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  The Glass Horse




  It was the first week of December in Manhattan.




  At six a.m. I started my day as usual, pulling on my uniform and quickly combing my hair back into a bun so I could tidy the drawing room and get the fire cleaned out and set for the day before

  breakfast.




  As I pulled back the drawing-room curtains my eyes flinched with the uncommon brightness of the day. As they focused through the tall windows I saw that it had snowed overnight. Crystal foliage

  clung to the empty branches of the trees in Central Park, and beneath them the hills and lawns were covered in a white blanket, as soft and clean as a baby lamb’s coat. On the iron railings

  that rimmed the park, delicate lines of white were falling into soppy clumps on the pavement. Pedestrians picked their way down the park-lined street, their footsteps mashing the snow into a

  treacherous slide. The road in front was a sludgy brown mess as cars nudged their way down Fifth Avenue, drivers squabbling and shouting at each other, their breath clouds of cold steam.




  I longed to get out there and feel the bite of the fresh air on my skin, but since September, when I had taken up the position of parlour maid to the wealthy socialite Isobel Adams, I had barely

  left the apartment block. Save Sunday outings for Mass, I had lived within the walls of 2035 Fifth Avenue.




  I cleaned out the fire, and set about the task of sweeping up the pine needles. Isobel had employed a designer to decorate the apartment. There was greenery arranged on the mantelpiece –

  sweeping ferns sprayed gold and holly with plump scarlet berries so ripe you’d be tempted to pop one in your mouth. The tree reached to the ceiling and was lit up with what seemed like a

  thousand tiny electric lights. Crystal animals hung from its branches, whirling gently around by their invisible strings.
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