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			About Maisie Dobbs, Psychologist & Investigator

			A collection of personal impressions 
from those who know and work with her.

			From notes transcribed during a meeting with Mr. Francis Dobbs, father of the psychologist and investigator, Miss Maisie Dobbs.

			Given that Mr. Dobbs was reticent about any conversation via telephone, our representative submitted the following report subsequent to engaging Mr. Dobbs as he worked in the garden of his home on the Chelstone Manor Estate, near Tonbridge in Kent. Mr. Dobbs made it quite clear that there would be no “tittle-tattling” regarding his daughter’s personal life, adding, “And it’ll do you no good to ask me about her work—I never did understand it and I never will!” 

			“People were drawn to our Maisie from the time she was just a babe in arms, and not just because she was a lovely baby either. In Lambeth, where she was born, a new baby wasn’t always welcome in a family, so there’s wasn’t much of a fuss made when people saw a little one being pushed along in a pram on the street. But the thing that people always said, was that she followed you with her eyes—and beautiful eyes my Maisie has, a blue so deep it’s almost black. Anyway, as old Jack, the rag and bone man said, “That baby can fair look through a man—she’ll break a few hearts, that one.” And she always looked a picture; Maisie’s mother and me, we’d wanted a child for a while, so we weren’t youngsters when she was born—which meant we had a little bit put by so she didn’t have to go about in cast-offs. Mind you, that’s not to say we weren’t glad of anything that came our way. 

			We were so proud of her as she was growing up—she did very well at school; and it wasn’t no fancy school either, no, just the church-run school down the road. Her teachers said they’d put her up for a scholarship to the girls’ grammar across the water. We thought she might pass her examinations to be a teacher, something of that order, so we kept putting money away—you need to have the right uniforms and what have you to go to a posh school like that. But her mother became poorly. She’d not been well, not really well, for a few years, but all of a sudden it was a lot worse. She was in terrible pain with it—it was her insides—and the money we’d put aside had to go on doctors. Fair broke our hearts, it did; and Maisie and her mother were tight, very close, make no mistake. I saw Maisie taking on too much around the house, looking after me as well as her mother. 

			She was twelve when her mother died. I remember after we came home from the funeral, hearing her keening in her bedroom—terrible sound it was. Terrible. And I wasn’t much help myself. I was heartbroken. I’d lost my wife, my mate, and I didn’t know what I was going to do on my own with a young girl.”

			(Mr. Dobbs paused and continued with his gardening at this point, and seemed quite overcome. However, after a few moments he composed himself, though he was pruning roses throughout the conversation.)

			“Money was tight—there were bills from doctors and from other people we’d taken my wife to see. I’d borrowed some money, which had to be paid back, and then there was Maisie to consider. There was no money for all the things she would need at the girls’ school, so I thought she’d be better off working in service than keeping house for a widower of a father. Most of the girls she’d been friends with on the street had gone into service or into the factories, so I had a word with Mr. Carter and Mrs. Crawford over at Ebury Place—he’s the butler and she’s the cook at number fifteen. They said there would be a position for her, which took a weight off my mind. I knew the work would be hard, but I thought she’d be able to go to night school to keep up with her learning—loved learning, my Maisie.

			And I know she hated me for it. I know she took it badly, that she thought I was sending her away because I didn’t love her or want her now that her mother had gone. But it wasn’t that—I was in a terrible state, terrible, and I thought she should get away, get among different people, and of course, your toffs are different people, ain’t they? And the thing is, it all worked out for the best, what with her meeting Dr. Blanche and him seeing how bright she was, and that she had a gift of just knowing about things, you know, knowing about them before they happened. Mind you, she had words with me about it years later; asked me why I’d abandoned her. I think we sorted it out, me and Maisie, but you never know with these things.

			I was proud of her when she went away to college. She deserved nothing less, make no mistake about it. I’d paid back my debts by then and was on my feet, so I could give her some money to call her own. And it was about the same time that I went down to Chelstone myself. Lady Rowan needed someone to look after the hunters, on account of the grooms all enlisting in the army when war broke out in 1914. I know horses like I know myself, so the only thing to worry about was leaving the Smoke. I’m a Londoner, born and bred, and I didn’t think I’d settle in the country—but I did and as you can see, it suits me well. 

			Everything changed early in 1915. Just before Easter, it was, when Maisie’s friend, Enid, was killed in an explosion at the Woolwich Arsenal—she was a munitions worker. I don’t know what happened between them, but I know Maisie had seen her not long before it happened, and the next thing I know, she’d enlisted for nursing service. Nigh on broke my heart, because I knew she’d lied about her age, and that she’d be sent over there, right into the war. And she was.

			The war took her heart away, I reckon. Terrible thing, to be that young and with so much death all about you; seeing boys your own age blown away. I always said, a politician is a liar, a thief and a murderer. The men that sent those boys over there should have been taken to the Tower, no two ways about it. I thought my heart would break again when I saw her brought home wounded. She’d lost the young man she loved—nice chap, came from a good family—and it was as if her heart had been cut open along with her head, when that shell hit the casualty clearing station where she was working. And she’s carried that inside her all these years. Oh, she might let you think she’s all right, but I’m her father, and I know. She’ll never forget what she saw over there, never. But I tell you, I don’t know where she gets her strength from—probably her mother’s side of the family—because she’s made something of herself. She went back into nursing—at a hospital for shell-shocked men—and when she’d done her bit, off she went to college again, to finish her education. And talk about work hard—she can work, my Maisie. Dr. Blanche, he doesn’t say much, but he told me that he wouldn’t have had another person as his assistant, and he’d left the business in very good hands when he passed it on to Maisie. He knew it wouldn’t be easy for her, but look at some of the people she’s worked for—not that I can mention names, because I’m not supposed to know. And she works for Scotland Yard on occasion, which I’d rather not know about—dangerous work, I would imagine.

			People always ask me, ‘When’s that Maisie of yours going to get married?’ Truth be told, there’s a fair number of young women her age who lost the love of their lives in the war and they’ll never get married. But I’d like to see her settled, if I’m honest. I miss Maisie’s mother to this day and it’d warm my heart to think that Maisie might find someone she loves like that, someone she could spend the rest of her life with. Trouble is, I don’t know if she’d give up that work of hers, and there’s not many men who want a wife who puts other people’s problems before they’d put dinner on the table, is there?”

			Mr. Dobbs declined to give any further information about his daughter.



	
		
			The following was transcribed from a telephone conversation with Lady Rowan Compton of Chelstone Manor, Kent.

			“I first met Maisie in, what was it? Oh yes, about 1910, when she was thirteen years of age. She had been given the position of under-parlor maid by our butler. I understand that her father, Mr. Dobbs, made the initial inquiry—he was the regular supplier of greengrocery to the kitchen, but had been hit rather badly when his wife passed away some months earlier. In any case, Maisie had been brought along to be introduced to us by Carter, our butler—we always liked to know who was under our roof you see, even if we never managed to exchange words with them again. It started when my husband stopped one of the maids on the upstairs landing, to ask where I could be found, and she said—dear girl—“And who should I say is calling, sir?” After that we decided it would be a good idea for new staff to be formally introduced. I must say, though, Miss Dobbs made an impression on me. I said to Julian that I thought she had interesting eyes. Most of the downstairs staff tend to concentrate on their feet when they see you, but she looked me straight in the eye. 

			I didn’t see her again until the night in the library. We’d come back from some do or another—Maurice had joined Julian and me, and we were discussing who was there and what everyone was saying. I think I might have got myself into a bit of a row about something, so I came to the library to fetch the book that would—I hoped—prove that I knew what I was talking about. It was two or three in the morning. I went in, and to my surprise, there at the table with a pile of books spread out in front of her, was our under-parlor maid. The poor girl almost jumped out of her skin, but I was intrigued. She was studying Latin, and was surrounded by philosophy books—and she was making notes. Very good notes, and with questions in the margins I might add. Of course, I asked her what on earth she was doing, and she said that she was learning Latin. Now that stunned me and I completely forgot that I should be rather cross and asked why she would want to learn Latin—I wanted to say, “Here, try French instead.” She explained that she needed to understand Latin to delve deeper into some of the other books. Well, I was floored. I gathered my wits and instructed her to put the books away and return to her quarters. I mean, she had to be up at half past five to get the fires started, so she must have been exhausted, sneaking into the library at all hours.

			I went downstairs and recounted my meeting with Miss Dobbs to Julian and Maurice and, of course, Maurice was fascinated. Never one to allow a light to fizzle out, Maurice. I told him what she was up to and he said he wanted to see her—and her notebooks—so I summoned Carter the next morning and arranged for Miss Dobbs to be brought to meet Maurice. Needless to say he was incredibly impressed with her intellect, especially given her background—she comes from Lambeth, you know, hardly where you’d expect to find such an acute young woman. Maurice has always been particularly interested in the self-taught, especially among those who seem to have the world against them. The poor girl had lost her mother, then was placed in service because her father thought it offered her the best opportunity. Now, do not misunderstand me, I have every regard for Mr. Dobbs. He is a fine gentleman and without him I would have lost my beloved hunters in the war. Fortunately, Maurice and I were able to give Miss Dobbs an opportunity that might otherwise have passed her by, and in that regard, her father had made the best choice possible for her. I cannot imagine what might have happened to her had she not been afforded the chance of an education directed by Maurice. And I have to add, that girl worked! Not only did she have her lessons as prescribed by Maurice, but she continued to work at the house until she went to Girton. (Lady Rowan Compton pauses here.)

			You know, I have always thought that fate played an interesting part in Maisie’s progress. My elderly mother-in-law, the Dowager, was in need of some companionship and assistance, and this proved to be an ideal position for Maisie. She was able to meet the demands of her duties, yet there was time for her to immerse herself in her studies, which was most important as Maurice was grooming her for Cambridge. I sometimes wonder, you know—and it is a fleeting thought—whether we did the right thing in taking her out of her milieu. You could say we were playing Pygmalion, setting her out on a path to which she was not born. However, I should add that Maurice always said that Maisie was one of those people who would invariably find it hard to belong in life; one who is neither this nor that. You see, her curiosity and ability to engage in such depth of thought and analysis set her apart from her peers, though she had a lovely way about her—everyone downstairs loved her, you know. (Lady Rowan Compton paused again at this juncture).

			I have to say, I became rather fond of Maisie. She has such spark, you see. She is so quick, so clever, yet she remained quite humble and, of course, she is devoted to her father—simply adores him. She could not have been happier when he came to help with the horses at Chelstone—bless him, did I tell you, he saved my hunters? Yes, I believe I already said that, didn’t I? Anyway, she gave up her place at Girton and went off to enlist for nursing service in 1915. I thought that was terribly brave of her. I was upset that she had gone, but on the other hand, I confess, I realized that it was just like Maisie to do such a thing. It was the death of her friend, Enid that led her to enlist. Enid used to work at Ebury Place—the less said about that the better. Enid was not of the same cloth as Maisie, definitely not. But Maisie loved her all the same, and it was for Enid’s memory that Maisie ended up in France. And she was wounded out there and lost her sweetheart into the bargain. Very sad, what young people have to endure when the world goes to war, isn’t it? I thought she was terribly brave, you know. 

			Later, after she’d continued in nursing for a while—in an asylum for the shell-shocked, I might add—she completed her studies and went to work for Maurice as his assistant. She had secured lodgings in Lambeth and traveled to his office each day from there. To be frank, I think I know why she went back to Lambeth. Maurice said a wounded animal will always go back to the lair to lick its wounds, and as much as she was able to recover at Chelstone, and later she had her work of course, she still bore deep scars—and I am talking about the ones you can’t see.

			After Maurice retired, Maisie set up on her own. Fortunately, I was able to persuade her to come to live at Ebury Place. We were spending the lion’s share of our time at Chelstone, and I needed someone I could trust living at the house. Oh, all right, I’ll confess—you could say I lived vicariously through Maisie. She had her share of tedium in her job, but she had some jolly interesting cases. And though her generation of women certainly did not have things easy, I rather envied them their freedom—you couldn’t have done half those things in my day.

			Now, I do think I’ve gone on long enough. And you assure me that this is all in the strictest confidence? Very good. One last thing: I hold Maisie in the highest regard, and that has not changed since that day when I caught her in the library trying to get to grips with Latin. Anyone who voluntarily attempts to learn such a language has my support in every endeavor.



	
		
Dr. Maurice Blanche

			The Dower House

			Chelstone

			Nr. Tonbridge

			Kent

			April 25th, 1931

			Dear Sir,

			You have requested a letter of reference for Miss Maisie Dobbs in connection with an enquiry which you would like her to conduct on your behalf. The following should serve as the reference you require, though I will begin by noting that you could do no better than retain Miss Dobbs.

			I have known Miss Dobbs since she was approximately thirteen years of age, and for some years I directed her academic studies, which led, as you may know, to her acceptance at Girton College, Cambridge, where she was subsequently awarded a scholarship. Miss Dobbs’ education was cut short by the outbreak of war in 1914—an experience shared by many students at the time. She served in France as a nurse, but returned to complete her studies at a later date. She became my employee upon graduation, and worked as my trusted assistant until my retirement in January 1929. During that time, Miss Dobbs was quickly able to assume greater responsibility, and managed her own portfolio of cases. I arranged for her to spend some time in post-graduate study at the Department of Legal Medicine at Edinburgh University, and although she is not qualified to conduct a post-mortem examination, her understanding of forensic matters is of a high calibre.

			Since taking over the business following my retirement, Miss Dobbs has been responsible for a number of criminals being brought to book, and for conducting sensitive personal inquiries for clients from a broad spectrum of our society. A basic tenet of our work together was to work in the utmost confidence on behalf of our clients, and guarantee that a case would not be considered closed until all parties were at peace with our work, whatever the outcome. As you might imagine, such a goal might represent a challenge upon occasion, however, Miss Dobbs could be depended upon to ensure the well-being of all concerned in her investigations, as far as that can be achieved.

			I need not underline Miss Dobbs’ tireless work on behalf of her clients, and the deep empathy she demonstrates in all communications. In addition, Miss Dobbs brings an added strength to her work that, fortunately, is not always required, though is never in short supply when needed; in short, she is tremendously brave. Her wartime service is testament to this aspect of her character, and I have witnessed many occasions when that bravery has come to the fore in her work.

			Be assured that in retaining Miss Dobbs you could do no better. She is both a seasoned investigator, and well versed in matters of psychology. In offering this reference, I am giving my word that you will not be disappointed in her work on your behalf.

			Yours faithfully,

			Dr. Maurice Blanche, M.D. (Edinburgh)., DPhil (Sorbonne).



	
		
			An Interview with William (Billy) Beale, Esq., Assistant to Maisie Dobbs. 

			This interview was conducted in the Prince of Wales pub, close to Fitzroy Square, where Miss Maisie Dobbs, Psychologist & Investigator, retains a small office. 

			Q: Can you tell us about your first meeting with Miss Dobbs?

			“Now then, let me see. It was during the Battle of Messines, in 1917 that I copped it. Shot in the legs, I was, and brought into the casualty clearing station where Miss Dobbs was a nurse. I’d been given some of that morphine, for the pain, but it didn’t do for me what it did to the other blokes I was with. They were going on a bit, talking gibberish, but I was seeing it all clearly. Strange, it was, as if everything around me was a picture with thick black lines around the edges. Everything seemed louder and bigger. And then I looked up and saw these eyes looking down at me. Big deep blue eyes. I remembered thinking that they were like the color of violets. She was only a girl, just a young ‘un, but she knew what she was doing, pulling away my uniform, looking at the state my legs were in; and she was talking all the time—with all that racket going on, and all the men she had in a line waiting, she was talking, making sure I was answering her. Then a doctor came up, and—I know this sounds funny, being as I was in a bad way, with that leg half off—but I remember seeing the way they looked at each other. It wasn’t just a look that made me think they were sweet on each other, no, it was as if they each knew what the other was thinking. He didn’t have to say a word to her, they just started working together. She gave me something that made me go a bit giddy, even though I was laying down—probably more of that stuff, I would imagine. I remember him saying, “You’ve copped yourself a Blighty there.” And he told me that I shouldn’t worry, he’d be sending me home with my leg still attached. And then I went out like a light, but not before thinking to myself, “Bill, you’re a lucky bloke.” They were wearing butchers’ aprons then, the doctors. I suppose that’s as far as the job went a lot of the time, you know, cutting away the bits that were hanging off. 

			Q: Would you tell us something about what it was like, being a soldier in the Great War.

			“If it’s all the same to you, I’d rather not. I left enough of my mates back there not to want to talk about it any more. In any case, I talked about it a lot with Dr. Blanche—Miss Dobbs worked for him before she set up on her own. No, I don’t want to talk about it. No, not at all.”

			Q: It must have been very strange, to meet her again years later—how did it happen, and did you recognize her immediately?

			I was working as a caretaker in a building in Warren Street. I’ll be honest with you, it was a bit of a fleapit, and the landlord was a right rogue. In any case, I knew there was a new tenant coming in to rent one of the rooms. It wasn’t the sort of place you could live in, but it was all right for working. Anyway, I popped in to see the new tenant, just to say hello and see if I could help her at all, and when she looked up at me, I saw them eyes again. I knew it was her straightaway, even though she was older, and of course, last time I saw her she was wearing a veil thing over her hair and a mask covering her mouth. But it was her, I knew it was. She was living in a boarding house in Lambeth at the time, though she ended up sleeping at the office for a bit—that’s before we moved to Fitzroy Square, and she went to live back at Ebury Place. I know, I’m getting ahead of myself here. Sorry about that. Anyway, I didn’t say anything at first, but later I just had to walk back in and ask her. And it was her—and she remembered me, though she said she could still see all the faces in front of her. And I bet she did. Wouldn’t surprise me if she didn’t have nightmares. I know I do—I sometimes have to get up in the middle of the night and go for a walk to try to shake the pictures out of my head. A lot of us are like that, you know, old soldiers trying to forget. Anyway, we recognized each other, and later she asked me to give her a hand with a case, and that was it. After that she offered me a job as her assistant, and I jumped at it. There wasn’t much difference in the wages, to tell you the truth, but at least I didn’t have to go mending the outside lavatory anymore. Horrible job, that.”

			Q: Is Miss Dobbs a good and fair employer? And do you mind working for a woman?

			Well, first of all, I don’t mind working for Miss Dobbs at all, no, not at all. That’s not to say that it was easy at first—and I wouldn’t dream of telling Miss Dobbs this, but I did get a lot of joshing from the lads here at the Prince. But when a nurse has saved your life over there, you don’t mind what you do for them. I tell them that, and it soon makes them wind their necks back in, because they know—we all went through something, and we know there was nurses over there that are buried in that soil, nurses who never came home. Miss Dobbs could’ve been one of them, what with the casualty clearing station being shelled, and her being wounded. So, no, I don’t mind. She’s a diamond in my eyes. You want to know whether she’s a good employer? She’s one of the best, as far as I’m concerned. Not that she isn’t firm—she’s pulled me up a few times, I can tell you. But she’s fair, pays what she can and I’m glad of the work. And she’s looked after my family—we’ll never forget her coming over when our Lizzie was ill; she did everything she could for the poor little mite. And she’s always tried to do a bit extra for us—she’ll often buy a cut of meat and leave it on my desk, or bring in something for the nippers. Then you have to look at what she’s done for my Doreen—if it wasn’t for Miss Dobbs, she’d still be strapped to a bed in an asylum.

			Q: We understand you had some medical problems, soon after starting work with Miss Dobbs. Are you well now?

			Good as I ever will be, I reckon. And I will admit it, I brought it on myself, what with messing around with that white stuff. Of course, part of it was being given too much medicine in the hospital after I left the casualty clearing station—they just gave you morphia to keep you from screaming and to get you home quietly. But there again, that’s no excuse, is it? I should’ve just got on with it, you know. And there you are again—Miss Dobbs sorted it out for me to go down to the country, and to see that bloke who could help me with the pain in my leg just by learning a few exercises. I do them every day and it helps with the nagging of it all.

			Q: Do you think the work is dangerous; after all, you have young children?

			If you look at it like that, working on the docks is dangerous, or down the mines. I’ll admit, there’s some people we come across who you’d rather never have met, but all in all, I don’t think it’s as dangerous or a risk to my family as walking the streets looking for a job every day. Now, if you want to talk about risk, you just look at what it’s like to be without work for years, like some of the blokes I know. What was it old Lloyd George said? ‘’A land fit for heroes?’ We’re still waiting for it, and while we wait, I’m lucky to be working for Miss Dobbs.

			Q: You want to emigrate to Canada—do you think you will leave Miss Dobbs employ?

			That’s a funny old question, hard to answer. I’d give anything to get my family over there, and Miss Dobbs knows it. Of course, I’d hate to leave her, but she knows how much I want to go, and I reckon I’d have her blessing. In fact, knowing Miss, she’d give me a hand to get started, what with her knowing people over there. I’d miss her, miss being her assistant. I’d never find another employer like her, I reckon. But on the other hand, we’ve got to get a new start, Doreen and me, and I know Miss Dobbs understands. 

			Q: What was your most difficult case, Mr. Beale?

			That one where we went to that retreat place, with all them blokes with their faces blown half away. That was nasty. Then there was the one that went on when I was down hop-picking—very hard, when you think of what that man must’ve gone through. But looking back on it, I reckon it was that woman who lost her husband and boys in the war. That one was the hardest to forget. Of course, she wasn’t an angel, but it just made you heartsick, to see what she’d gone through. One thing I’ve learned from Miss Dobbs, is that the person you think is at the bottom of something evil, is likely to be a very sad piece of work. I mean, what’s that saying? There, but for the grace of God, go I? I tell you, I’ve thought that many a time.
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