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Description :

Prsentation de I'diteurTHE SUNDAY TIMES TOP TEN BESTSELLERA RICHARD AND JUDY
BOOKCLUB PICK'Utterly engrossing' Guardianlt is wash-day for the housemaids at L ongbourn House, and
Sarah's hands are chapped and raw. Domestic life below stairs, ruled with atender heart and an iron will by
Mrs Hill the housekeeper, is about to be disturbed by the arrival of a new footman, bearing secrets and the
scent of the sea.ExtraitChapter 11 Whatever bears affinity to cunning is despicable. They were lucky to get
him. That was what Mr B. said, as he folded his newspaper and set it aside. What with the War in Spain, and
the press of so many able fellows into the Navy; there was, smply put, a dearth of men. A dearth of men?
Lydiarepeated the phrase, anxiously searching her sisters faces: was this indeed the case? Was England
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running out of men? Her father raised his eyes to heaven; Sarah, meanwhile, made big astonished eyes at
Mrs Hill: anew servant joining the household! A manservant! Why hadnt she mentioned it before? Mrs Hill,
clutching the coffee pot to her bosom, made big eyes back, and shook her head: shhh! I dont know, and dont
you dare ask! So Sarah just gave half anod, clamped her lips shut, and returned her attention to the table,
proffering the platter of cold ham: all would come clear in good time, but it did not do to ask. It did not do to
speak at all, unless directly addressed. It was best to be deaf as a stone to these conversations, and seem as
incapable of forming an opinion on them. Miss Mary lifted the serving fork and skewered a slice of ham.
Papadoesnt mean your beaux, Lydia do you, Papa? Mr B., leaning out of the way so that Mrs Hill could pour
his coffee, said that indeed he did not mean her beaux: Lydias beaux always seemed to be in more than
plentiful supply. But of working men there was a genuine shortage, which iswhy he had settled with this lad
so promptly this with an apologetic glance to Mrs Hill, as she moved around him and went to fill hiswifes
cup though the quarter day of Michaelmas was not quite yet upon them, it being the more usual occasion for
the hiring and dismissal of servants. Y ou dont object to this hasty act, | takeit, Mrs Hill? Indeed | am very
pleased to hear of it, sir, if he be a decent sort of fellow. Heis, MrsHill; | can assure you of that. Who is he,
Papa? I's he from one of the cottages? Do we know the family? Mr B. raised his cup before replying. Heisa
fine upstanding young man, of good family. | had an excellent character of him. I, for one, am very glad that
we will have a nice young man to drive us about, said Lydia, for when Mr Hill is perched up there on the
carriage box it always looks like we have trained a monkey, shaved him here and there and put him in a hat.
Mrs Hill stepped away from the table, and set the coffee pot down on the buffet. Lydial Jane and Elizabeth
spoke at once. What? He does, you know he does. Just like a spider-monkey, like the one Mrs Longs sister
brought with her from London. Mrs Hill looked down at a willow-pattern dish, empty, though crusted round
with egg. The three tiny people still crossed their tiny bridge, and the tiny boat crawled like an earwig across
the china sea, and al was calm there, and unchanging, and perfect. She breathed. Miss Lydia meant no harm,
she never did. And however heedlessly she expressed herself, she was right: this change was certainly to be
welcomed. Mr Hill had become, quite suddenly, old. Last winter had been a worrying time: the long drives,
the late nights while the ladies danced or played at cards; he had got deeply cold, and had shivered for hours
by the fire on his return, his breath rattling in his chest. The coming winters balls and parties might have
done for him entirely. A nice young man to drive the carriage, and to take up the slack about the house; it
could only be to the good. Mrs Bennet had heard tell, she was now telling her husband and daughters
delightedly, of how in the best households they had nothing but manservants waiting on the family and
guests, on account of every- one knowing that they cost more in the way of wages, and that there was a high
tax to pay on them, because all the fit strong fellows were wanted for the fields and for the war. When it was
known that the Bennets now had a smart young man about the place, waiting at table, opening the doors, it
would be athing of great note and marvel in the neighbourhood. | am sure our daughters should be vastly
grateful to you, for letting us appear to such advantage, Mr Bennet. Y ou are so considerate. What, pray, is
the young fellows name? His given name is James, Mr Bennet said. The surname is avery common one. He
is called Smith. James Smith. It was Mrs Hill who had spoken, barely above her breath, but the words were
said. Jane lifted her cup and sipped; Elizabeth raised her eyebrows but stared at her plate; Mrs B. glanced
round at her house- keeper. Sarah watched a flush rise up Mrs Hills throat; it was all so new and strange that
even Mrs Hill had forgot herself for amoment. And then Mr B. swallowed, and cleared his throat, breaking
the silence. As| said, acommon enough name. | was obliged to act with some celerity in order to secure
him, which iswhy you were not sooner informed, Mrs Hill; | would much rather have consulted you in
advance. Cheeks pink, the housekeeper bowed her head in acknowledgement. Since the servants attics are
occupied by your good self, your husband and the housemaids, | have told him he might sleep above the
stables. Other than that, | will leave the practical and domestic details to you. He knows he isto defer to you
in al things. Thank you, sir, she murmured. Well. Mr B. shook out his paper, and retreated behind it. There
we are, then. | am glad that it isall settled. Yes, said Mrs B. Are you not always saying, Hill, how you need
another pair of hands about the place? Thiswill lighten your load, will it not? Thiswill lighten all your
loads. Their mistress took in Sarah with awave of her plump hand, and then, with a flap towards the outer
reaches of the house, indicated the rest of the domestic servants: Mr Hill who was hunkered in the kitchen,
riddling the fire, and Polly who was, at that moment, thumping down the back stairs with a pile of wet
Turkish towels and a scowl. Y ou should be very grateful to Mr Bennet for his thoughtfulness, | am sure.
Thank you, sir, said Sarah. The words, though softly spoken, made Mrs Hill glance across at her; the two of
them caught eyes a moment. Thank you, sir, said Mrs Hill. Mrs Bennet dabbed a further spoonful of jam on



her remaining piece of buttered muffin, popped it in her mouth, and chewed it twice; she spoke around her
mouthful: Thatll be al, Hill. Mr B. looked up from his paper at his wife, and then at his housekeeper. Y es,
thank you very much, Mrs Hill, he said. That will be al for now.Revue de presseA Best Book of the Y ear
Selection: New Y ork Times 100 Notable, Seattle Times, The Guardian, The Daily Mail, Kirkus sRich,
engrossing, and filled with fascinating observations. . . . If you are a Jane Austen fan . . . you will devour Jo
Bakers ingenious Longbourn. O, The Oprah MagazineOriginal and charming, even gripping, in itsown
right. The New Y ork Times Book Masterful. The Miami HeraldA witty, richly detailed re-imagining. . . .
Fans of Austen and Downton Abbey will take particular pleasure in Longbourn, but any reader with ataste
for well-researched historical fiction will delight in Bakers involving, informative tale. PeopleA bold novel,
subversive in ways that prove surprising, and brilliant on every level. USA TodayDelightful. The New
Y orkerA triumph: a splendid tribute to Austens original but, more importantly, ajoy inits own right, a novel
that contrives both to provoke the intellect and, ultimately, to stop the heart. The Guardian (London)[A]
fitting tribute, inventing a touching love story of its own. The Wall Street Journal A freshly egalitarian
reimagining. Vogue[ Bakers] writing style draws admirably from Austens. Minneapolis Star
TribuneEngaging and rewarding. The Washington TimesL ongbourn istold with glee and great wit. The
Daily BeastThe Bennet familys servants imagined by Baker have richly complicated lives and loyalties. . . .
Baker deserves abouquet. . . . Refreshing. The Seattle TimesTheres a finale so back-of-the-hand-to-the-
forehead romantic, someone should render it in needlepoint. Entertainment WeeklyExcellent. . . . In Sarah
the housemaid, Baker has created a heroine, living in the same house as Elizabeth Bennet, who manages to
shine despite Elizabeths long literary shadow. Christian Science MonitorLively. . . . Bakersvivid passages
about the natural world, working conditions and even of sorrow are . . . well detailed and articulated. The
Plain DealerLongbourn is areally specia book, and not only because its author writes like an angel. . . .
There are some wildly sad and romantic moments; | was sobbing by the end. . . . Beautiful. Wendy Holden,
Daily Mail(London)Inspired. . . . Thisis agenuinely fresh perspective on the tale of the Bennet household. .
.. A'lot of fun.Sunday Times(London)This clever glimpse of Austens universe through awindow clouded
by washday steam is so compelling it leaves you wanting to read the next chapter in the lives below stairs
rather than peer at the reflections of any grand party in the mirrors of Netherfield.Daily
Express(London)Impressive. . . . An engrossing tale we neither know nor expect.Daily Telegraph(London)



