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      Dearest Darklings,

      

      This was the most collaborative project I’ve worked on since I was a makeup artist. It had been so long, I almost wondered if I’d find something as magical as a brainstorming session for a script or hashing out scene blocking again. 

      The authors who helped make this book a reality brought that magic. They brought the sparkle and shine and silky fur and polished talons and fluffed feathers.

      This was supposed to be something else, I thought—it was planned to be, at least. But soon after the authors and I started talking about vibes and world-building, I realized it was always supposed to be this. And I feel so very lucky that I was able to collect these voices for such a unique anthology.

      I hope you enjoy New Growl through the years as much as we all do. Not all of the animals spend their time there, but like many of our most famous cities, there are connections everywhere.

      

      
        
        —Elizabeth Mitchell
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      Two Sides of the Truth

      By Elad Haber

      

      
        
        Psst. Can you keep a secret?

        I saw her, that older bird, talking to one of the servant pups. They were being very familiar. Very friendly. You know what that means, right?

      

      

      The footpup produced a handkerchief from his breast pocket and held it to her, his eyes downcast and his head bowed.

      “This heat is murder, mum,” he said in his puppy drawl.

      Valeria, a Purple-Backed Starling of advanced age (but you wouldn’t know it), picked up the beige piece of cloth and dabbed at her forehead. “I wouldn’t know anything about that,” she said and handed it back to him. “Thank you for your kindness….” She let the question hang in the air like a secret.

      “Argus,” said the footpup.

      He was young, of course. They all were, in his position. When he got older, he would move on to another function in the house. Something less strenuous on the hips. Dogs were not built to stand all day.

      Argus’ pose and outstretched paw were perfection, a testament to his training. Valeria used Argus’ right paw to lower herself into the backseat of the car. Another footpup appeared to close the door and stayed standing while Argus stepped into the passenger side door. The car had a curtained divider, so Valeria had the illusion of being alone in the back, but she was comforted by the presence of the driver and Argus, in case any rough animals decided to waylay the vehicle.

      There was a time when such concerns were not warranted in New Growl. One could walk down any alley at any time of day or night without fear. Nowadays, though, the world is different. The world is dangerous. And fear had infected every element of the city, from the upper class to the lowly servants and the cocksure criminals that slithered and skulked in the shadows.

      Valeria fanned herself with a sensu, obtained on a recent trip to Asia. Cats done up with thick geisha makeup and kimonos adored a fan. Some posed provocatively, with their skirts hiked or showing half a shoulder. One particular bold feline licked her own paw.

      Valeria didn’t mind cats. Or dogs. In fact, she respected all animals who could appreciate her beauty. As usual, she wore one of her “stunning” dresses (that word had been used, verbatim, in an article about her). It was mint green adorned with tiny glittering diamonds, the front low, showing off her bosom, and backless, her brilliant purple plumage pushing out of her dress as if ready to scream. Her hair was dyed black for the occasion, makeup thick with color, her beak polished like the most expensive china.

      There was a party tonight. There was one almost every night, despite the sorry state of the city and its bespoke crime. The city’s noble class would not let petty concerns stop their fun. And besides, what would the newspapers print tomorrow if not the latest gossip? It was a service they were providing. A show. Money spent at the parties filtered down to the dressmakers, the chefs of the city, the liquor distributors. It was all very altruistic.

      Although, in truth, Valeria (after a significant amount of drink) might admit that she is getting tired of this life. So many parties in so many mansions, they all blend together as if she never actually leaves the party. It just pauses and then starts up again somewhere else. The drinks are always the same, the animals the same, perhaps with some minor reconfiguration. Some couples like to change it up and go to parties with someone else’s partner.

      There are whispers that those are just pretexts for other swaps that happen behind closed doors, but Valeria is never invited. She sometimes hears of after-parties in discreet locations. As if the formal party she goes to is just a precursor for the real gathering of the most elite.

      That infuriates Valeria. She should be in the innermost of any inner circle. While she is not as young as she used to be (aren’t we all?), she was once referred to—again, in an article—as the “most beautiful bird in the world.” In fact, Valeria still keeps that clipping near her at all times. She mounted the gray newsprint on a piece of thick vellum, shaded pink, with gold trim. She would show it to you, if you asked.

      She was once the star of any party she went to. Shuffled around to make sure she met everyone by the host. The one everyone looked at while they spoke in their tiny circles. Valeria was above all the small talk that took up the air in the room. She was a show bird. She was meant to be seen, not ignored.

      All her husbands had been wealthy birds. They adored her, showered her with gifts of homes and vacations. She misses some of them. She shuffles a portion of her wealth and time to charity, but not much. Her house, her servants, take up most of her time and money.

      And, of course, the parties.

      The car was barely moving through the city streets. Valeria was just about to question the driver when he slid open the curtain a bit to apologize for the delay, blaming all this “traffic” on “some grubby animal protest in the Bellows.” This was a new concept to Valeria. Traffic. Her servants drove her around, so she didn’t know where most things were in the city.

      The day had turned to night, and the omnipresent hustle and bustle of the city was changing, voyaging from a business day to a mysterious night. By the time Valeria’s car arrived at the main entrance of the house, the sun was gone, and the world was a muted blue. Her footpup rushed outside to open her door and help her up. Argus looked like he had another comment saved up, but a look from Valeria quieted him.

      The party was hosted in one of the newer brownstones that have been built in formerly poor neighborhoods. A chance for the Nuevo rich to show off their achievements. Valeria didn’t mind. It saved her the trouble of hosting herself.

      The door to the brownstone had a gothic affectation; twin gargoyles held the door in place in the midst of what looked like a battle, clenched fists and tails that looked like they would come alive from the stone and lash at her.

      Valeria took a long look at the street below, doubts grasping at her heart, as if the door closing behind her was somehow permanent.

      
        
        I saw something, too!

        I saw her disappear into one of the bathrooms. I don’t think she was alone.

      

      

      The parties had taken on a more layered approach these last few months. Someone threw a “themed” party, a strained appeal to “pretend like you’re in Paris” or some such nonsense, and the party throwers took it from there.

      Tonight’s theme is “Masquerade,” but it appears to be rather low effort. Across from the front door are two large vases with masks attached to small sticks. Valeria took her time choosing one. The artifice of a bird pretending to be another animal of lower worth was not appealing to her. Everyone knew birds were the best of the world’s creatures. She let out an audible sigh and settled on a poodle—a small white one with whiskers.

      Valeria placed the mask on the bridge of her nose and strode into the party. The grand living room was crowded with animals.

      Most of them held their masks at their sides like an afterthought, a few had one covering their faces. Valeria spotted a few masks facedown on a side table with a drink forgotten on top. So much for the theme.

      She spotted the host of the party and decided to play along for the time being. She tightened the poodle mask a little on her face and approached the Barristers, the couple who owned the house—a charming but aloof pair of egrets with their thin arms locked. The husband had a habit of staring, as most husbands did.

      “Woof,” she said as way of greeting.

      Mrs. Barrister burst into laughter. She gripped Valeria’s arm. “Thank you for playing along, dear.” She unlocked herself from her husband and led Valeria further into the house. “Have you been here before? No? Well, then, you must have the tour!”

      Yes, of course. The tour. Valeria usually sneaks away during the inevitable slow walk through the house, but today she’s right in the middle of it. No escape for her. There’s always some grand reveal in the tour. Some new household improvement, perhaps a new piece of art or sculpture or simply “the view.” She liked to guess what it would be as the hostess led her and a few hanger-on’s through the house and up to the second floor.

      “We just put in a new window in our bedroom,” swooned Mrs. Barrister to her guests. “You can see the whole park from there!”

      So there it is. The gaggle of guests walked up to the window and obliged with an “ooo” or “aww” sound to relay themselves properly impressed. It was soon Valeria’s turn. She glanced out of the window. It was true, the view of the park was nice, trees as far as she could see, but her attention shifted to something closer, down below in a courtyard at the back of the house. She could see a number of animals huddled together as if playing a game out of sight of their employers.

      They were all footpups in their tight-fitted outfits, their tails showing. One of them, a tall dark-haired pup, noticed Valeria and shouted something. She couldn’t quite make it out. She did a kind of exaggerated wave and then turned away, showing off her namesake purple plumage. There was a bit of applause from the courtyard below and then something loud, followed by shouts.

      “What was that!” exclaimed someone behind her.

      Suddenly the window was crowded with others peering below.

      “Was that a gunshot?”

      “What happened!”

      Mrs. Barrister spun on her heel and rushed out of the room. Valeria was right behind her. Normally, she wouldn’t get involved in something like this. But her servants were down there, and if they were at all involved, well, she was part of it now too.

      
        
        No one ever goes to her house. Apparently, all her servants are male.

        That’s what they say.

      

      

      The party was frozen in place as if someone had paused the world. Huddles of animals stood flushed to the wall, their drinks clutched but unconsumed. Conversation was halted, pending further information. The cheap masks were neglected on the floor.

      Mrs. Barrister, with Valeria and the tour goers behind them, rushed into the grand room, full of sound and fury. Even their clothes shouted their arrival, rustling and scraping across the polished floor. The lady of the house shifted her narrow head around the space, looking for insight.

      A door slammed open, and a group of servants came in carrying a body. The form was alive, whimpering and moaning. “It’s one of the footpups, mum! He’s been poisoned!”	Poisoned?

      Valeria felt glances fall on her. There were whispers she couldn’t make out, and she resisted the urge to follow their source.

      The servants carried him to one of the neatly adorned tables and dropped him on platters of aperitifs. Valeria strained to get a good luck at him between the crush of bodies. Fearful, she took a few steps forward. Argus, she thought. Please don’t be Argus.

      Someone moved, and she got a good look at the dark-haired pup who had shouted at her.

      Mrs. Barrister was clearly flummoxed. “We heard some shouting and thought someone had been shot.”

      One of the servants, a thin ape with bulbous cheeks, shook his head. “No gunshot, mum. We were all playing a game when we noticed this one—” He motioned to the footpup on the table. “—on the floor and gagging. Look at his coloring. Something inside of him is wrong.”

      Everyone strained to look. It was true. His fur was taking on a lighter tinge, color fading from his face. His moans suddenly became hacking coughs. Spittle launched out of his mouth, and his limbs danced as if he was possessed. And then, he stopped. Collapsed into himself in such a sudden and decisive manner, it was no question what had happened.

      The thin ape touched the pup’s neck and reached for his arm to feel for a pulse. He shook his head.

      “He’s dead.”

      
        
        You heard what happened to her husbands?

        All of them, poisoned.

      

      

      Always get a second opinion.

      They say that about medical diagnoses, but it’s also right about the truth. Never trust the first version of events. It’s rarely the whole story.

      For example, Valeria’s quiet car ride to the party tonight. What you heard earlier was not exactly true.

      The traffic was atrocious, and Valeria was bored. She asked the young pup to move to the back with her.

      “You have family in the city?” Valeria inquired of Argus.

      Argus shook his head.

      His eyes darted from the roof of the car to the seat and then back again. He didn’t know where to look. Should he look directly at her? That would be disrespectful. But she’s talking to him. Him looking away is disrespectful. But if he looks at her, his eyes might travel downwards across the curve of her beak, down the sinew path of her neck, and to the most interesting curves he’s ever seen in his life.

      No, it would be better to look away. And then he remembered she had asked him a question.

      “No, mum,” he muttered. “All my litter are out west, on the farms.”

      “Pity,” said Valeria as she stared out the window. “It sounds so sad, being alone in a big city.”

      Argus could feel the sadness around his mistress and wanted to cheer her up. “Oh, I don’t feel lonely at all. I have made many friends in the house. We’re all quite happy.”

      Valeria allowed herself a smile at his enthusiasm, but then she sighed. “If only…” She didn’t complete her thought.

      Argus leaned forward, sniffed at the air with his snout. “Is there anything I can do for you, mum?”

      Valeria extended one of her long limbs and gripped his thigh. “Actually…”

      
        
        Do you think it’s true, what they say about her? And her male servants?

      

      

      The ripple of rumor spread quickly through the party.

      Valeria kept close to Mrs. Barrister and watched as she became more and more distraught at this disruption of her party, when in fact this tragic turn of events would be all the talk for weeks if not months to come. She held the Mrs.’ hand as if it was one of her own children lying there on the table, squishing the buffet.

      Meanwhile, they whispered.

      Someone said they saw the deceased footpup conversing with Valeria earlier in the evening. Someone else spotted them entering a bathroom together.

      Partygoers nodded. That made sense, they told each other. It wasn’t the first time Valeria had been involved in a poisoning.

      Gasps.

      It’s true, they whispered, their voices taut, their eyes darting around to make sure only certain people could hear. She had been known to take a lover, and when she was done with them, they ended up poisoned. Do you know how many husbands she’s had? Ask around. Everyone knows. She even picked up a nickname, although no one would ever say it to her face.

      What is it? What is it? they pleaded.

      Venomous Valeria.

      
        
        She likes her husband rich. And her servants young.

        That’s what I heard, anyway.

      

      

      The partygoers continued to congregate in the great room. Perhaps some ancient animal intuition to stay near watering holes and avoid predators. All of the guests’ servants were brought in from outside and taken to a room near the kitchen.

      Valeria stood alone, but within earshot of the hosts of the party. Mr. Barrister finally decided to rejoin the party from wherever he had escaped to. They spoke in whispers. She heard the Mr. recommend calling the constables, but the Mrs. shook her head. Something about a scandal.

      Valeria cleared her throat. Sidled a bit closer to them. “She’s right,” Valeria said at a half-whisper. “You don’t want a scandal at your first major society party. People may think it’s unsafe to come to this part of town.” She enunciated with purpose.

      The Mrs. clutched at the pearls on her chest (really). “We can’t have that. You have to help us, dear. What do we do?”

      Valeria wrinkled her nose in thought for a moment and then said, “I’ll be right back.”

      She broke away from the huddle and moved towards the kitchen. She felt the eyes of the party on her.

      The small sitting room beside the kitchen was crowded with servants. They all hushed when she opened the door. Valeria scanned the room and locked eyes with Argus. He moved towards her, a wave of whispers in his wake.

      “Come on,” she said, and they exited the room together.

      
        
        I never trusted her. No, too pretty. Too flighty.

      

      

      “I’m scared, mum,” said the nervous footpup as soon as the door closed behind them.

      Valeria touched his arm, aware of eyes on them. “Don’t⁠—”

      “But what if⁠—”

      “Shh,” she hushed him. “Come with me.”

      Valeria veered Argus away from the guests and through a series of hallways around the grand living room. Whispers chittered from the sides of the room like nighttime cicadas.

      They found an unoccupied sitting room. The closing door echoed in the sudden silence of the party. Everyone strained to listen. A few people walked by the door, their steps slowing as they crossed it.

      No sound emerged.

      As if afraid of waking a baby, the party guests moved towards the door to catch a whisper, a cry, a moan, any hint of the mystery beyond the door.

      After a few long minutes, the doors fanned open. Valeria and her footpup emerged and escaped in different directions.

      
        
        Some animals demand attention. She’s the worst of them.

      

      

      There was something else we didn’t tell you.

      Another encounter between Valeria and the footpup. It was a few days ago, late at night when the house was asleep. Valeria will sometimes wander her house (the top floors anyway) in a shift dress, slight and see-through, with only a wineglass as company. A tall and dark form emerged, and Valeria shrieked. Argus, standing, woke and shook his head, his eyes full of questions.

      He started stammering something. “I’m sorry. I sleepwalk. I always⁠—”

      “What did you say?” Valeria interrupted.

      “I said—” panted out Argus. “I’m sorry, mum. I always sleepwalk in new houses.”

      Valeria crossed her arms to cover herself. “You shouldn’t be up here.”

      “I’m sorry,” he said again, and went to leave.

      “Wait,” she said. She pointed to a nearby couch. “You should sit down.”

      Argus didn’t argue. He collapsed onto the couch. He wiped his nose with his paw, then sat himself upright. Valeria sat next to him. He was wearing a white t-shirt and pajama pants, some puffs of fur showing. She moved closer and closer to him until their thighs were grazing.

      
        
        Does she have any friends? Anyone who knows intimate details?

      

      

      Amidst the gossip spreading like hors d'oeuvres, another door opened, near the kitchen, containing the gathered servants. They fanned out towards the buffet tables.

      The lord and lady of the house rushed to the servants, demanding to know where they were going, what they were doing.

      The servants were a wide selection of animals, usually subservient species. Yet they dressed in finery and acted more regal than even the highest noble. In a word, they had class, despite their social status.

      So when one white-haired canine with glasses over his massive nose spoke with authority, they all listened.

      “He was one of our own. We will take care of this.”

      A group of the other servants were already gathered around the dead pup. As if they were removing the main course, they leaned in, picked him up, and proceeded to funeral march him out of the house.

      The Barristers said nothing. The party guests were enthralled, watching the play happen. When the door closed and the last servant exited, all the guests seemed to relax and moved towards a loose gaggle in the center of the grand room. The whispers became exultations.

      
        
        Between you and me, I don’t trust any animal with wings.

      

      

      Later, Valeria emerged from a side door to the back patio. The electric lights were on, and she followed a trail to the detached servant’s quarters. She knocked on the simple door.

      There was a hush from beyond the door, and it opened just a crack. It was Argus, waiting. He motioned her in.

      They were crowded in there, the servants just as curious to the night’s events as the party guests and the newspaper readers tomorrow morning.

      Valeria nodded at the crowd, then turned to Argus.

      “How is he?”

      “Grateful, mum,” said Argus. “With the money he earned tonight, he can venture back home to see his wife and newborn.”

      “And the potion?”

      “I destroyed the rest of it just like you told me to.”

      “Good.” Valeria turned to the watching animals. “And all of you, I hope we can count on your discretion.”

      They nodded and smiled.

      Argus made a kind of grunting sound. His eyes darted to all sides as if bracing for an attack.

      Valeria trained her eyes on him. “You have concerns?”

      “No, mum. I have no reputation to uphold. But I worry…” He got out that last part painfully, as if speaking from the heart for the first time. As if the truth was something simple that can be told, instead of a multi-faceted crystal that changes based on the angle of the onlooker.

      “I worry about you,” he said, finally looking at her. “You have a name and friends here. They’re already gossiping about you. And tomorrow, with the papers, they’ll be so much talk.”

      Valeria simply smiled. “Isn’t it glorious?”
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      Our Song

      By Beth Cook

      

      “Witness testimony, August 30th, 1926, New Growl. Please state your name and species for the record.” The local boar officer, Higgs, waves vaguely to the doe typist in the corner taking down every word.

      I clear my throat. “John Latif. Leopard gecko.”

      “Ha! John, huh? Not Abu Mohammed Al-Something?”

      “Just… John.” My father’s family fled to England when he was young, and he insisted on his children having English names. Nowadays, as nation after nation was declaring independence and ousting the English from their ancestral homelands, my father doubled down. English names, dress, schools, jobs. “They will always see us as other, my son, but at least they will see us as safe.”

      The British mastiff, Detective Williams, sits head and shoulders taller than me. The case is now serious enough that Scotland Yard sent him on the week-long journey across the pond. “Thank you, John. Can you tell us if you were at Fluffner Hall on August 19th?”

      “Yes. That is, partly. My employer had me running errands that morning.”

      “Mr. … Ruvido Wingley? Can you identify your employer in these photographs?”

      The first shows a teenage kingfisher, stiff and stone-faced in the uniform of some boarding school for the daughters of lords. The next shows the Ruvido I know, a slightly older kingfisher, jacket slung over a chair and shirtsleeves rolled up, cheeks puffed out mid trumpet-blare.

      “Yes, that’s him.”

      Williams nods. “Legal name Lady Rosemary Wingley.” He slides the photos back into his files. “Mr. Latif, do you believe your employer had any particular grudge against the late Lord Fergus Fluffner?”

      “Oh, he—sorry, ‘late’?” I suppress the urge to lick my eyeballs and blink hard instead. “We must never seem too reptilian when surrounded by mammals.”

      Higgs slurps his coffee. “Oh, didn’t you hear? Guy turned up fried to a crisp.” He tosses another photograph onto the table. A twisted, blackened body. Flesh burned away down to a permanently screaming lagomorph skull.

      “Wingley blames the whole thing on a ghost,” sneers Higgs. “But ghosts don’t start fires, bub. We want the facts."

      Williams pours me a glass of water. “Let’s start back at the beginning.”
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        * * *

      

      I arrived at Fluffner Hall in mid-May. I’d been hired by Ruvido’s father, Old Lord Wingley, as his son’s personal assistant and business secretary. His father was reluctantly willing to reintroduce Ruvido to society as Young Lord Wingley if he could manage to keep out of mischief. I thought that’s what I’d signed up for—a straightforward business relationship with a spoiled rich kid staying with family friends for the summer.

      The door opened, and a disheveled kingfisher in a loose robe blinked at me. “Oh, right, that’s today.”

      “Well, howdy!” His flushed companion, a saucer-eyed toad with an American drawl, waved.

      Ruvido and Melody led me through the enormous house, stepping over loose music sheets, empty wine bottles, and a snoring tiger with a tuba pulled down over his eyes.

      “Officially, it still belongs to the Fluffners. Lady Fantasia, the last Fluffner resident, was an unmarried eccentric and general disappointment to the family,” Ruvido said with admiration. “When the Bohemian wave hit, she converted her ancestral home into a music hall and opened its doors to famous maestros and penniless strummers alike.”

      Melody took a short blonde wig off a bust of Mozart and pulled it onto her bald amphibian head. “Fantasia died in 1886, but the residents here have sorta… permanent squatters’ rights. Maybe you’ll even get to meet her some day,” she added with a wink.

      “Ah ha!” A wild-haired, round-bellied red squirrel hopped onto the bannister of the grand staircase, slid all the way down, and was suddenly inches from my face and shaking my hand.

      “Cornelius Walnuttington at your service, Master of Ceremonies at Fluffner Hall, and president of the Order of Visionary Devotees to Revitalize Audiophilia.”

      Ruvido laughed at my stunned expression. “Cousin Corny, this is my new business secretary, John Something.”

      “Latif, sir. Pleased to meet you.”

      “Welcome to Fluffner Hall, Mr. Latif! My family’s been organizing concerts here for generations.”

      I later learned that at some point, the employer-employee lines were crossed and made the Walnuttingtons technically family, if only with begrudging acknowledgement from the Fluffners.

      “Which reminds me—Ruvido, Melody, I’ve just received word that the New Growl chapter will be joining us this summer! Now that we’ve had the whole place fully modernized and electrified,” said Cornelius, “they’re bringing all sorts of incredible new recording equipment. It’ll be the reunion of the century!” Cornelius turned back to me. “Tell me, young man,” he said with a waggle of his enormous red eyebrows. “Do you like jazz?”
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        * * *

      

      Snap! I flinch as the memory of my forbidden jazz records breaking in my uncle’s furious hands brings me back to the present.

      “Mr. Latif, did you ever meet someone named Calliope Scherzo, alias ‘The Feral Diva’?”

      Oh.

      Shit, don’t hesitate. “Yes, sir.” I try to remember Ruvido’s coaching. “How to cooperate with a police investigation without ratting anyone out.” “She made an appearance at the New Growlers’ jazz exhibition.”

      “And was that the only time you encountered Ms. Scherzo?”

      Damn. How to lie without lying? Everyone staying at Fluffner Hall knew the Feral Diva was Cousin Corny in a huge red wig, makeup, and gown. To the outside world, he was merely a harmless eccentric.

      “It was the only time I spoke with her personally. She was one of many notable guests.”

      “What did you speak about?”

      “Just standard introductions.” Yes, she introduced herself. She also introduced me to the soul-igniting miracle of live jazz, marijuana, eyeliner…

      “And when did you first meet the late Lord Fergus Fluffner?”

      “The following week, sir, upon his arrival at Fluffner Hall.” The sneering, sniveling worm of a mad hare in a pencil mustache and a wardrobe of plaid suits that conveyed all money and no taste.

      “Did you ever witness any animosity between Lord Fluffner and Ms. Scherzo?”

      Besides the countless arguments, passive-aggressive notes, and drunken threats between distant cousins who hate each other but are forced to play nice in public? “Detective, I do not wish to speak ill of the dead, but Lord Fluffner had a remarkable talent for inspiring animosity in everyone.”

      Williams asked more about Fluffner’s time at the hall, and I stuck to the facts, leaving the rest unspoken. “He wrote to announce his arrival the following week as the new owner of Fluffner Hall.”

      His father had let Cornelius stay and run things according to Lady Fantasia’s wishes, but upon his father’s death, Fluffner arrived to claim his inheritance and return it to a seat of British nobility. “He brought in new staff from his own estate.”

      Alfie, the ancient rabbit butler, was the only paid servant left from the old days, and in the decades since, the hall had adopted a merry anarchy with all residents contributing to its upkeep. When Fluffner dismissed Alfie, Corny promptly hired him back as a singer. But we saw how frightened Fluffner’s own staff were of his wrath and retaliation. In reintroducing the hard lines between Upstairs and Downstairs, Fluffner hoped to end dozens of inter-class parties, friendships, and love affairs, though really they just moved to the servants’ quarters.
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