Servant narrative

Mary the chambermaid is preparing her mistress’ sleeping chamber for the night – folding down the covers, fluffing the pillows, and humming.  A gust of wind ruffles the window curtains, and she looks up toward them briefly but continues to go about her business, perhaps even smiling to herself at the pleasantness of the night air. 

Suddenly, a gust blows out the candles behind her on the dresser.  Startled, she jumps and squeaks a little “oh” and then falls silent.  After a few seconds, realizing what has happened, she clucks aloud and mutters to herself in the dark, while wandering around to the other side of the bed to get a flint from the cabinet– “’Tis only the wind.  Builder be praised.”  The room is lit only by pale moonlight, but it’s clear from the relative ease of Mary’s movements around the bed that she is very familiar with this space.

As Mary moves around the foot of the bed, away from the dresser to the cabinet, a shadow slips across the wall by the dresser and recedes into the corner darkness.  Out of the corner of her eye, Mary notices the shadow, and hears a single muffled footfall.

Gasping slightly and tensing, she cries, “Who’s there??”

Now she moves more slowly and cautiously, continuing to walk away from the dresser but with her head turned toward it, trying to train her eyes on the last spot where she saw the shadow.

“Haints, begone!  Trouble not my mistress’s chambers,” she says aloud, making the sign of the hammer.

Reaching the cabinet, she opens it awkwardly without looking, and fumbles loudly as she feels for the tinderbox and an oil lamp inside.  Turning her head deliberately while trying to keep the corner shadow in her peripheral vision, she looks down for a few seconds only, to strike the flint on the wick with shaking hands.  After two or three shaky attempts, the lamplight sputters up and fills the room with a golden glow, illuminating Mary’s wide-eyed, peering face with long shadows.  She holds the lamp across the room and moves her arm to better illuminate the corner.

Seeing the familiar corner nook occupied only by a comfortable chair and basket of needlework, Mary sighs in relief, “Ah, ‘twas nothing.”  She pauses for a moment to collect herself, then leans over the bed to continue her chore, but just as she does she hears the bedroom door shut softly. Looking up to the door she sees nothing amiss, but as Mary’s gaze moves across the room taking in the dresser and chair, she gasps as she realizes:


The candlesticks are gone!

Thoughts: a servant in alert level 2 might also pick up something (ineffectual) to wield – a pot, a ham leg, a candlestick, etc.  Whatever it is, it wouldn’t give them any greater defensive capabilities.  They would drop it and run when they got to level 3.

Servants who are at level two and not walking could be knock-kneed – ie. visibly weak in the legs, with fear.

Typical Servant locations

Kitchen

Laundry

Hallways (bringing things)

“downstairs”

Cellar

Bathroom

Bedroom

Childs bedroom

Garden

Stable

