
The escapade began with a visit to the laundry. Since it was not 
appropriate to clean a bootboy’s linens in the same soap and 
water as a baronet’s,  the castle had one washroom for the court, 

and another adjoining it for those who served them. As always, the 
place was obscured by a fug of  steam, and noisy with splashes, drips, and 
the hiss of irons. Pattern made her way past copper baths full of linens 
boiling in sudsy water, and through to where drying racks, operated 
by ropes and pulleys, dangled a forest of dripping cloth overhead. It 
was here she found a pile of clean uniforms set aside for mending, and 
picked up a Third Housemaid’s heap of  black flannel and white linen. 
With a bit of luck, the distraction of the banquet meant that she could 
return the clothes before they were missed.
 The Grand Duchess was delighted with her costume, and Pattern 
had a hard time getting her to stand still long enough for her to stitch 
and pin it to an approximate fit. ‘I think it must be exceedingly nice 
to have a uniform,’ the Grand Duchess observed, ‘and not to have the 
bothersome business of deciding what to wear three times a day.’
 Her boots gave Pattern particular trouble, since their soft kid leather 
was far too fine for a servant. She took the oldest pair and dirtied them 
in the mud of the yard, trampling and scraping them as best she could. 
Then she bundled her mistress’s hair under a white cap, pulling the brim 
so that it shaded her face, and stuck a basket into her hands.

 ‘Keep your head down and follow me,’ Pattern instructed, adjusting 
her bonnet and shawl, and feeling very nervous indeed. The Grand 
Duchess, of course, would not get into trouble if they were found out, 
but the other servants would regard Pattern’s actions as base treachery. 
They would move from slopping her tea to spitting in it.
 The Grand Duchess was much impressed by the maze backstairs, 
and Pattern felt proud of her own competency in navigating it. Her 
mistress could scarce believe it when – after several twists and turns – 
they came out in the main passageway that went past the servants’ 
hall to the kitchen. On the day of a state banquet it was filled with 
nearly as much heat and steam as the laundry rooms. The scents were 
overwhelming: roasting meats and stewing fruits, burnt sugar and 
scalded fat. Mrs Fischer and her assistants shouted orders; kitchen 
maids and boys scurried to obey. The Grand Duchess stood and stared, 
and when Pattern tugged her along, she stamped her foot. ‘This is my 
kitchen. Why shouldn’t I stay and watch a while?’
 ‘You can inspect the kitchen whenever you wish – I’m sure your 
steward would be very pleased to give you the tour. But today you wish 
to pretend to be one of us. You are either Highness, or you are Eleri. You 
cannot be both.’
 The Grand Duchess’s scowl turned into a sigh. ‘I don’t like being 
Highness much, in any event.’ 
 Pattern remembered her moment of weakness with the gingerbread, 
when she had dreamed of another life as a pastry-cook. She softened 
her voice. ‘This is a holiday for both of us. Let us make the most of it.’ 

With so many servants going hither and thither on so many errands, 
nobody thought to challenge them as they made their way out of the 
castle. Once under the cover of the wood, it was evident the Grand 
Duchess felt the same sense of release that Pattern had enjoyed on 
her own stolen afternoon. She skipped about and chattered away, and 

Pattern allowed herself to hope that perhaps the adventure would not 
end in disaster after all. 
 When they reached the marketplace, the Grand Duchess looked 
around her with as much wonder as an ordinary girl might show on 
visiting London’s zoological gardens. She was especially taken by a stall 
that sold patriotic souvenirs, and examined a wooden doll, made in her 
own image, with much amusement. ‘Such pink cheeks! Such bright eyes 
and glossy curls! I fear I make for a very poor copy.’ After shopping for 
supplies, she pronounced their meal of sausage and brown bread the 
best luncheon she had ever tasted. Then they took a stroll through the 
public park, and the Grand Duchess linked Pattern’s arm in hers, the 
better to confide her distaste for the evening’s festivities. 
 ‘Banquets are fearfully dull things: six courses of food, yet none of 
it very nice to eat, and so much speechifying that most of the guests 
have nodded off before pudding. The ladies are the worst. The husband-
hunters make sheep’s eyes at my uncle, because he is what passes for 
an eligible bachelor in these parts. And the married ones keep pushing 
their horrible chinless sons at me.’ 
 ‘Surely you are a long way from marriage?’ 
 ‘Marriage, yes; betrothal, no. No doubt my uncle is plotting a match 
that will be entirely to his advantage and not at all to mine.’ 
 Pattern wished to avoid further talk of Prince Leopold. He might 
dislike his niece, but it was hard to believe in the villainy of a man whose 
chief delight was collectible figurines. As a distraction, she pointed to 
where a gang of urchins were dashing about under the trees. The group 
were baiting a boy wearing a snout made from a cone of paper. He 
rushed and roared at them, and if he managed to touch one of them on 
the head, the child would immediately drop to the ground. Meanwhile, 
a solitary girl stood motionless on a bench, hands clasped as if in prayer, 
as her fellows tumbled around her.
 ‘What are they playing, do you think?’ 

 The Grand Duchess looked at the children and frowned. It was 
a grizzled gardener, who was weeding a flower bed beside them,  
who answered. 
 ‘They make a game of dragon-taming.’ He shook his head. ‘You’d 
think after recent happenings they’d have more care, but children can be 
heartless creatures.’
 ‘Recent happenings?’ the Grand Duchess asked sharply. ‘Whatever  
do you mean?’ 
 He looked surprised at the question. ‘Why, the little ones who were  
taken, missy, out on the hills. And now they say another flock of sheep  
has been savaged too.’
 The Grand Duchess gasped and put her hand to her mouth. She 
looked ready to faint. Pattern drew her away before the gardener could 
offer his assistance, and helped her mistress sit down on the rim of a 
raised pool. ‘The children . . . the children . . .’ she kept whispering.
 ‘Such accidents are cruelly shocking,’ Pattern soothed. ‘I myself felt 
quite unwell when I first heard. But you must recollect—’ 
 ‘Wait. You knew of this?’ 
 ‘The first time I went into town, people were talking of it.’
 The Grand Duchess turned even paler. ‘Tell me everything. At 
once. I command you!’
 Pattern described what she had seen and heard. The Grand 
Duchess clenched her fists. Her face was so white and stretched that 
her cheekbones looked sharp enough to poke out from the skin. ‘It is  
my uncle. I know it. He is even more cunning and ruthless than I 
dreamed.’
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Where does Pattern’s escapade begin with a visit to?
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Elffinberg is a land of secrets and mystery, and it seems  
as though everyone is hiding something.  

But does someone living inside the castle have a secret  
that’s more deadly than the others?

Meet the characters, and find out . . . 

Pattern is only thirteen, but is already rising through  
the ranks at Mrs Minchin’s Academy of Domestic  

Servitude and seems destined for a life below stairs.  
But fate intervenes when she is packed off to the  

small and secretive Duchy of Elffinberg, to serve as  
lady’s maid to the lately orphaned Grand Duchess.

Pattern’s young new mistress is excitable and paranoid,  
yet despite their differences the two girls forge an  

unlikely friendship that quickly turns into a battle for  
survival. For picture-perfect Elffinberg hides an  

extremely dark and deadly secret . . .

Armed only with her trusty sewing basket, a bottle of  
smelling salts and J. Bulcock’s inestimable guide,  

The Duties of a Lady’s Maid, Pattern will need all her wits 
 and resourcefulness when dealing with above-stairs  

conspiracies and below-stairs intrigue.  
Darning stockings has never been so dangerous!

Pattern
v  The perfect servant. So quiet, small and shadowy that 

it’s easy to forget she is even in the room
v  Loves collecting facts and figures, and arranging  

them tidily in her head
v  Is new to Elffinberg and has been warned to  

trust nobody
v  Is loyal to the Grand Duchess, no matter how 

many secrets she is asked to keep or how many  
strange happenings she spots . . .

Prince Leopold
v Small and plump with round, rosy cheeks
v  Has nearly a whole wing of the castle to himself
v Is beloved by the court and the commoners
v  Offers Pattern some coins if she reports back on his 

niece, the Grand Duchess . . . 

Madoc
v Valet to Prince Leopold
v  Has a sharp gaze, so you never feel as though you  

can keep a secret from him
v Loyal to Prince Leopold
v  Has a great knowledge of the hidden paths inside  

and outside the castle . . .

Her Royal Highness Arianwen Eleri Charlotte 
Louise, Grand Duchess of Elffinberg 
v Thirteen-year-old Grand Duchess
v Doesn’t trust her uncle or his valet, Madoc
v Is convinced her court is full of secrets and lies
v  The state of her nightclothes shows that she sleepwalks,  

but she denies it happens . . . 
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