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CHAPTER ONE
The Secret School!

The classroom was very quiet. Through the big
windows on one side could be seen the leafless trees
of the Saxony Garden, white now with the first
snowfall?, But not one pair of eyes strayed from?® the
history books which twenty-five little girls were
studying so earmestly. |

It was not that they feared the teacher, Mademoiselle?
Tupalska, though she did have a plain face and a
severe manner®. On the contrary, “Tupsia,” as they
called her behind her back, was much admired by her
pupils. For this was the year 1877, and the school was
in Warsaw, PolandS®.

A large part of Poland had been conquered by Russia.
It was forbidden to teach Polish children the history
of their own country or even their own language. But
Tupsia was doing just that, although the Russians had
spies everywhere in Warsaw.

A shaft of pale November sunlight crept along
the rows ot schoolgirls’. They were all dressed alike
in navy-blue serge® with starched white collars®. The
sunbeams turned to gold the light hair of one little
girl in the third row, and played among the curls that
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had escaped from her tight braid.,!* But Marya Sklo-
dovska, whose nickname was Manya, never noticed,
She was deep in the book!' she was reading.

Suddenly there came the faint socund of a bell. With
a start, Manya came back to the present.'? She listened
fearfully. Was it the signal? Yes! Two long rings, two
short rings.

Every head came up. Quick hands grabbed all the

Polish history books off the desks and scooped up'® all
the papers, Four girls ran along the rows holding out
their aprons. The books and papers were tossed into
the aproas,* and the four scampered!® through a door
leading to the boarding students’ rooms.
. The other girls swiftly took sewing materials from
their desks. They scattered thread, needles, and scissors
about.'®* With hands that shook a little, they began to
embroider!? little squares of cloth,

‘Tupsia shot a last look!® along the rows of desks.
Then she picked up a big book printed in Russian,

Just as the four girls who had hidden the Polish
books returned to their seats, trying not to pant,!? the
outer door opened,

- There stood Inspector®® Hornberg, who had been put
in charge by the Russians of the private schools of
Warsaw. He was & bulky, heavy man dressed in a
tight-fitting yellew and blue uniform.? His close-crop-
ped hair outlined 2 bullet-shaped head and a fat face,*

« 2 .



And when Manya saw his cold, steely eyes .behind the
thick glasses, she felt sick with fear and hatred.>?®

With the inspector was Mademoiselle Sikorska, the
directress of the school. Mademoiselle Sikorska was
outwardly calm as she glanced at the teacher and the
pupils, But inwardly she was terribly anxious. There
had been so little time to warn the class of the imspec-
tor’s arrival.**

But the inspector found nothing inside the desks
when he lifted a 1id?*® here and there as he walked along
the rows. And the young hands that held the embroi-
dery squares did not .tremble now. The twenty-five
-girls sat quietly as Tupsia calmly invited Inspector
Hornberg to take a chair,?s

“We have two sewing classes a week, Mr. Inspector.”
she explained, “I read to the children while they
work.”

“And what have you been reading to them this week,
Mzdemoiselle?” Inspector Hornberg demanded,

Tupsia held up the book. “Russian fairy tales,”?” she
-said.

The inspector gave a grunt of approval.?® “Now,” he
-said, “I should like to question one of your pupils.”*®

Manya's heart pounded,®® and she tried to seem smal-
ler behind her desk.®

“Please, please don’t let it be me,”*? she thought, in
panic, But she knew it would be. Although Manya was



only ten, two years younger than the other girls in the
class, she was by far the best student,®® and she spoke
Russian very well,

“Manya Sklodovska, please stand,” Tupsia ordered
quietly,

Manya rose from her seat without a word, but she
was tense and trying not to tremble. She felt so hot
that she wondered if her face had gone red.®

“Recite the Lord’s Prayer®—in Russian,” Inspector
Hornberg snapped.®®

Manya recited the prayer without hesitation in a low
voice, trying not to show her feelings,

“Now name the members of the Imperial Russian

»

family,” the inspector ordered.
- “Her Majesty the Empress, His Imperial Highness the
Czarevitch Alexander. His Imperial Highness the Grand -
Duke—"

“That will do,”® Hornberg interrupted. “Name my
title, "8

“'ysokorodye,”®® Manya answered,

The inspector puffed out his chest a little,*®

*Now tell me,” he demanded, “who is our ruler?”

Manya’s face went pale, and her deep-set gray eyes
flashed angrily before she quickly lowered her eye-
lids.* She opened her mouth, but the words would not
come,

“So, my little Polish patriot, you do not wish to tell
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me who rules over us,” the Russian inspector szid,
scowling.*? “Answer me!”

Manya swallowed hard,*® and at last she could no
longer keep her voice from trembling, “His Majesty
Alexander II, Czar of All the Russias,” she said.

“That is more like it,”** Hornberg grunted, rising from
his chair. “Now, Mademoiselle Sikorska, I wish to visit
.one of the other classes.”

»

“Certainly, Mr. Inspector,” Mademoiselle Sikorska
..a‘greed and led the way to the door onto the landing.*s
The inspector followed without a backward glance.*®
When the door had closed upon them, a sigh of relief*
ran along the rows of frozen schoolgirls.*® They began
1o stir again.

Mademoiselle Tupalska looked over at Manya, who
had returned to her seat and now sat limply* behind
her desk. “Come here, Manya,” she said gently.

Manya stood up-and walked to the teacher’s desk.
Tupsia’s homely face®™ was full of pride and pity.
Without a word, she put her arms arQund the little girf
and kissed her,

Manya burst into tears.®!
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CHAPTER TWO
The Towar of Chairs

When school was over for the day’, Manya and her
sister Hela ran to the cloakroom for their heavy coats
and mufflers®. Hela was two years older tham Maaya
and very pretty.

“You did well today®, Manya,” Hela said, winding a
bright red muffler over her shining hair*. “For a
moment, though, I was afraid you were going to refuse
to answer the inspector.”

“l would not dare refuse,” Manya said bitterly,
stamping her feet into her boots. “But how I hate his
fat, pig face!”

“Are you ready? Come along then,” Hela said gaily.
“We mustn’t keep Aunt Lucia waiting.”

Madame Sklodovska. the children’s beautiful mother,
was very ill, and loyal Aunt Lucia was in the habit
of calling for them at the school®. She was standing in
the snow at the foot of the steps now, waiting. Hela
ran to her, full of excited chatter® about the inspector’s
visit. Manya followed more slowly, still upset and
unhappy.

Aunt lL.ucia glanced at the silent little girl and said
cheerfully, “How would you children like Lo go dowan

. 8 =




to the Vistula’ and help me pick out apples for the
winter?”

“Oh, good! Geod!” Hela cried happily. “May I pick
out the apples, Aunt Lucia? May I?”

“And 1 too?” Manya asked timidly. Her gray eyes
were shining now,

“Of course, you may both pick them out,” Aunt Lucia
said, “Now, let us walk fast. It is bitter cold today.
And besides, we shall want to stop at the Chapel and
say a prayer {or your dear sister Zozia.”

Zozia, the oldect sister, had died two years before.
Manya, who was the baby of the family? thouzht no
one in the world could cver tell such wenderful stories
as Zozia had. The little girl missed her keenly., even
though she still had Ilela, her brother Joseph®, and
her favorite sister, Bronya,

Walking rapidly, with their schoolbags swinging from
their shoulders, the two sisters and their aunt crossed
the Saxony Garden. They entered the old section of
Warsaw,!°

Here the snow covered high, peaked roofs and tufted
the elaborately carved gray-stone fronts with white, !
They came to the Chapel of Our Lady'? and climbed
the old, uncven red-stone steps.

Inside the church, Manya knelt near her sister and
her aunt and prayed for Zozia’s soul. Then she added

another prayer, to ask God not to let her mother die.
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But in her heart, Manya knew that this was one
prayer God might not grant.

Qut in the cold afternoon air again, the three picked
their way carefully down the slippery steps that led to
the Vistula River.'®

“1 see them!” HHela exclaimed joyously, pointing to
two long, narrow boats on the swirling'* yellow water.
The boats were loaded with great piles of shining red
apples.

“All right, children, go and tell the master of the
boat on this side of the pier'® that you wish to pick
out your own apples,” Aunt Lucia said. “And be very
careful to select the {irmest ones.”

Manya and Hela skipped'® over to the man who stood
by the nearer boat. He was swinging his arms against
the cold" even though he was bundled up warmly.?® He
gave the girls a large basket, and they went to work.

“If you find a rotten apple, throw it in the river,”
he told them cheerfully.

The children soon filled the basket with fine red
apples. They chose one each to eat on the way home.
Then Aunt Lucia paid the boatman and handed the
brimming basket to a ragged boy'® who was standing
near by. She gave him a coin and told him to take the
basket to the Sklodovski apartment?® on Carmelite
Street.

When Aunt Lucia and her nieces reached home, the .
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boy had come and gome, It was five o'clock, time for
tea, The dining room was crowded, for besides Professor
Sklodovski and his family, there were ten boy boarders.

Manya sighed, remembering the peaceful, happy days
when they had lived in a large, quiet apartment with
no boarders. But that was before her father had had
trouble with the director? of the Russian school where
Proiessor Sklodovski taught physics. Now, his salary
had been lowered, and he was forced to take in?? board-
ing pupils to make enough money to care for his
family.?8

Manya and Hela took off their snow-crusted* boots
and hung up their coats and mufflers in the hall
closet.”® Then Hela joined the others around the steaming
tea urn.?® But Manya first tiptoed®” along the hall to
her mother’s room. She opened the door carefully.

“Mamma is sleeping. I must not wake her,” she
thought, peering over at her mother, who was lying in
bed with her eyes closed. Cautiously, so the door would
not squeak,?® Manya closed it and tiptoed back down
the hall, When she reached the dining room she made
her way* arcuad the long mahogany?® table to where
her rather sat,

“Ah, my little Manya.” the professor said, his eyes
lighting as they rested on his favorite child. “You have
color in your cheeks today, little rascal.®® I am glad.

You have been too pale lately.”



