
No 42 Winter Gardens



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      NO 42 WINTER GARDENS

    

    
      First edition. September 2, 2024.

      Copyright © 2024 Darryl Martel.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1304142771

    

    
    
      Written by Darryl Martel.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

No 42 Winter Gardens | By | Darryl Martel

Prologue

Chapter 1 | No 42 Winter Gardens

About the Author

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

No 42 Winter Gardens

By

Darryl Martel















[image: image]


No 42 Winter Gardens

First Edition 

Copyright © 2024 Darryl Martel

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or distributed in any form without prior written permission from the author, with the exception of non- commercial uses permitted by copyright law.

ISBN: 978-1-304-14277-1

[image: pasted-image.svg]

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Prologue


[image: image]


Follow the story of Alma Roberts, who starts new employment, as a nursery maid for the Home Secretary. 

Alma enters the household of No 42 Winter Gardens and this is a new opulent world to her and she gets the job with help from her mother, who also works there.

Alma gets involved with old and new friends and into some situations that she wish she never agreed to.

London was a tricky time for a young woman, with nothing and little prospects. But someone she meets, will change her life forever.
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“Must I brush my hair, Alma?”

Little Eleanor Parker was once again unwilling to be the young lady her station in life required her to be.

Alma stared at her hand as it hovered over Eleanor’s head and wondered what to do next. The child was eight, but with a determined character that flummoxed Alma, her nursery maid.

Charles, four and curious, sat before them on the dressing table, his short legs bumping against the gilding, getting in the way of the looking-glass.

“Miss Everett will be vexed if you don’t,” he said, smiling cheerfully.

Alma knew that was true. The governess had the highest standards in the nursery, and had taken Alma to task on occasions about the boys’ breeches (stained at the knees), the girls’ hair (lacking in gloss) and Eleanor’s shoes and frock.

Eleanor harboured an ambition to be a soldier, a career Alma had found herself utterly unable to discourage.

No amount of explanation that young ladies did not enter military service moved the child.

With this in mind, little Eleanor regularly attached to her shoes a pair of dress spurs she had managed to dig out of her father’s wardrobe, and pinned epaulettes on the shoulders of her dress, and wore the ensemble about the house.

Eight weeks ago Alma, had no idea that children could be so difficult.

She thought now, as she watched six-year-old Richard pass outside the nursery door with another beetle jar in his hand, that if the children had been older, the job might not have been so hard.

She was an only child, and had no experience with children when her mother had secured her this post in the Parker nursery.

Surely all Miss Everett’s scoldings, and Alma’s many errors with diet and hygiene, exercise and discipline, should have had her dismissed before now.

Mrs Parker must have observed that she was the worst nursery maid in all London.

But then Mrs Parker was a woman of importance, the wife of the Home Secretary  and her mind was on other matters.

Alma had no idea what a Home Secretary did. Her mother, employed at No. 42, Winter Gardens as second cook, had tried to explain.

“Mr Parker’s responsibility is home affairs,” she’d said. It was one week before Alma was to attend an interview in the nursery at No. 42. “For the care of the nation.”

“Why home?” Alma asked. “That word speaks to me of four walls.”

They both looked round at the walls of their tiny parlour. Mrs Roberts “lived out”, arriving at No. 42 early in the morning, six days a week, to prepare dinners and luncheons.

“It means the home nation. If you get the position, it will be the Parker children – five of them and another on the way – and many duties that you must familiarise yourself with, not the state of the country. The governess is the person you will look to, and you’ll mind every word she says.”

“If I am successful.”

“If you are successful.” Bridget Robert’s sighed. “I hope so. I have done that much wheedling to get you in and save you from Molly Weston!”

“I’m done with that, Ma.”

“Yes, you are. Now, they will ask you –”

“Who will?”

“Miss Everett will ask you questions. Mrs Parker may attend if she has no engagements. We’re to go in the early morning, so she may be at home.

“You’ve to make them understand that you’ll keep those children happy and well, see that they get their bread and milk, and are always clean and pressed.

“You might get to read with them, if you behave.” Her mother eyed Alma. “Did you hear me?”

“Yes, Ma,” Alma replied.

She had every intention of doing well. She was sure that five children could not defeat her.

“Do your job and the Home Secretary will be able to run the country without disturbance.”

Alma and her mother lived three-quarter of an hour’s walk from Winter, in the upper part of a house in Walworth.

Bridget was a widow, and often worried about her daughter. When the nursery maid at No. 42 had gone off unexpectedly to marry, Bridget had seized the opportunity.

This was at a moment when Alma had almost got herself into trouble, and Bridget employed her powers of persuasion to get her daughter an interview at No. 42.

London was a tricky place for any girl with nothing to her name and no father to guide her, and Alma had almost got entwined in a confidence trick, something she regretted.

Her mother was confident a position in the household of the Home Secretary would pluck Alma from danger for good.

Mrs Parker had made a space in her busy diary to attend the interview.

Alma was surprised that such a lady gave attention to the hiring of a lowly nursery maid.

Her mother had been adamant about who would decide Alma’s fate.

“It will be Miss Everett, mark my words,” Bridget said firmly.

But the exalted Mrs Parker came and lounged on a chaise longue at some distance, yawning occasionally.

They stood in a spacious room on the second floor of the finest, most modern house Alma had ever seen.

Books lined a whole wall, and two rocking-horses, both in perfect condition, sat proudly in the enormous bay window. The chairs and sofas all matched, and were covered in the sweetest pink and white striped fabric.

Bridget had already pointed out to Alma, while they waited, the elaborate tea set that she warned was reserved for Miss Everett alone, and Alma was staring at it as the talk began.

Her mother nudged her hard in the ribs and she jumped.

“The children have been sent downstairs for an hour,” Miss Everett said, gesturing for them to sit in two chairs opposite her.

The chairs were rather small, and Alma felt uncomfortable immediately.

She noticed that the governess bore a marked resemblance to a stuffed dodo she had once seen.

She had been on just one holiday in her life, a day trip to Brighton, and very memorable it was.

It had occurred while her father lived, and he had stopped in front of a glass case at a travelling exhibition, and pointed out the bird.

Miss Everett resembled the dodo with her hooked nose, tiny beady eyes and generally shrivelled aspect.

The lady of the house, in contrast, was beautiful. Her hair was arranged in the latest style, in glossy swathes around an oval face, and she had dark brown eyes that gave out a soft glow.

She wore a white day gown with a narrow edging of white fur at the breast, and its whiteness, contrasting with her lips and hair, made her all the lovelier.

Mrs Parker, on her chaise, regarded them with a look that was so lacking in focus that Alma wondered if she were really paying attention. It was only just past eight in the morning, yet she seemed to lack any energy.

“Name four foods wholesome for a child of four years,” Miss Everett said suddenly.

“Um,” Alma said. “Bread. Good bread, I mean, not the rough kind.”

The dodo nodded.

“That is one, yes.”

“Milk – warm.”

“Why warm?”

“I don’t know – I always got it warm, and I’m healthy, so I thought . . .”

Miss Everett frowned.

“Well, milk, then.”

There was a pause. Bridget tensed in the chair beside her
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