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Description : Description du produit Hailed by NPRs Fresh Air as part Testament of Y outh, part Dorothy
Sayers, and part Upstairs, Downstairs, this astonishing debut has already won fans from coast to coast and is
poised to add Maisie Dobbs to the ranks of literatures favorite sleuths. Maisie Dobbs isnt just any young
housemaid. Through her own natural intelligenceand the patronage of her benevolent employersshe works
her way into college at Cambridge. When World War | breaks out, Maisie goes to the front asanurse. It is
there that she learns that coincidences are meaningful and the truth elusive. After the War, Maisie sets up on
her own as a private investigator. But her very first assignment, seemingly an ordinary infidelity case, soon
reveals amuch deeper, darker web of secrets, which will force Maisie to revisit the horrors of the Great War
and the love she |eft behind.

Prsentation de I'diteur” A female investigator every bit as brainy and battle-hardened as Lisbeth Salander.”


/file.html?id=B004J4XA6E

Maureen Corrigan, NPR'sFresh Air, on Maisie DobbsMaisie Dobbs got her start asamaid in an aristocratic
L ondon household when she was thirteen. Her employer, suffragette Lady Rowan Compton, soon became
her patron, taking the remarkably bright youngster under her wing. Lady Rowan's friend, Maurice Blanche,
often retained as an investigator by the European elite, recognized Maisies intuitive gifts and helped her earn
admission to the prestigious Girton College in Cambridge, where Maisie planned to complete her
education.The outbreak of war changed everything. Maisie trained as a nurse, then left for France to serve at
the Front, where she foundand lostan important part of herself. Ten years after the Armistice, in the spring of
1929, Maisie sets out on her own as a private investigator, one who has learned that coincidences are
meaningful, and truth elusive. Her very first case involves suspected infidelity but reveals something very
different.In the aftermath of the Great War, aformer officer has founded a working farm known as The
Retreat, that acts as a convalescent refuge for ex-soldiers too shattered to resume normal life. When Fate
brings Maisie a second case involving The Retreat, she must finally confront the ghost that has haunted her
for over a decade.ExtraitSpring 1929Even if she hadn't been the last person to walk through the turnstile at
Warren Street tube station, Jack Barker would have noticed the tall, slender woman in the navy blue, thigh-
length jacket with a matching pleated skirt short enough to reveal awell-turned ankle. She had what his old
mother would have called "bearing.” A way of walking, with her shoulders back and head held high, as she
pulled on her black gloves while managing to hold on to a somewhat battered black document case."Old
money," muttered Jack to himself. " Stuck-up piece of nonsense." Jack expected the woman to pass him by,
so he stamped hisfeet in avain attempt to banish the sharp needles of cold creeping up through his
hobnailed boots. He fanned a half dozen copies of the Daily Express over one arm, anticipating a taxi-cab
screeching to ahalt and a hand reaching out with the requisite coins."Oh, stop may | have an Express please,
love?' appealed a voice as smooth as spooned treacle. The newspaper vendor looked up slowly, straight into
the eys the color of midnight in summer, an intense shade that seemed to him to be darker than blue. She
held out her money."O' course, Miss, ‘ere you are. Bit nippy this morning, innit?* She smiled, and as she took
the paper from him before turning to walk away, she replied, "Not half. It's brass monkey weather; better get
yourself a nice cuppa before too long." Jack couldn't have told you why he watched the woman walk all the
way down Warren Street toward Fitzroy Square. But he did know one thing: She might have bearing, but
from the familiar way she spoke to him, she certainly wasn't from old money.At the end of Warren Street,
Maisie Dobbs stopped in front of the black front door of a somewhat rundown Georgian terraced house,
tucked the Daily Express under her left arm, carefully opened her document case, and took out an envelope
containing aletter from her landlord and two keys. The letter instructed her to give the outside door a good
shove after turning the key in the lock, to light the gas lamp at the base of the stairs carefully, to mind the top
step of thefirst flight of stairs which needed to be looked at and to remember to lock her own door before
leaving in the evening. The letter aso told her that Billy Beale, the caretaker, would put up her nameplate on
the outside door if sheliked or, it suggested, perhaps she would prefer to remain anonymous. Maisie
grinned. | need the business, she said to herself. I'm not here to remain anonymous. Maisie suspected that
Mr. Sharp, the landlord, was unlikely to live up to his name, and that he would pose questions with obvious
answers each time they met. However, his directions were apt: The door did indeed need a shove, but the gas
lamp, once lit, hardly dented the musky darkness of the stairwell. Clearly there were some things that needed
to be changed, but al in good time. For the moment Maisie had work to do, even if she had no actual cases
to work on.Minding the top step, Maisie turned right on the landing and headed straight for the brown
painted door on the |eft, the one with the frosted glass window and a To Let sign hanging from the
doorknob. She removed tthe sign, put the key into the lock, opened the door, and took a deep breath before
stepping into her new office. It was a single room with a gasfire, agas lamp on each wall, and one sash
window with aview of the building across the street and the rooftops beyond. There was an oak desk with a
matching chair of dubious stability, and an old filing cabinet to the right of the window. Lady Rowan
Compton, her patron and former employer, had been correct; Warren Street wasn't a particularly salubrious
area. But if she played her cardsright, Maisie could afford the rent and have some money left over from the
sum she had allowed herself to take from her savings. She didn't want afancy office, but she didn't want an
out-and-out dump either. No, she wanted something in the middle, something for everyone, something
central, but then again not in the thick of things. Maisie felt a certain comfort in this small corner of
Bloomsbury. They said that you could sit down to teawith just about anyone around Fitzroy Square and dine
with a countess and a carpenter at the same table, with both of them at ease in the company. Y es, Warren
Street would be good for now. The tricky thing was going to be the nameplate. She still hadn't solved the



problem of the nameplate. As Lady Rowan had asked, "So, my dear, what will you call yourself? | mean, we
all know what you do, but what will be your trade name? Y ou can hardly state the obvious. 'Finds missing
people, dead or alive, even when it's themselves they are looking for' really doesn't cut the mustard. We have
to think of something succinct, something that draws upon your unique talents.""1 was thinking of 'Discreet
Investigations,' Lady Rowan. What do you think?"' But that doesn't tell anyone about how you use your
mind, my dear what you actually do.""It's not really my mind I'm using, it's other people's. | just ask the
guestions."" Poppycock! What about 'Discreet Cerebral Investigations.'?'Maisie smiled at Lady Rowan,
raising an eyebrow in mock dismay at the older woman's suggestion. She was at ease, seated in front of the
fireplace in her former employer's library, a fireplace she had once cleaned wiith the raw, housework-
roughened hands of amaid in service."No, I'm not a brain surgeon. I'm going to think about it for abit, Lady
Rowan. | want to get it right." The gray-haired aristocrat |eaned over and patted Maisie on the knee. "I'm sure
that whatever you choose, you will do very well, my dear. Very well indeed.”"From School Library
Journal Adult/High School-Maisie is 14 when her mother dies, and she must go into service to help her father
make ends meet. Her prodigious intellect and the fact that she is sneaking into the manor library at night to
read Hume, Kierkegaard, and Jung alert Lady Rowan to the fact that she has an unusual maid. She arranges
for Maisie to be tutored, and the girl ultimately qualifies for Cambridge. She goes for ayear, only to be
drawn by the need for nurses during the Great War. After serving a grueling few yearsin France and falling
in love with ayoung doctor, Maisie puts up ashingle in 1929 as a private investigator. Sheis a perceptive
observer of human nature, works well with all classes, and understands the motivations and demons
prevaent in postwar England. Teenswill be drawn in by her first big case, seemingly a simple one of
infidelity, but leading to a complex examination of an almost cultlike situation. The impact of the war on the
country isvividly conveyed. A strong protagonist and a lively sense of time and place carry readers along,
and the details lead to further thought and understanding about the futility and horror of war, aswell asa
desire to hear more of Maisie. Thisisthe beginning of a series, and a propitious one at that.Susan H.
Woodcock, Fairfax County Public Library, Chantilly, VACopyright Reed Business Information, adivision
of Reed Elsevier Inc. All rights reserved.



