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Praise for The Housekeepers


			‘Flawless, lawless fun’

			KIRAN MILLWOOD HARGRAVE

			‘Prepare to grow hungrier for justice with every page you turn’

			NINA DE GRAMONT

			‘Imagine Ocean’s 8 had an illegitimate baby with Fingersmith – a big fat diamond of a book’

			ERIN KELLY

			‘Kept me hooked ’til the last page. The strong, determined and memorable female characters pull you into their web of intrigue’

			JENNIFER SAINT

			‘Fun, fast-paced and totally immersive, The Housekeepers is a rare jewel worth coveting’

			EMMA STONEX

			‘A rollicking romp of a book, tinged with fury, sadness and mischievous delight’

			CLAIRE NORTH

			‘Anyone who relishes a good party gone wrong – will devour this’

			SARAH PENNER

			‘I cannot tell you how much fun you’ll have with this book. A riotous, explsoive mashup of Bridgerton and the Ocean’s films, with perfectly drawn characters. Glorious’

			BOBBY PALMER

			‘I’ll miss these resourceful, cunning ladies, the strength of their sisterhood and their collective pursuit of freedom. I badly needed them to win and cheered myself hoarse’

			CHIKODILI EMELUADU

		

	
		
			
About the Book
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			UPSTAIRS, MADAM IS PLANNING THE PARTY OF THE SEASON.
DOWNSTAIRS, THE SERVANTS ARE PLOTTING THE HEIST OF THE CENTURY.

			When Mrs King, housekeeper to the most illustrious home in Mayfair, is suddenly dismissed after years of loyal service, she knows just who to recruit to help her take revenge.

			A black-market queen out to settle her scores. An actress desperate for a magnificent part. A seamstress dreaming of a better life. And Mrs King’s predecessor, who has been keeping the dark secrets of Park Lane far too long.

			Mrs King has an audacious plan in mind, one that will reunite her women in the depths of the house on the night of a magnificent ball – and play out right under the noses of her former employers . . .

			THEY COME FROM NOTHING.
BUT THEY’LL LEAVE WITH EVERYTHING.

		

	
		
			For my mother, for getting me started.

			And for Tom, for cheering this book 
every step of the way.
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			Friday 2nd June 1905

			Park Lane, London
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			Mrs King laid out all the knives on the kitchen table. She didn’t do it to frighten Mr Shepherd, although she knew he would be frightened, but just to make the point. She kept good knives. She took excellent care of them. This was her kitchen.

			They had scrubbed the room to within an inch of its life, as if to prevent contamination. The tabletop was still damp. She could feel the house straining, a mountain of marble and iron and glass, pipes shuddering overhead.

			She reckoned she had twenty minutes until they threw her out. Madam was awake and on the prowl, up in the vast ivory stillness of the bedroom floor, and they were already late with breakfast. It was important that Mrs King didn’t waste time. Or endanger anyone else. She didn’t care what they did to her – she was past caring about that – but troubles had a way of multiplying, sending out tendrils, catching other people. She moved fast, going from drawer to drawer, checking, rummaging. She was looking for a wrinkle in things, a missing piece, something out of place. But everything was in perfect order.

			Too perfect, she thought, skin prickling.

			A shadow fell across the wall.

			‘I’ll need your keys please, Mrs King.’

			She could smell Mr Shepherd standing behind her. It was the odour that came off his skin, the fried-up scent of grease and gentleman’s musk.

			Breathe, she told herself. She turned to face him.

			He made an excellent butler. But he’d have done even better as a priest. He had that air about him, so tremendously pious. He stared at her, feasting his eyes on her, loving every minute of this.

			‘Good morning, Mr Shepherd,’ she said, voice smooth, same as every morning.

			Mrs King’s rule was: choose your first move wisely, and you could steer things any way you liked. Choose it badly, and you’d get boxed into a corner, pummelled to pulp. Mr Shepherd pursed his lips. He had a strange mouth, a nasty little rosebud.

			‘Keys,’ he said, holding out his hand.

			Straight to business, then. She circled him, making her approach. She wanted to capture a picture of his face in her mind. It would be very helpful later, once things were properly underway. It would give her all the encouragement she needed.

			‘I’m still doing my rounds, Mr Shepherd,’ she said.

			He took a tiny step back, to preserve the distance between them. ‘No need for that now, Mrs King,’ he said, eyeing the door.

			The other servants were eavesdropping in the kitchen passage. She could feel them, folded just out of sight, contained in the shadows. She placed them like chess pieces in her mind. The chauffeur and the groomsman in the yard, the housemaids on the back stairs. Cook in the pantry, entirely agitated, twisting her handkerchief into indignant knots. William, sequestered in Mr Shepherd’s office, under close guard. Alice Parker upstairs, keeping well out of trouble. Each of them watching the clock. The entire house was waiting, motion suspended.

			‘I never leave my work half finished, Mr Shepherd,’ she said as she slid round him. ‘You know that.’

			And she made for the door.

			She saw figures scattering, ducking into pantries and offices. Her boots echoed hard on the flagstones. She felt the cold, damp breeze coming down from the back stairs and wondered: will I miss it? The chill. The unforgiving scent of carbolic on the air. It wasn’t nice, not at all, but it was familiar. It was funny how you got used to things after so much time. Frightening, even.

			Mr Shepherd followed her. He was like an eel, heavy and vicious, and he moved fast when he wanted to.

			‘Mrs King,’ he called, ‘we saw you in the gentlemen’s quarters last night.’

			‘I know,’ said Mrs King over her shoulder.

			A steep staircase ran from the kitchen passage up to the front hall. She kept her eyes fixed on the green baize door at the top. It was a partition between worlds. On the other side the air thinned and the light became frosted around the edges. ‘Don’t go up there,’ called Shepherd.

			Mrs King didn’t care for this. Being ordered about by Shepherd made the inside of her nose itch. ‘I’ve things to check,’ she said.

			He continued to follow, sending a tremor through the staircase.

			Come on, thought Mrs King, chase me. 

			‘You stay right here,’ he said, reaching to pull her back.

			She stopped on the staircase. She wouldn’t run from Shepherd.

			He got her by the wrist, his stubby fingers pressing into her veins. His breath smelled stale, but she didn’t recoil. She did the thing he hated most. Looked him straight in the eye.

			He said, ‘What were you doing last night, Mrs King?’

			Shepherd had begun balding over the years, and all he had left were scrubby little hairs dotted right across his brow. Yet still he slicked them with oil. No doubt he waxed them every morning, one by one.

			‘Perhaps I was sleepwalking.’

			‘Perhaps?’

			‘Yes, perhaps.’

			Mr Shepherd loosened his grip slightly. She saw him calculating. ‘Well. That might change things. I could explain that to Madam.’

			‘But, then again,’ she said, ‘perhaps I was wide awake.’

			Mr Shepherd pressed her wrist to the banister. ‘Keys, Mrs King.’

			She peered up at the green baize door. The house loomed over her, vast and unreachable. The answer she needed was up there. She knew it. Hidden, or sliced into bits, but there. Somewhere. Waiting to be found.

			I’ll just have to come back and get it, she thought.
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			She took him to the housekeeper’s room, her room, and he stood guard in the doorway, blocking the light. Already it seemed to belong to her past. It wasn’t cosy, just cramped. On the table was the master’s present to her. Four weeks before, she’d marked her birthday, her neat and tidy thirty-fifth. The master had given her a prayer book. He gave them all prayer books, with gilt edging, satin ribbons.

			She held her head up as she handed Mr Shepherd the keys.

			‘Any others?’

			She shook her head.

			‘We’ll see to your personal effects. You can come and collect them in . . .’ He considered this. ‘In due course.’

			Mrs King shrugged. They could inspect her bedroom and sniff the sheets and lick the washbasin all they liked. Even give away her uniforms, if it pleased them. Serge dresses, plain ribbons, tight collars. You could construct any sort of person with those. Best to choose a new name, they’d told her, when she’d first arrived, and she chose King. They frowned, not liking it – but she held firm: she chose it because it made her feel strong, unassailable. The Mrs came later, when she made housekeeper. There was no Mr King, of course.

			She kept her navy coat and her hat pins, and everything else she folded away into her black leather Gladstone. There was only one more thing she needed to remove. Pulling open a drawer in the bureau, she rummaged for a pack of papers.

			She threw them on the fire. One neat move.

			Mr Shepherd took a step. ‘What are those?’

			‘The menus,’ said Mrs King, all the muscles in her chest tight.

			The packet was held together with a ribbon, and she watched it darken on the fire. Red turning brown, then black.

			‘The what?’

			She turned, fixed him with a stare. His eyes were hurrying around the room, disturbed, as if he were looking for things he’d missed, secrets stuffed and hidden in the walls.

			‘For Miss de Vries’s ball,’ she said.

			Mr Shepherd stared at her. ‘Madam won’t like it that you did that.’

			‘I’ve settled all the arrangements,’ Mrs King said with a cool smile. ‘She can take it from here.’

			She studied the ribbon on the grate. It was satin no longer, simply earth and ash. How quickly it changed, dematerialised. How completely it transformed.

			Shepherd marched her through the servants’ hall to the mews yard, but he didn’t touch her again. They passed the portrait of the master hanging above the long table. The frame had been draped with black cloth. She wondered when Shepherd would replace the portrait, now that the funeral had passed, now he’d been buried. Would he put up one of Madam instead, something in soft oils and lavender? It would give everyone the willies if he did. That girl’s eyes were like pincers. She guessed Shepherd would delay as long as he could. He’d be mourning his master longer than anyone.

			I hope you’re watching from heaven, she thought, looking at the portrait. Or wherever you’ve landed. I hope you see it all play out. I hope they pin your eyes open so you have to watch what I do to this house.

			The house. She’d admired it, once. It was bigger than any other on Park Lane. A sprawling mass of pillars and bays, seven floors high from cellars to attics. New-built, all diamond money, glinting white. It obliterated the light, shrivelled everything around it. The neighbours hated it.

			Had any house in London ever been decorated in such sumptuous and stupendous style? Miles of ice-cold marble and gleaming parquet. Walls trimmed with French silks and rococo panelling and columns. Electricity everywhere, voltage throbbing through the walls, electroliers as big as windmills. Enormous gas fires. Acres of glass, all smelling wildly of vinegar.

			And everywhere, in every room, from floor to ceiling, such treasures: stupendous Van Dycks, giant crystal bowls stuffed with carnations. Objets d’art in gold and silver and jade, cherubs with rubies for eyes and emeralds for toenails. The zebra-hide sofas in the saloon, and the baccarat tables made of ivory and walnut, and the pink-and-onyx flamingos outside the bathrooms. That library, with the most expensive private collection in Mayfair. The Boiserie, the Red Parlour, the Oval Drawing Room, the ballroom: all dressed with peacock feathers and lapis lazuli and an endless supply of lilies.

			They didn’t impress Mrs King at all any more.
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			She didn’t shake hands with Mr Shepherd. ‘I shall keep you in my prayers, Mrs King,’ he said.

			‘Do.’

			She supposed the upstairs servants were already clearing out her room. The girls would be scrubbing the floorboards with boiling water and soda crystals and taking the bedsheets to be laundered, eliminating any trace of her.

			It was important that she didn’t look over her shoulder on the way out. The wrong look at the wrong person could betray her, spoil things when they were only just underway. A pigeon landed on the portico of the gigantic marbled mausoleum as she crossed the yard. She didn’t give it a second glance, didn’t dip her head in respect to the old master. She marched straight past instead. 

			She stepped into the mews lane, alone. Heard the distant rumble of motors, saw a clutch of wild poppies growing out of a crack in the paving stones. They were being neglected, trampled, yearning upwards to the sky. She plucked one, pressed a fragile crimson petal in her palm, held it warm. She took it with her.

			Her first theft.

			Or, rather: the first correction. It wasn’t simply stealing, not at all.
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			Indoors, upstairs, in the fortressed silence of the saloon floor, Miss de Vries inspected the invitation list for her ball.

			The preparations had been in motion for weeks. The date had been set: the twenty-sixth of June. Three weeks and three days, and she was counting every moment.

			Truthfully, of course, it had been conceived months before, the very moment Papa set sail for the Continent in search of spa cures and the best gaming tables, entirely distracted from home affairs. He would not have held any sort of party. No breakfasts, luncheons, high teas or dinners were permitted at Park Lane. Those things would put Miss de Vries entirely on display, up for auction on the market. He refused to countenance that.

			Papa went out into the world: to the Royal Regatta, and the diplomatic dinners, and the Queen’s Drawing Room, and the gymkhana. He wore his yellow-spotted neckerchiefs and his most vulgar waistcoats, and spent lavishly on the charity dances – and people roared for him. They feasted on anecdotes of his extravagance and low-born manners and brilliant buttons.

			She remained home: preserved, contained, scratching at the walls.

			After Papa’s funeral, Miss de Vries had summoned Mrs King. The housekeeper entered the room quietly, smoothly, already wearing a black armband. The sight of it sent a shiver through Miss de Vries’s chest.

			‘I’m minded to hold a ball,’ she said.

			She expected astonishment, demurral, doubts about propriety. Or better still: a rebuttal. Loyalties to Papa were shifting and eddying: things felt febrile. Certain members of the household might be reconsidering their options altogether. Miss de Vries welcomed some aggression, even insolence. It would provide a reason to give certain people their notice.

			‘Have you considered a date, Madam?’ asked Mrs King, unruffled.

			It was already high season: Miss de Vries had missed the private view at the Royal Academy, she had no costume for Ascot Week. ‘Before the end of June. No later,’ she said, knowing what a strain it would cause for the household. A ball was an entrance, an entrée: it had to be enormous, gargantuan, the best in the calendar.

			‘I quite agree,’ said Mrs King, in an obliging tone. She took on the whole operation, almost as if it were of her own design, startling Miss de Vries with her efficiency. She worked up the menus and managed the worst negotiations with Cook. Ordered the flowers, new linens, fresh crystalware, waiters, tents and tarpaulins, entertainments. Listed out the necessary staff: new house-parlour maids, daily women, even a sewing maid to help with the costume. Closed off half the rooms, opened up others, rearranged the furniture, clearing drawers, putting things in packing cases.

			‘You can leave all that to the girls, Mrs King,’ Miss de Vries said, uneasily, seeing her rifling through one of the closets. ‘You shouldn’t exhaust yourself.’

			Mrs King had given her a steady gaze. ‘I’m never exhausted, Madam,’ she said.
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			It was Mr Shepherd who brought the news. He’d come at dawn this morning, flustered, wearing an entirely disagreeable expression.

			‘I thought I’d better tell you at once, Madam,’ he said. ‘The lamp-boy caught Mrs King entering the gentlemen’s quarters. We think she was planning an assignation.’

			Miss de Vries had dressed in deepest mourning, no jewels, her hair concealed beneath Chantilly lace. Entirely modest, virtuous.

			‘Which footman?’ she asked.

			He paused, just a half-second. ‘William,’ he said.

			‘How disgusting,’ Miss de Vries said, without emotion. ‘Do the other servants know?’

			‘I fear they may, Madam.’

			‘Then we need to set an example. She must leave today.’

			She could feel pleasure tingling in her veins. One by one, she thought. I’ll get them out one by one. Shepherd stared at her for a long time, eyes flickering in their sockets. Ever since she’d left the schoolroom and Papa had given her charge of the housekeeping, Shepherd had been chasing her for decisions. Appointments, expenditures, complaints, approvals. He came through the door every hour, bringing cards, notes, tea, messages, deliveries. It was as if he had leashed himself to her leg, spying on her. Miss de Vries sometimes wondered what he would do if she lifted a hot poker from the hearth and pressed it to his skin. Would he sink to his knees, would he scream, would he beg her to do it again?

			These people, Papa’s people – Mrs King, Mr Shepherd, the lawyers, the rest – they simply wouldn’t do any more. Of course Papa had done his best. Furnished her with nannies, ayahs, everything one could pay for. But that only took you so far in life. She wished to operate at the very top of the ladder, right up in the heavenly heights of society: among Cabinet ministers, earls, dukes, princes. She just needed to leverage herself properly. Clear out the dead wood. Build on clean, fresh ground.

			Mrs King was out of the house by breakfast-time. Miss de Vries came down for luncheon at noon, studied the invitation list, making corrections. The lawyers arrived at two o’clock, per appointment. Mr Lockwood led the pack, silver-haired and perfectly groomed, concise as always. She ordered him to stay for tea.

			‘I’d like you to open negotiations for a marriage settlement,’ she said, pouring the tea, playing mother.

			He took the saucer from her, eyes narrowing. ‘Mr de Vries always headed off those discussions. I don’t know that we have any takers in mind.’

			That didn’t seem like a particularly agreeable response. ‘Perhaps we might set out some attractive terms,’ said Miss de Vries.

			He considered this. ‘What is your objective?’

			She smiled, adjusted her voice down a notch. ‘Love,’ she said. ‘What else?’

			What couldn’t she achieve, once she sold off Papa’s positions? A first-rate alliance, a title, installation at a house on Berkeley Square, or any address equal to it. She hated this place, the stench of motor oil, its shiny newness. She wanted to live somewhere ancient. Sink her roots into lovely old ground. Papa’s address book repulsed her. Steel merchants and newspaper proprietors and Americans. She was after eminent men. Blue blood.

			Mr Lockwood had summarised their trading position. His assessment infuriated her. Over-extended, he’d said. As if the de Vries empire had eyes bigger than its stomach.

			‘I’m not sure the accounts will bear up to close scrutiny,’ he said. ‘Better to wait a year or two.’

			A year? Another season? Six of those had passed already. And clearly, he was talking nonsense. The household bills were always paid on time, weren’t they? Loans came in, payments went out. Of course a fortune fluctuated, when it was as colossal as hers. 

			Confidence, she thought. We must project wealth. Splendour.

			She was her father’s daughter, after all.

			‘I’m holding a ball, Mr Lockwood,’ she said. ‘Did I mention it?’

			The lawyer seemed smooth, but he only seemed it. Really he was serrated all over, knicked and ridged from top to toe. You could prick your skin if you got too close.

			‘I’m not at all sure about that,’ he said. ‘It hardly seems – proper.’

			‘I’m in mourning, Mr Lockwood,’ she said. ‘Naturally the arrangements will reflect that. You needn’t be alarmed. I won’t be dressed as a chorus girl.’

			‘But aren’t you alarmed?’ He was giving her his usual look, implacable and unrelenting. ‘By the risk?’

			A motor engine coughed outside on the road.

			She gave him a level stare. ‘What risk, Mr Lockwood? A ball in this house has been long-expected. I am pressed for one, day and night.’

			‘By whom?’ he asked, dubiously.

			‘I have already commenced the preparations. It would be a great inconvenience to cancel it now.’

			‘You know it’s my duty, Miss de Vries, to give you good counsel,’ he said quietly.

			‘Legal counsel, Mr Lockwood,’ said Miss de Vries. ‘I didn’t have you down as chaperone.’

			‘A young lady’s reputation,’ he said, with that same fish-like smile, ‘is a fine and delicate thing.’

			‘It is immeasurably precious,’ she agreed. ‘Of near-incalculable value. It should be burnished, brightened, properly displayed.’

			Something flickered in Lockwood’s eyes, a flash of – what? Recognition? Papa would have said: Do what I want – make it happen. He made himself especially vulgar for Lockwood, wore his biggest gold rings, placed gigantic fuchsias in his button-hole. He liked battering the man over the head. 

			‘Modesty,’ said Mr Lockwood, ‘is the most bewitching virtue in the world. It has enormous currency in these affairs.’

			‘Affairs?’

			‘In the conveyancing of a marriage.’

			He studied her mildly, one hand in his waistcoat.

			The motor outside barked and roared to life.

			Of course it wasn’t proper to hold the ball now. The notion that she hadn’t thought of that, that it hadn’t occurred to her, made her stomach churn with anger. It was improper. That was precisely the point: she needed to stand firm, deviate not an inch. No bets came without risks. They gave a game its dimensions, its oxygen. She needed to catch the world’s attention. Now was the moment. Now, more than ever, while her power was still fresh and newly minted.

			Mrs King had said as much herself when they’d first discussed the arrangements. ‘You’ve only got one life to live, Madam. Don’t spare any expense. Best put on a good show.’

			After Lockwood had gone, Miss de Vries went up to her own rooms. They had once belonged to Mama, but carried no remnants of her at all, sparked no memories: she died before Miss de Vries had even reached the schoolroom. This suite was perfumed the way Miss de Vries liked it: violently and completely of orchids. She breathed it in for comfort, for surety. It wasn’t easy, maintaining the scent. In this house foul odours rolled in from every direction: the pavement, the cellars, the city.

			They reminded her that she was making entirely the right decisions.
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			Twenty-four days to go
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			Petticoat Lane. Mrs King felt the sun on her neck. She’d walked all the way from Mayfair to Aldgate to save the 2d. on the Tube. She had to jostle her way with the crowd, but it was worth it, a necessary investment. There was one person she needed to see. Not an easy person to manage. Not someone who liked surprises. You didn’t charge into Mrs Bone’s territory without due preparation, and a good reason to call. But Mrs King was nothing if not prepared, and she had the best proposition in town.

			The heat gave the Lane a whirring, jangled energy. It smelled like old things, manure and wrinkled fruit and drains. Everyone seemed dislocated, running in packs, a sea of flat caps. Mrs King heard the distant dandle-dandle-rum-tum-tum of music, spied a fiddler balanced on a stool. It gave her a queer twist in the chest. She always felt it, coming home.

			Concentrate, Dinah, she thought.

			She pulled out her purse, flipped a coin between her fingers. Studied the market stalls, separating herself from the crowd. The stallholders clocked her. Eyes swivelled sideways, nostrils flared.

			Mrs King raised her hand, shielding her eyes from the sun. She knew she looked strange to them. Not a lady, not a schoolmistress. Not a nurse, not a cook. An anomaly. Tightly buckled, hat tipped low over her eyes. A touch of stain on her lips – red, the colour of garnets. Armoured.

			She folded her arms.

			And waited.

			It didn’t take long. The message must have been transmitted through the walls; it must have gone rippling down the back alleys. The door to the pawn shop opened with a bang. It startled the stallholders, the bell clanging in the air. A woman wearing widow’s weeds emerged squinting into the sunlight.

			Mrs King straightened. ‘Mrs Bone,’ she called.

			Mrs Bone was strong, compact, cunningly built. Perhaps fifty years old, at a guess. Sunshine didn’t suit her. It drained her, made her look as if she’d been hiding in the cellar. You’d overlook her altogether if you didn’t know any better. Which was just the way she liked it.

			Her eyes narrowed, and Mrs King saw her mind working: the click-click-click of the gears.

			‘Well, well,’ Mrs Bone called back, voice hoarse. ‘Aren’t we highly favoured?’

			The stallholders repositioned themselves. Casual, heads turned, gazing up at the sky as if it fascinated them.

			Mrs King crossed the street. Followed the old rules. Ducked her chin half an inch. Scraped one boot behind the other. Kiss to the cheek, kiss to the hand. ‘Good day, Mrs Bone.’

			Up close Mrs Bone carried the same scent as always: rose water and hair that smelled of wood shavings. ‘How can I help you, dear?’ she murmured into Mrs King’s ear.

			Mrs King didn’t fall for that. Whatever your trouble, whatever the jam, you didn’t ask Mrs Bone for help. Help was for the birds. You presented her with a proposition, nicely packaged, nothing else. Mrs King straightened up, assessed the terrain. There was a skinny-looking chap leaned up against a lamp post, head buried in his newspaper. Frayed cuffs, bare ankles. Not a detective. A scout, a lookout. And not employed by Mrs Bone. Her men didn’t dress like scarecrows. Mrs King scanned the street. Another lad at the corner, by the pub. A third under the guttering.

			Mrs King considered this with interest. These were Mrs Bone’s stalls, and that was Mrs Bone’s house. She’d drawn and quartered and marked this part of the street as her domain. Her territory ran from here to Docklands, a snaking line of enterprises, legitimate and not so legitimate. Nicely demarcated ground. You didn’t play on Mrs Bone’s turf if you didn’t want trouble.

			And yet there were men playing all over it.

			‘Busy out here today,’ Mrs King said.

			Mrs Bone tutted in irritation. ‘Get inside.’

			But she glanced over her shoulder as she closed the door.

			Mrs Bone’s pawn shop was a legitimate business. A humble one, too. An entirely sensible place to hold a meeting. Mrs King’s eyes adjusted to the dull and respectable shimmer, the brass and silver and gold.

			Mrs Bone turned the sign on the door to ‘Closed’ and dissolved into the gloom, scuttling behind a gigantic desk, grabbing a pile of receipts pinioned to a nail. ‘This your afternoon off?’

			‘No.’

			‘You’ve come shopping, then.’

			‘Not exactly.’

			Mrs Bone rifled through her receipts. ‘You’re in trouble.’

			‘No trouble. I’m on a leave of absence.’

			‘Oh, lovely.’

			‘Yes.’

			‘Must feel marvellous.’

			‘Yes.’

			‘I’m not one for taking holidays myself. Not got the time.’

			Mrs King smiled. ‘You should treat yourself.’

			‘And I should call myself Princess Do-As-I-Please, but I can’t always have my way, now, can I?’

			Mrs King raised an eyebrow and unbuckled her Gladstone bag. She pulled out a copy of the Illustrated News, held up the photograph of the old master. The image flashed and winked at them. That famous spotted neckerchief. His teeth bared and gleaming. Black scrolls at the top of the page: Wilhelm de Vries, Born 1850. Died 1905.

			‘Yes, yes, I heard,’ said Mrs Bone, voice tight.

			Mrs King tilted her head. ‘And?’

			‘I’m a Christian lady. I don’t gloat about nobody’s passing.’ Her eyes darkened. ‘They’re calling him that name in the papers.’

			‘You still don’t care for “de Vries”?’

			Mrs Bone began shredding receipts. ‘He was Danny O’Flynn when he was born. He was Danny O’Flynn when he died.’ She sniffed. ‘If he died. If it’s not a great prank. If it’s not an almighty tease.’

			Mrs Bone’s personal feelings about Danny O’Flynn, the man who transformed himself into Wilhelm de Vries, were well known to Mrs King. They were among the category of sensitive things, topics avoided.

			‘No, he’s gone, Mrs Bone.’

			‘And what’s he left behind?’

			Mrs King glanced down at the paper. They’d printed a photograph of Madam, too. A fair flower in bloom, Miss de Vries in her winter garden . . . She appeared in a cloud of chiffon, blurry, hard to pin down. Innocent-looking.

			Mrs King had been present when they’d taken that photograph. They did it in the winter garden, the conservatory overlooking the park. They made the photographer stay all day, long after the light had faded. Madam faced the window, eyes flat and unreadable, telegraphing a silent order through the air. Get it right. Make it perfect.

			‘The daughter.’

			Mrs Bone’s gaze tightened. ‘And?’

			‘And nothing.’

			‘Were his affairs in order? That’s what I want to know.’

			Mrs King sighed. ‘I’ve no notion, Mrs Bone.’

			‘Then what are you here for?’ Mrs Bone replied, snapping her fingers. ‘I’m a busy lady. I don’t have time for nonsense conversations.’

			She was rattled today, thought Mrs King. Combing the newspapers, picking over old ground.

			‘Perhaps I just came to say hello,’ said Mrs King calmly.

			Mrs Bone’s eyes flew upwards. ‘You’re up to something.’

			‘Am I?’

			‘You’ve got something cooking up here.’ Mrs Bone tapped the side of her head. ‘Not a nice thing. It never is.’

			‘Heavens,’ said Mrs King. ‘You taught me everything I know.’

			Mrs Bone’s mouth thinned. Evidently, she didn’t like that: she saw it as an aspersion on her character. And Mrs Bone took good care of appearances. Gave generously to the church collection, kept an entirely dull front parlour, still wore mourning clothes for her long-departed Mr Bone, erstwhile husband and ironmonger. Her jet ornaments clanked every time she moved.

			‘They gave you the shove,’ she said, ‘didn’t they?’

			Mrs King inclined her head. ‘For a minor indiscretion.’

			‘What did you do?’

			Mrs King told her. Mrs Bone raised an eyebrow.

			‘You were visiting your fancy man?’ she asked.

			‘It was all a great misunderstanding,’ said Mrs King smoothly.

			‘You’ve got something cooking. I can smell it!’ Mrs Bone sighed. ‘Come on back.’
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			Mrs Bone’s private office was behind the shop, far away from the street. The windows faced another dirty courtyard where young men stood smoking. Mrs Bone banged on the window. ‘Company,’ she shouted, and they started like pigeons, scattering, disappearing into the shadows.

			The front of the shop was gloomy, shabby, full of cheap rings and watches. The private office was different altogether. Here Mrs Bone kept her fancies, her shiny things. Queer inventions, oddities, curios. Mrs King knew she had other secret houses, scattered all the way to Essex, full of machines and portraits and furs and looking glasses. Exotic artefacts, paid for on credit and imported from across the Empire. Mrs Bone darted around, dodging footstools and side tables, armoires and escritoires.

			‘How’s business?’ said Mrs King courteously.

			‘Splendid,’ said Mrs Bone. 

			It didn’t look splendid. Mrs King picked up a silver bowl, gave it a quick once-over. Painted tin. She could have peeled the skin off with her teeth.

			‘Were those Mr Murphy’s boys, hanging about in the street?’

			Mrs Bone grimaced. ‘Murphy. Don’t mention him.’

			‘He’s not tried intimidation before, Mrs Bone. What’s changed?’

			‘Intimidation? Who’s intimidated? He can send his little goblins to leer at me any time he likes. I’m hardly ever in. I’m rushed off my feet.’

			Mrs King smiled. There was some truth to this: she was lucky to have got hold of Mrs Bone herself, for she never stayed for long at the pawn shop. She had the factory out by the docks. Warehouses all down the coast. Plus a whole line of cigarette shops and barber shops and ironmongers and the rest. Plenty of street work, too. Though Mrs Bone didn’t sell dirty daguerreotypes, she ran no bawdy houses. She engaged in elegant, useful trades. A neat bit of house-breaking. Some calculated affray. She’d taught Mrs King nearly all of it herself. Always kept an eye out for her. Somebody has to, she said, fiercely. Your ma hasn’t even brushed your hair.

			‘So, what have you got, then?’ Mrs Bone asked. ‘A bit of business?’

			‘Always.’

			The air smelled as if it were ripening, as if the whole house were on the turn. Mrs Bone looked out of the window. 

			‘You’ve been casing a place?’

			‘Yes.’

			‘Where?’

			‘Park Lane.’

			Mrs Bone’s expression changed. ‘Eh?’

			‘Interested?’

			Mrs Bone propelled herself up and out of the chair. She picked up an empty dove-cage. Swung it back and forth. ‘Don’t,’ she said.

			‘Don’t what?’

			‘Don’t tell me you’re that foolish.’

			Mrs King said nothing.

			‘Park Lane.’ She made a tsk sound. ‘Dinah. You never, never do a job when it’s personal. I taught you that myself.’ She rubbed her chin again. ‘Park Lane?’

			‘Yes.’

			‘You beggar belief. Marching in here, without a by-your-leave or word of warning . . .’ She straightened. ‘I know my patch. We don’t do anything west of Gracechurch Street, for God’s sake. I’m not tripping up to town for any gee-gaws on Park Lane.’

			There were a dozen clocks piled on the mantlepiece, ticking furiously, all out of time.

			‘Perhaps it’s time to branch out, Mrs Bone.’

			‘I don’t need to branch out!’

			Mrs King softened her tone. ‘It’s a big house. Bigger than anything. Marble like you’ve never seen before. Chairs from Versailles. Silks. Jewels the size of goose eggs.’

			‘You think I don’t know all that? You think I don’t know what sort of palace Danny built for himself?’

			Of course she knew. Diamonds made Danny O’Flynn. Gave him a fortune beyond all comprehension: stockpiles, monopolies, loans even governments couldn’t win. He made his whole new life on the back of them, a whole new name. Mr de Vries had a fierce, white-hot sort of wealth, the kind that stopped your heart in your chest. Millionaire, they called him. Millionaire.

			Mrs Bone never forgave him for it.

			‘Well, then,’ said Mrs King, spreading her hands.

			The clocks shimmered, bright and angry. 

			Mrs King reached into her pocket and drew out an object wrapped in a handkerchief. She lifted a silver watch into the air, dangled it by its chain. It turned in the light, revealing little engraved letters: WdV.

			‘How about an advance?’ she said. ‘Against services rendered?’

			Mrs Bone looked at the watch, the swiftest possible glance. The silver reflected in her eyes. ‘I told you. I don’t do jobs when it’s personal.’

			Mrs King doubted that very much. Mrs Bone’s whole operation was personal. It had been formed out of a hundred thousand tiny chain-links, a whole line of gifts given and received, favours sought and granted, enmities formed and settled. Mrs King had been counting on this. Her motives were personal, too, although they had their own secret, slanted edges. They were driving her brain, her blood, every muscle in her body. It had taken her the best part of a month to put this plan together, but really it had been building for years. It must have lurked in Mrs Bone’s mind, too. The kind of thing you dreamed of doing, the kind that took everyone’s breath away. All those treasures, sitting idly in that house. Mrs King intended to take them all.

			Calmly Mrs King said, ‘If you’re not interested, I can go elsewhere.’

			Mrs Bone’s face did something curious then, a puckering of the mouth. Not annoyance, exactly. A flash of hunger.

			She sniffed, and studied the watch. ‘What services do you need?’

			‘Funds, principally.’

			‘Everyone always wants my funds. Have you got people?’

			‘The principal players, yes. Naturally we’ll need more. Alice Parker is in residence already.’

			‘Alice Parker? That odd little fish? Now, I don’t like the sound of that at all. Who’s acting aide-de-camp?’

			‘Winnie Smith.’

			‘Never heard of her. Namby-pamby sort of name. You won’t get me backing strangers.’

			Mrs King handed over the watch. ‘I’m holding a meeting on Sunday to go over the details. Come and inspect everybody then.’

			‘Sunday? This Sunday?’

			‘No use hanging about.’

			Mrs Bone’s eyes widened, and she began to chuckle. ‘I’d need to see your numbers.’

			‘Naturally.’ Mrs King reached into her coat pocket, pulled out a slim envelope.

			Mrs Bone snatched it up. ‘Bottom line?’

			‘Lucky Sevens,’ said Mrs King. ‘My favourite split.’

			‘Sevenths?’ Mrs Bone held the watch up to the light, let it spin slowly on its chain. ‘You’ve got seven fools lined up for this job?’

			Mrs King went to Mrs Bone and kissed her gently on the cheek. ‘I’ve got three, besides myself, if you’re in. Why don’t you have us over on Sunday, and tell a couple of your best girls – I need a pair of sturdy types for the indoor reconnaissance.’

			Mrs Bone bristled. ‘Oh, I see. You think you can come marching in here, frazzling my nerves, spoiling my afternoon, giving me orders . . .’

			Mrs King drew back. She fixed her coat, adjusted her hat. ‘Sunday, Mrs Bone. You say where. You say when.’

			Mrs Bone folded the envelope into her sleeve, twirling the silver watch. ‘I am not in,’ she said, eyes sparkling. ‘Not yet. Not even a little bit.’
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			To Spitalfields, and a cloud of dust was rising high into the air over Commercial Street. Mrs King perched on the edge of a fruit-barrow, munching an apple, waiting for her aide-de-camp. She had her eyes pinned on the hat shop across the road. The sign sparkled in the sunlight: Mr Champion, Milliner. In normal circumstances she would have found it very disagreeable, wasting time like this. But of course she didn’t have chores any more. Her objective for the day had become altogether more interesting. There was something very particular she needed.

			Nobody noticed her waiting there, except for a little girl in a mud-spattered pinafore, who watched her hungrily. Mrs King flicked her a sixpence.

			‘That’s for good observation,’ she said. The girl leapt for it, scrabbling on the cobblestones, and hurtled away.

			Mrs King didn’t need to check her pocket watch. She knew exactly what time it was. She crunched apple pips with her back teeth, counting seconds in her head.

			It was another five minutes before her quarry appeared. Winnie Smith came lurching round the corner with her gigantic perambulator, heading for Mr Champion’s shop. That pram carried hatboxes, not babies, stacked in teetering, dangerous piles. Mrs King felt a familiar stirring of affection. Winnie: trussed up in a violently mended purple dress, hat pinned at a hopeless angle, steering the perambulator as if it were a tank. Something snapped, the suspension or a spoke, and she staggered. Oh Lord, thought Mrs King, and closed her eyes.

			She finished the last of her apple, licked her fingers and sauntered across the road.

			Winnie was wrestling the pram over the kerb when she spotted Mrs King. ‘Today?’ she said, disbelieving.

			‘No time like it,’ said Mrs King with a wry smile.

			Winnie sucked in all her breath, straightened her hat. ‘I’ve an appointment to keep,’ she said, frowning.

			Mrs King remembered the first time they’d met, twenty years before, in the kitchen at Park Lane. She’d thought then that Winnie, five years her senior, would make the perfect elder sister. Someone fierce, someone reliable, someone you could trust right down to the bones – even at her most harried, as she was today. Mrs King nudged her.

			‘Hang your appointment, Win. We’ve got bigger fish to fry.’

			Winnie hauled the perambulator up onto the kerb. She shook her head, stubborn. ‘Ten minutes. Then I’m all yours.’

			Winnie was raised very nicely, very properly. She had such enormous scruples. It made Mrs King click her tongue in impatience. She peered into Winnie’s perambulator, flipped open one of the hatboxes. A squashed, queasy-looking article gazed back at her. It had taken on the shape and colour of a blancmange, festooned with ghastly brown ribbons.

			‘Lovely,’ she said.

			‘Don’t touch it! I’m calling it “The Savoy”.’ Winnie stroked it. ‘Champagne satin, chocolate velvet. And silk-finished braid, do you see? It goes right under the brim.’

			‘Is that hair?’

			‘It’s braid.’

			‘Whose hair is it?’

			Winnie batted Mrs King away, rammed the lid back on the box. ‘It’s what they’re showing in New York.’

			Mrs King put her hands behind her back. ‘How much are you charging for it?’

			Winnie hesitated.

			Mrs King smiled. ‘I’ll help you negotiate.’ Winnie was stolid, steady, the most industrious person Mrs King knew. But certain things needed to move with a clip.

			Winnie looked annoyed. ‘Dinah . . .’

			‘Don’t worry. It’ll speed things up.’

			‘I don’t need you to speed things up.’

			Mrs King simply raised her eyebrow at that. She kicked the shop door open, the bell pealing in alarm, and Winnie sighed, battling with the pram. ‘Dinah, go easy . . .’

			The light inside the shop was clean, the shelves stacked with eggshell ribbons and bolts of satin. Mrs King disliked dainty things. Muslin made her teeth ache. ‘I’m on my break,’ said a voice from the back of the shop. ‘Come back later.’

			‘But it’s your lucky day,’ said Mrs King.

			‘It’s just Winnie Smith, Mr Champion,’ called Winnie, colliding into everything. ‘We have an appointment!’ She gave Mrs King a warning glance: not another word.

			Mr Champion sat in his office like a ham stuffed into a picnic basket, pink-cheeked and glistening, surrounded by wicker and wires. The air smelled of dried fruit and vinegar. He started, spectacles quivering on the end of his nose. ‘No, no, no,’ he said. ‘Not you. I’ve told you already. I ain’t buying any more tat.’

			Winnie grabbed one of the hatboxes, knocked the lid to the floor. ‘Just a moment of your time, Mr Champion,’ she said, planting her feet firmly apart. ‘Have a look at this one. I’m calling it “The Navy”. Blue rosettes, do you see? I’ve dressed it with heliotrope flowers, and of course I could do white ones, too . . .’

			Mr Champion pointed at the perambulator, neck reddening. ‘Get that great heaving article out of here!’ He addressed Mrs King. ‘And who are you?’

			Mrs King smiled, cracked her knuckles. ‘Her agent.’

			‘A trial offer, Mr Champion,’ Winnie said quickly. ‘How about that? Your customers might like to try something new.’

			‘My customers,’ said Mr Champion, ‘buy quality.’ He looked Winnie up and down – and Mrs King knew what he saw. A faded dress, skin grey and saggy under the chin. Nothing to respect, nothing to worry about. ‘Now, clear off.’

			‘Did you take her last delivery, Mr Champion?’ said Mrs King.

			His eyes swivelled to meet hers. A sneer. ‘I doubt it.’

			Winnie appeared troubled. ‘That’s not correct, Mr Champion. I gave you my very best stock.’

			‘I daresay you might have offloaded some old handkerchiefs on me. I really can’t recall.’

			‘I’m sure you have the receipts,’ said Mrs King.

			‘I’m sure I don’t.’

			He looked like suet, Mrs King thought, a sick-making colour. ‘Might I check?’ she said.

			‘Might you . . .’ He paused, taking a breath, reddening further. ‘No, you may not. You can show yourself out.’ His eyes rattled back and forth between them. ‘Here, what is this? Some job you’ve worked up between you? I said to clear off!’

			Winnie lifted her hands, alarmed. ‘Mr Champion . . .’

			‘Five guineas, Mr Champion,’ said Mrs King.

			He stared at her. ‘What?’

			‘Five guineas for “The Navy”. Or I want to see your order book.’

			Mr Champion let out a scornful laugh. ‘Don’t make me send for the constable.’

			‘Be my guest,’ Mrs King said, in a congenial tone. ‘I’ll report exactly what I can see occurring here. You’re cheating ladies out of their dues.’

			‘Say that again,’ he said, voice dropping, ‘and you won’t be able to sell a stitch to any living body in town.’

			‘Order book, please,’ said Mrs King, pressing her palms to the table.

			There was a long silence. Winnie was holding her breath.

			‘Three guineas,’ Mr Champion, said at last.

			Mrs King sometimes wondered: how do I do it? How did she get people to capitulate, to bow? She didn’t exactly like it. It made her feel chilly and contemptuous of the world. But of course it was necessary. Somebody had to put things right in life.

			‘Done,’ she said, keeping her distance from Mr Champion.

			He made a lot of noise, a lot of fuss, counting out the change. ‘You’re nothing more than a thief. You won’t be coming around here again. They’ll lock the doors on you two, that I can tell you for sure and certain –’

			But they got their three guineas.

			Winnie shoved the pram out into the road. ‘For heaven’s sake.’

			Mrs King closed the shop door with a bang. ‘Here,’ she said gravely, counting out shillings.

			Winnie gave her a long look, as if deciding whether to say thank you or not. She pressed her lips together. ‘I need a sherry,’ she said.

			‘Lead the way,’ said Mrs King, reaching for the perambulator. ‘I’ll mind Baby.’
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			They quick-marched to Bethnal Green, the perambulator listing and keeling all the way, men throwing them filthy looks as it ran over their toes. Mrs King watched the sky changing. The sun drained away, as if giving up. It stirred her, the dusk: it put her in the hunting mood. And she was hungry for a very particular object. Mrs King wasn’t the only housekeeper ever employed in that house on Park Lane. Winnie had held that illustrious title herself, only three years before. And she still held a most useful item in her possession.

			Winnie lived in dreary lodgings at the top of a damp and narrow building: cramped and low-ceilinged and desperately well scrubbed. So, this is freedom, thought Mrs King, looking at the bleach-stained floorboards. She compared them to the gleaming parquet in the saloon at Park Lane, and felt a quick, fierce flare of anger. She refused to end up like this.

			Winnie shoved the cork back in the sherry bottle. They clinked glasses, swallowed.

			‘Have you got it?’ said Mrs King.

			Winnie sighed. ‘Just a moment.’

			She ducked out of the room, and returned carrying a large object wrapped in tissue paper. ‘Here.’

			Mrs King felt her heart start ticking. At last, here it was. That marvellous leather-bound book, those grey-green covers inlaid with gold, those thick pages crackling as they turned.

			The Inventory.

			‘So, you’re the naughty thief,’ said Mrs King, reaching for it.

			‘I didn’t steal it,’ said Winnie solidly. ‘I wrote it, didn’t I? It’s mine as much as anyone’s. I had every right to take it with me.’

			The Inventory had everything listed in it. Every painting, every chair, every toothpick in that house. The pages smelled like gruel: oaty and wet. Oval Drawing Room. Boiserie. Long Drawing Room. Ballroom. Lines and lines and lines written on each page. All the way down to the smallest pantry. One set snuffers, tin. One pair candle moulds, tin. Two pairs paraffin lamps, blue. Two pairs paraffin lamps, yellow. Mrs King could picture them. Purple mottling, buttery tin. Tinder box. Three sets brass candle-holders. Three sets candle boxes – dry room.

			She felt her breath tightening in her throat. She placed her hand against the page, covered the words. I can make everything disappear, she thought.

			‘Good,’ she said, voice flat. ‘Thanks.’ She closed the book with a tremendous thump, pressed her hands to the cover, possessing it.

			‘You’re welcome,’ Winnie said, giving Mrs King a dry look. Then her expression changed, hardening. ‘What now? Is your woman going to pay us?’

			‘Don’t let Mrs Bone hear you call her “my woman”. She’ll have your guts for garters.’

			‘But will she pay? We can’t do a thing without funds, Dinah.’

			Mrs King laughed. ‘Hark at you. Don’t worry about funds – I’ll sort those. You just worry about getting our final friend on board. We’ll need everybody in place by Sunday, not a day later.’

			Winnie reached for her notebook, flipped through the pages. She’d already given herself hundreds of instructions; Mrs King could see arrows and crossings-out and scribbles running slantways across the page. 

			‘I hope you burn that book when we’re finished,’ she said.

			‘This won’t give us away. I’ve made up a code.’

			‘Of course you have,’ said Mrs King with affection.

			It was four weeks since Mrs King had first mentioned the plan – obfuscating at first, circling around it, looking for the subtlest way in. ‘Do you mean you want to commit a robbery?’ Winnie had asked, disbelieving. Mrs King had backed off, shaking her head: goodness gracious, steady on, hold your horses, Win . . . But Winnie’s frown had deepened, her thoughts burrowing down, down, down into the darker reaches of her mind.

			‘What do you think?’ Mrs King had finally asked. Winnie needed the money. That much was clear. Mrs King remembered what Winnie had said when she’d first left Park Lane. I’ve got to go my own way. I need to make something of my life. There was something desperate, hurried, inexplicable about it. Winnie was fast approaching forty: she’d been working at Park Lane nearly all her life. But it wasn’t as if she had any fine prospects on the outside. She had no grand schemes. She barely made a pittance hawking those hats around the East End. 

			‘If anyone could do it, you could,’ she’d said, looking up at Mrs King. ‘You know all the right people.’ Winnie’s eyes had gleamed a little. She’d started to smile.

			Because it was mad, this job. Of course it was. The best games always were. They were like the illuminations at the pantomime, laid with magnesium wires and quicklime blocks, fizzing and exploding before your very eyes. They drew in even the steadiest of folk, even Winnie.

			‘Oh, I know all the right people,’ Mrs King had said with a grin and a nod.

			Winnie had always turned a blind eye to Mrs King’s outside interests. She was no fool: they’d shared a room, and she noticed Dinah running side jobs for Mrs Bone – passing messages, delivering hampers. Winnie had spotted goods being sneaked in through the back door: sealskin gloves, a tortoiseshell parasol, the most heavenly emollient soaps . . .

			‘Who gave you this?’ she’d asked sternly, holding up a bolt of fine lace, concealed at the very back of Dinah’s wardrobe.

			‘I bought it myself,’ Dinah said, truthfully. It was a risk, taking those side jobs. But risks always paid well.

			Mrs King had never worried that Winnie might snitch on her. The bond between them was absolute. ‘Here,’ Winnie had said, rummaging inside the wardrobe, grimacing, loosening a back panel. ‘Hide your treasures if you must.’ She paused. ‘But you should save your pennies. You might want them one day.’

			Mrs King remembered the advice. She stopped buying scent bottles and bracelets, and put her cash in old stockings instead.

			‘Sunday,’ Winnie said now, scribbling in her notebook. She bit her lip. ‘Awfully soon, Dinah.’

			‘Sooner the better.’

			Winnie looked serious. ‘I suppose you’re right.’

			Mrs King stretched out a hand. ‘You’ll make a terribly good thief, Win.’

			Winnie frowned. ‘Don’t tease me.’

			‘I’m not teasing in the least,’ said Mrs King, with mock-seriousness. ‘I’ve never met such a bloodthirsty woman in my life.’

			Winnie stared up at her from her chair, with an expression in her eyes that made her look suddenly much older. ‘And I’ve never met a woman in my life who decided to clear out a whole house, strip it right down to the bones, for no more reason than she feels like it.’ She studied Mrs King. ‘Remind me never to cross you.’

			Mrs King kept things easy. ‘I’m sure you don’t need reminding.’ She tapped her pocket watch. ‘Now, come along. You’ve got a job to do, my fine lady-felon. Clock’s ticking.’
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			Winnie entered the Paragon through the doors on the Mile End Road. She crossed the crush room and saw herself reflected in the giant mirrors, flushed with heat. They’d replaced the gaslights with blistering new electroliers and put Chinese prints all over the walls. Everything was glazed and swagged with red velvet. She rather liked it. She took a breath and made straight for the auditorium, spying a door near the stage.

			Mrs King had given very clear instructions. ‘We need someone with a gift for deception, someone who knows all about acting.’



OEBPS/image/Twitterbirdlogo_Col.jpg





OEBPS/image/housekeepers_orn.jpg





OEBPS/image/Alex_Hay_author.jpg





OEBPS/image/Housekeepers_invite.jpg
THE HOUSE OF DE VRIES

Requests the honour of your company at a

——(0STUMED BALL=

On Monday the Twenty-sixth of June

Nineteen Hundred and Five
Nine o’clock
N N—
PARK LANE, Wi — FULL DRESS

S N

An acknowledgement is requested,
addressed to the LADY of the house






OEBPS/image/Instagramlogo.jpg





OEBPS/image/HeadlineRevlogo_2016.jpg
REVIEW





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

		
		Contents


			
						Title Page


						Copyright Page


						About Alex Hay


						Praise


						About the Book


						Dedication


						Invitation


						Telegram


						One


						Two


						Three


						Four


						Five


						Six


						Seven


						Eight


						Nine


						Ten


						Eleven


						Twelve


						Thirteen


						Fourteen


						Fifteen


						Sixteen


						Seventeen


						Eighteen


						Nineteen


						Twenty


						Twenty-one


						Twenty-two


						Twenty-three


						Twenty-four


						Twenty-five


						Twenty-six


						Twenty-seven


						Twenty-eight


						Twenty-nine


						Thirty


						Thirty-one


						Thirty-two


						Thirty-three


						Thirty-four


						Thirty-five


						Thirty-six


						Thirty-seven


						Thirty-eight


						Thirty-nine


						Forty


						Forty-one


						Forty-two


						Forty-three


						Author’s Note


						Acknowledgements


			


		
		
		Landmarks


			
						Invitation


						Cover


						Title-Page


						Frontmatter


						Table of Contents


			


		
		
		Page list


			
						i


						ii


						iii


						iv


						v


						vi


						vii


						viii


						1


						2


						3


						4


						5


						6


						7


						9


						10


						11


						12


						13


						14


						15


						17


						18


						19


						20


						21


						22


						23


						24


						25


						26


						27


						28


						29


						30


						31


						32


						33


						34


						35


						37


						38


						39


						40


						41


						42


						43


						44


						45


						46


						47


						48


						49


						50


						51


						52


						53


						55


						56


						57


						58


						59


						60


						61


						62


						63


						64


						65


						66


						67


						69


						70


						71


						72


						73


						74


						75


						76


						77


						78


						79


						80


						81


						83


						84


						85


						86


						87


						88


						89


						90


						91


						92


						93


						94


						95


						96


						97


						98


						99


						101


						102


						103


						104


						105


						107


						108


						109


						110


						111


						112


						113


						114


						115


						117


						118


						119


						120


						121


						122


						123


						124


						125


						126


						127


						128


						129


						130


						131


						132


						133


						134


						135


						136


						137


						138


						139


						140


						141


						142


						143


						145


						146


						147


						148


						149


						150


						151


						152


						153


						154


						155


						157


						158


						159


						160


						161


						162


						163


						164


						165


						166


						167


						168


						169


						170


						171


						172


						173


						174


						175


						176


						177


						178


						179


						180


						181


						182


						183


						185


						186


						187


						188


						189


						190


						191


						192


						193


						195


						196


						197


						198


						199


						200


						201


						203


						204


						205


						206


						207


						208


						209


						210


						211


						213


						214


						215


						216


						217


						219


						220


						221


						222


						223


						224


						225


						227


						228


						229


						230


						231


						232


						233


						234


						235


						236


						237


						238


						239


						240


						241


						242


						243


						244


						245


						246


						247


						248


						249


						250


						251


						253


						254


						255


						256


						257


						259


						260


						261


						262


						263


						264


						265


						266


						267


						268


						269


						270


						271


						272


						273


						274


						275


						276


						277


						279


						280


						281


						282


						283


						284


						285


						286


						287


						289


						290


						291


						292


						293


						294


						295


						296


						297


						298


						299


						300


						301


						302


						303


						304


						305


						306


						307


						308


						309


						310


						311


						312


						313


						315


						316


						317


						318


						319


						320


						321


						323


						324


						325


						326


						327


						328


						329


						330


						331


						333


						334


						335


						336


						337


						338


						339


						340


						341


						343


						344


						345


						346


						347


						348


						349


						350


						351


						352


						353


						354


						355


						356


						357


						359


						360


						361


						362


						363


						364


						365


						366


						367


						369


						370


						371


						372


						373


						374


						375


						376


						377


						378


						379


						380


						381


						382


						383


						384


						385


						387


						388


						389


						390


						391


						393


						394


						395


						396


						397


						398


						399


			


		


OEBPS/image/Housekeepers_TTPnew.jpg
ALEX HAY





OEBPS/image/Housekeepers_brk50.jpg





OEBPS/image/Housekeepers_cover.jpg
RESTIMATE
THETHE WOMEN DOWNSTAIRS

K ‘ l {S
ys histori ical heist- Flawless [awless TUn fun’

Aglumoro
ooked fil the Jast pag N MILLWOOD

HARGRAV

T

HMJ

kept me
ENNIFER SAINT
ALEX





OEBPS/image/Housekeepers_pack800.jpg
NEVER UNDERESTIMATE
THE WOMEN DOWNSTAIRS

ALEX HAY






OEBPS/image/Housekeepers_telegram.jpg
POST OFFICE TELEGRAPHS.

BE ADVISED MARKET IS OPEN STOP
TAKING BEST BiIDS ONLY STOP
FELICITATIONS ALWAYS STOP

THE HOQUSEKEEPERS






