time. The unaccustomed feelings, on top of the pain of childbirth, had led to silent weeping- not sobbing or wailing, just a slow cascade of tears down her cheeks. Concerned, the nurses had taken the baby away from her, and Grainne had had to beg them to bring her back. They had demurred, and it was only when Grainne spoke pleadingly to kind Matron Graves that they had agreed. 
Moving slowly, Grainne raised herself and went to lean over the crib. She remembered the events of the last months; remembered the frightened child who had cried and sobbed when she had been told of her pregnancy. Now she looked back at that girl, and felt herself to be immeasurably older than she had been then. She knew that there would be hard times ahead; that, regardless of her special circumstances, she would face prejudice and possibly worse. But now she was strengthened. The kindness she had received from the School and the people at the San had begun to give her the emotional roots she had lacked, and slowly but surely she was developing a sense of security and self worth that would see her through further storms. 
A sound at the door of the private ward she occupied made her turn to look. There stood Len Entwistle and the Head. Grainne smiled at them, and Len came quickly to offer her a little support as she returned shakily to the bed. 
Once there, she smiled shyly at them. She had been so exhausted after the birth the previous day she had been allowed no visitors. Since she had slept the night through, she had not missed them. 
“How are you feeling?” Len asked eagerly, as she shed her coat, hat, gloves and scarf. 
“Tired,” Grainne told her with a laugh. “But- I’m happy,” and she looked up at her form mistress who gave her a very tender kiss. 
Miss Annersley came forward with a huge bunch of flowers that made Grainne gasp. “Wherever did you get those?”
The Head laughed. “Len and I went to Interlaken yesterday, and we got lots of Christmas roses for everyone. I saved an extra large bunch for you,” and she handed the flowers to Len, who had started poking in cupboards looking for a vase. 
Meanwhile, the Head had seated herself next to her pupil, and she scanned her face thoughtfully. Grainne was no longer a child, she decided, and it was as well that she, together with most of the Crew, had been promoted to Inter V in the Autumn term. That also had the advantage of allowing timetable manipulation, as the Senior timetables were easier to alter than those of the Middle School. 
Furthermore, it had effectively been decided that Grainne would have a second year in Inter V when the rest of her crowd had gone up to Vb. She had been told that, like them, she would start working for her GCE Ordinary Level exams the following year, but she would only take a few subjects- probably those she was strongest in. Therefore, she would be based in Inter V, but practically would take several subjects with Vb. “Although we may end up doing it the other way round,” the Head had commented when they were discussing it. “It might work better if Grainne is based in Vb with her own friends, and then goes down to Inter V for what’s needful. But there’s plenty of time to decide!”
Once Len had finished with the flowers, she came to perch on the edge of Grainne’s bed. “Not rocking you, am I?” she asked with a grin.
Grainne shook her head. Then, “Would you like to see her?” she asked them both, very shyly. 
“Of course!” Len responded promptly. “Why do you think we hared down here in this weather?” and she gave a laughing nod at the window. Six months before, Grainne would have reacted badly to this. Now, more secure in the affections of the women beside her, she only grinned. 
“In that case, Auntie Hilda can take her first!” she told her form mistress, and had the satisfaction of seeing that lady subside meekly. Grainne had been using the brevet title for the Head out of school since the summer holidays, as a natural result of spending the holiday with young Hilda, Len and Cecil, and hearing them refer to Miss Annersley by that name. She had drifted naturally into using it herself, and when she finally plucked up the courage to use it directly to the Head, as opposed to when speaking of her, that lady had laughed and said she may as well continue.  
Now the Head bent over the cot to gently lift the sleeping baby. Len leaned forward to hover over her. 
“She’s lovely,” the Head said softly. “Grainne, I know these last months have been extremely difficult for you, but I’d like to remind you of this: ‘All things work together for good.’” She paused and smiled. “I’m very proud of you, child.” 
“So am I,” Len echoed. “Auntie, you’ve been hogging her long enough. Let me have a hold now!” and Grainne smiled at them as the baby changed hands. At first, the easy raillery between the Head and the junior languages mistress out of school had startled her, but now she was used to it. 
“I call that a shocking lack of respect for your Headmistress,” Miss Annersley said with mock severity. “Don’t you think so, Grainne?” and she gave the Irish girl a twinkling glance. Grainne only grinned, and they became serious. 
“Gron, I’ve some news for you.” Len’s voice was full of suppressed excitement. 
“Is it nice?” Grainne asked warily. 
Len laughed. “Naturally, it’s nice. I wouldn’t be telling you anything nasty at this point in time, and *especially* not on Christmas Eve!” Grainne remained silent, and Len laughed again. “I’m not going to tell you.” She paused, and grinned at the puzzled look on the girl’s face. “I’m going to show you!” and with that, she rose and went to the door, where she beckoned excitedly to someone beyond Grainne’s view. 
Dr Benson, a flush in her cheeks and a light in her grey eyes that her friends had rarely seen there, entered the room. Immediately behind her came a tall man whose dark hair, changeable eyes, and resemblance to Grainne marked him as indisputably her father. She gasped with surprise, and Miss Annersley looked at her anxiously. She had not been certain that this was a good idea, but had been shouted down. 
Mr O’Malley came to stand by his daughter’s side. The Head made to rise from her place, but he waved her back to her seat. 
“Well, my Grainne?” 
Grainne’s only response was to raise her eyes to his, and he flinched as he saw the fear there. He deserved it, he knew- he and Elizabeth, and his jaw hardened as he thought of his wife, currently in the Caribbean. 
“Will you not introduce me to my granddaughter?” he tried again. 
Grainne stared at him speechlessly for a moment. This was the first time she had seen him for a long time, even though he had written to her from time to time since that memorable weekend at Die Rosen. She held out her arms to Len, who placed the baby there. Grainne looked down at the small face and then up to her father. 
“Here she is,” she said, almost in a whisper. 
Gerard O’Malley placed one hand on the baby’s head, and the gentleness of that gesture finally convinced his daughter. “Father?” It was very soft, but he swept them both into a tight hug, and the others made to leave. 
“No, please don’t,” he begged. “From what Stacie tells me, I have much to be thankful for. Especially for you, Miss Annersley, and Mrs Entwistle, too.” He looked directly at them. “I understand that both of you have offered Grainne and the baby a home here for the foreseeable future. I am more grateful for that than I can express. And that brings me to something I must tell my daughter.” He turned back to Grainne. Stacie went scarlet, and Len glanced at her quickly. 
“You mean-“ she began, hardly able to believe it. 
He smiled at her. “Yes, Mrs Entwistle. I’ve been able to pull some strings. I’m sure you’ve both gathered that my marriage is quite dead- has been for many years, in fact.” They nodded. “And then Stacie and I met each other for the first time in London last year at a conference, and it went from there. We never thought anything could come of it. I spoke to my lawyers last week and they say that because Elizabeth left without informing me of where she was going and what she was doing with our daughter, I can arrange a divorce or annulment on the grounds of cruelty and desertion.”
Everyone turned to Stacie, who flushed an even deeper red, if that was possible. 
“It will take time,” he said earnestly. “But eventually, we hope to marry. And, when we do, I’m going to resign from the Dail, and we’ll both move out here to the Platz. I know Stacie’s health is better for being out here, anyway. When we finally do that, I’ll be able to offer Grainne and the baby a proper home, with Stacie and I. As soon as the divorce is confirmed, Stacie will start looking for somewhere suitable. You’ll help her with that, won’t you, Grainne? And-and if you decide you want to stay at school as a boarder, that’ll be fine too. We’ll look after the baby for you.”
Grainne looked dazed. “Do you mean it?” she asked in a whisper. 
Stacie came forward and knelt beside the bed. She placed both her hands on the girl’s arms, which had tightened around the baby. 
“We mean it, Grainne. Your father and I-well,” she looked down, slightly embarrassed. She was a reserved woman, and found it difficult to discuss her feelings. “We want to be together,” she said softly. “And we want you to feel that you’ve got people of your own, up here. And we want to make up what’s happened. You’ve had to do a lot of it so far on your own, through no fault of yours- Miss Annersley explained. We won’t let it penalise you in the future. We’ll give you all the support you want or need. You can be in control.” 
Grainne looked at her gravely, and both her father and Stacie felt that maturity in her which Miss Annersley had sensed earlier. 
“Thank you. That’s good to know.” She looked down at the child she cradled. “I’m sure she’ll thank you too, when she’s older,” she added shyly. Grainne stretched out a hand to Miss Annersley, who still sat at one side, and smiled at Len, perched precariously on the bottom of the bed. “But most of all, it’s the Chalet School I need to thank. They’ve done more for me than anyone else. I hope you don’t mind me saying that, but even if you do, it’s true.”
Grainne’s father nodded in agreement. He could hardly do anything else. An awkward silence fell, but it vanished when Len gave a squawk and grabbed the coverlet, just in time to prevent herself from landing on the floor. The laughter dissipated the tension, and Len, now recovered, was able to turn to Grainne and ask naturally if she had decided what to call the baby.
Grainne smiled at them and held the baby up for a moment. She kissed the tiny girl on the forehead. “I’m going to call her Natalia Aine,” she told them. Her father’s eyes widened as he looked at her, and, almost for the first time, she gave him the full force of a direct smile. “Aine means ‘joy’,” she explained to the others, “and it was my grandmother’s name. You know what ‘Natalia’ means.”
“’Christmas Joy,’” Len whispered. “Has it been that for you, Grainne?”
The girl nodded. “Yes. In spite of everything. I don’t like to think of what would have happened to us if I’d gone anywhere else but the Chalet School. This is my way of saying ‘thank you’!”


THE END




