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With much love

to

My wonderful mother,

The late Betty (Elizabeth) Jennings 1920-2021

Whose greatest gift to me was her unwavering strength.




Mother and Daughter relationships are special.

As a daughter to Betty and mother to my daughter, 

Rosemary, it is impossible to describe because 

there is no other love like the depth of love 

between mother and daughter.
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  Author’s Notes



Anna’s Legacy: Book Ⅱ of The Sackville Hotel Trilogy opens a new chapter in Anna’s life. Anna and Bill in this series and Alex in Book I are loosely based upon real people. While the first book in the trilogy, The Blue Pendant, was inspired by real events in their lives, Anna’s Legacy takes that foundation in an entirely fictional direction and none of the stories presented in this book are founded in any way upon real events.

Anna’s Legacy continues Anna’s journey and although the story could be a standalone, it is written as a sequel with minimal explanations of the events preceding the start of this novel. Therefore, it is recommended that the books be read in order.

I had fun writing Anna’s Legacy and I sincerely hope you enjoy reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it. Whether it’s a review, an email or a comment, I always appreciate hearing from my readers. Without readers, I would not be an author. I love chatting about my characters, those that you like and engage with and those that you loathe—like Mr. Pickles, who seems to be the most hated character in The Blue Pendant and there is more to come in Anna’s Legacy.







  What people are saying!



The Sackville Hotel Trilogy - The Blue Pendant - Anna’s Legacy - Sarah’s Choice. 

A selection of comments from readers like you.




A brilliant read, From Sally in the U.K.

“… I was totally engaged with both the story and characters from the very first page right through to the end and can’t wait for a sequel. A must for anyone who enjoys historical novels. Highly recommend this book.




A gripping read… Amazon Kindle Customer

The story is gripping from the beginning to the end, to the point that I read the book in an afternoon - I am now looking forward to reading the sequel.




Unbelievable book… I love it! ….Evelyn B an Amazon Customer

Amazing book!!! Heartwarming and heartbreaking all at the same time. Loved the characters, the history was spot on and it took over my life until I read the last page. Is there going to be a sequel?….I hope so!




Better than Downton Abbey!… Angela from Canada

From the moment I opened The Blue Pendent I knew I was in for a ride. The characters are so well developed, I could see the story unfolding like a movie in my head. What a brilliant story - not only of the lives of the people, but of history, society and the events of the day. I loved it from start to finish. What a journey! This story is right up there with some of the best historical novels - a wonderful glimpse of the courage and determination - and love - that carried these families through some of the greatest social transformations in modern history. I can only hope that Ms. Jennings is writing a sequel.




It’s an absolute winner! …Audrey from Canada

Susan Jennings debut novel, The Blue Pendant, is a book that will plant your feet firmly in the elegant English Bexhill-on-Sea Hotel, witnessing the lives of the staff hierarchy and some of the patrons. Anna, the protagonist, has a fascinating life—one that crosses the Atlantic and never missing an interesting, and sometimes unpredictable, beat. The prose is crisp, one becomes very familiar with the characters, and the clear, changing scenes waste no valuable time. I generally read either old or contemporary books, however, I’m so happy I didn’t miss the Blue Pendant.




Steady read

Reviewed in the United Kingdom on July 4, 2021Anna’s Legacy - Easy and very readable. I live in Hastings someone the Sackville well, it’s glorious apartments now. Liked the characters portrayed. Just about to start the third one




Anna’s Legacy

Reviewed in the United Kingdom on June 1, 2021

Another chapter in the life and times of Anna and the Sackville story, joy and sadness I really enjoyed it.




Sarah’s Choice

Reviewed in the United Kingdom on June 17, 2021

A lovely series of books following the fortunes of the Sackville Hotel and the family who developed and ran it. Wonderful story of a family through different countries but always returning to the Sackville Hotel

Very interesting people, written in a way that make you really care about their lives.




A lovely saga

Reviewed in the United Kingdom on November 20, 2021I thoroughly enjoyed trilogy with its ups and downs. It had me gripped.

I was a little disappointed that whoever proof-read these books missed so many errors, including the use of American terms for English items. (Sorry but I am but if a grammar freak!)







*A note regarding style. The author writes in Canadian style English with Canadian spelling. The reader may find some differences in both English and American spelling.
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As the Southampton skyline drew closer, Anna’s throat tightened and her knuckles turned white on the ship’s railing. She smiled at Bill as she felt his warm arm encircle her shoulders. He knows me so well, she thought, and immediately relaxed. He lightly kissed her cheek, smiled and gently brushed a greying curl from her forehead.

“Nervous?”

“A little. We have a big challenge in front of us.”

Bill sighed. “Did you ever imagine the day would come when we would sail into Southampton together?”

“No, did you?” She leaned her head against his shoulder. “The last three years have been a roller coaster ride and there were times when I thought we would never get together, let alone sail into Southampton after a trip to India.”

“Starting a new life in our fifties is a little bizarre.” Bill shook his head, “But I feel younger and more together than I did twenty years ago. I’m not sure how to describe it; ecstatic, elated or just plain happy. Working with you to put The Sackville Hotel back on the map, I couldn’t ask for anything more.”

“Wisdom and life experience finally pay off,” she said with a laugh. “I think I could have managed with a few less life experiences…” The public address system blared, drowning out Anna’s words as a garbled voice told the passengers to gather their belongings and wait for debarkation instructions.

Shivering slightly, Anna pulled her wool jacket tightly around her shoulders. The cool April air was a contrast to the hot Indian climate. Despite the long sea journey, it seemed that her body wanted to hold on to the heat. She had enjoyed the voyage, thankful for only a couple of bouts of seasickness. As wonderful as it was to be with Bill, it had been a disappointing trip for them both. India was not the country she had imagined through Uncle Bertie’s stories and Rudyard Kipling’s books. Independence had caused hatred, riots and rivalry. The violence was sad, frightening and deeply disturbing. Even more disturbing, Anna thought she recognized one of her fellow passengers as an orator who had fired up the already volatile crowd in Calcutta. His eyes had momentarily caught Anna’s from his soapbox as the police rescued them and whisked them to safety, and now on the ship he stared at her whenever their paths crossed, but he never spoke. It was an intrusive stare that made Anna feel uncomfortable. Bill thought she was being paranoid. To appease him, she reluctantly agreed, but could not shake an inner instinct of potential danger.

Anna switched her thoughts to the hotel and their new home, and the familiar butterflies fluttered in her stomach. She wondered how the renovations were progressing. More to the point, she wondered how many problems had arisen.

She looped her finger into the black velvet ribbon at her neck and twisted the blue crystal pendant, thinking of Uncle Bertie all those years ago when she had first arrived at Bexhill train station. Another chapter of her life was beginning, at the same hotel. Thirty-five years ago, she had been alone with Uncle Bertie’s globe-trotting inspiration, his gift of a blue pendant and words of wisdom. “Follow your dreams and don’t let anyone take them away,” had comforted and inspired her many times. She had followed her dreams: three months ago, she and Bill were married and together they now owned The Sackville Hotel.

The public address system boomed a polite goodbye to the passengers and suggesting they make their way from the lounge to the gangway. Anna straightened her floral cotton dress and patted the full skirt on her broadening hips and thickening waist. The small-waisted skirts of today’s fashions would have suited her well in her younger years; she had always been proud of her tiny waist. She sighed and buttoned up her jacket, pulled on her cream-coloured gloves and pushed some wispy, greying golden brown curls under the small blue hat that sat on the crown of her head. Although Anna liked to look nice, she had never been particularly fashion conscious, but three months of brushing shoulders with the elite had rubbed off a little.

Bill leaned towards her, his aqua eyes a little faded with age but still tender and admiring. He buttoned his blazer; even the ever-casual Bill had dressed the part during their trip.

Walking down the gangway, Bill whispered in Anna’s ear, “Remember what happened the last time you walked down a ship’s gangway here?”

Anna giggled. “Yes, some handsome man stood at the bottom and asked me to marry him. I was a little embarrassed.”

“You were embarrassed! Can you imagine how I felt, down on one knee and trying to propose in front of thousands of people.” Bill winked his special wink and smiled. “When you walked onto the gangway, all those people disappeared. I only saw one person, you. However, when the crowd roared, I did question my choice of venue.” They both laughed.

Passports in hand, they passed through the formalities without incident and made their way to the train depot. James Lytton, who was both a friend and the general manager of The Sackville Hotel, greeted them at the Bexhill station.

Bill and James loaded the luggage into the trunk of the two-tone green Hillman Minx, Bill’s pride and joy. “She looks good, James,” Bill said, standing back and admiring the shining car.

“I gave it a good clean and polish especially for your return,” James replied, getting into the passenger seat and letting Bill drive.

Anna sat in the back, thinking of her first arrival in Bexhill. Remembering her toe pinching in her new boots as she and Carter walked from the train station to the parked horse-drawn buggy, the horse clomping along the promenade and her big, totally inappropriate, blue hat flying off in the wind. A gentle smile crossed her face as Bill pulled the car under the portico. The front entrance, she thought, remembering how insulted she had been on that first day as Carter drove the buggy to the service entrance. He had called her “hoity-toity” and said, “We’s staff, and staff enter by the service entrance. It’s more than me job’s worth if Mr. Pickles catches us at the front.” Anna spoke the words aloud. Bill gave her a questioning look.

“In my misguided youth, I thought it beneath me to enter by the service door and that’s what Carter said to me the first day I arrived at the Sackville. I never dreamed that one day I would not only enter by the front door but own the hotel.”

“I remember a feisty, innocent young lady making a grand entrance in a big blue hat. I fell in love with you that very first day.”

“I think I did too, but I was too stubborn to see it.”

Anna looked at the spring garden and entrance. “It certainly looks different from when we left three months ago.” A new doorman, dressed in the burgundy-trimmed dark green of the hotel livery, opened the car door for Anna. Doffing his cap, he bowed slightly and said, “Welcome home, Mrs. Blaine. I’m Albert, the new daytime doorman.”

Anna looked at him quizzically. “I am surprised to see you, Albert—we’re not due to open for another month and a half.”

“Mr. Lytton asked me to come in to welcome you and Mr. Blaine, and to show off our new uniforms, which arrived yesterday.”

“Thank you, Albert. You look magnificent in the Sackville colours.”

Bill took Anna’s arm and they stepped purposefully up the stairs to the massive glass and oak front doors. She could hardly contain her excitement as she stepped into the opulent, refurbished lobby. Her feet sank into the thick new green carpet. The cleaned and repaired chandelier sparkled like new. The sun streaming in through the long windows caught every prism and scattered rainbows on the walls, and the polished mahogany reception counter, a feature Anna had insisted must stay, shone like glass. The cubbyholes behind the counter looked strangely naked in their emptiness. Anna pulled a face at the only piece of furniture, a tattered chair.

“I had hoped that the upholsterer would have finished recovering the lobby sofas and chairs but he assured me they will be here tomorrow. I held off the delivery of the new tables and lamps thinking you might want to see them first.”

“Yes, I would. And there’s no rush. We still have six weeks. It all looks wonderful so far. You must have worked hard. How much help did you have?”

“The contractors we hired before you left did most of the heavy work. I kept Amy Peterson on full time as head housekeeper and she has been a great help. I’ve interviewed some minor kitchen and dining room staff and I asked Albert to start work early to help with moving furniture. But I thought you and Bill would like to be part of interviewing the main staff. I have advertised in the newspaper.

“Excellent. Where’s Amy?”

“She is in the staff dining room interviewing maids. Shall I call her?”

“No, I’ll talk to her later. We’d like to go to our rooms.” Anna turned to Bill, who had wandered over to the dining room. “Bill, can you get the bags please?”

Bill turned and smiled at Anna. “We have staff to do that, Anna. Albert has already taken the luggage up to our suite.”

“It will take me awhile to get used to being waited on.”

“There was a time when ‘Papa’s little girl’ expected to be waited on.” Anna and Bill laughed at their private joke.

James jumped in front of them and opened the ornate brass lift gates. “I want to show you your new home. The renovations went well; I hope you like them. But we can always change things if it doesn’t suit you.”

Walking along to Suite 305, Anna had a sense of déjà vu. They had chosen this suite as their private apartment not only for nostalgic reasons—it having been Lady Thornton’s suite in the early days—but because it was tucked away from the paying guests. It had two bedrooms and the layout allowed them to install a small kitchenette. The plate on the door had been changed from Suite 305 to a wooden plaque that read simply PRIVATE in gold lettering. James opened the door and gave Anna and Bill each a set of keys. Anna took a sharp breath upon seeing the same chandelier hang in the entrance and she half expected to hear Lady Thornton’s voice calling her to begin typing her correspondence. Gingerly, she stepped into the lounge: the sofa and chairs were new, picked out by Anna and Bill before they left for India, but the little roll-top desk still sat in the corner by the window, and the dining room table, chairs, and sideboard were all the original too, freshly-polished and reminding Anna of many luncheons with Lady Thornton. The French doors were open to a small, impracticable balcony and the soft lace curtains fluttered in the breeze that carried the scent of the sea and the sound of waves gently rolling onto the beach. Bill sidled up to Anna. She breathed in the quietness and leaned against him.

James cleared his throat. “Well, I have things to do, so I’ll leave you to unpack.”

In unison Anna and Bill called goodbye to James and stepped closer to the French doors. Bill wrapped his arms around her as she nestled into his warmth. “Happy to be home?”

“Yes, it feels good. I think it will take a little getting used too. Some things are so familiar it feels as though time has stood still, and yet I feel we are in uncharted territory.” Anna stared at the few people walking along the Promenade, dodging April showers. No spinning parasols or long swooshing skirts accompanied by stiff gentlemen as when she had first glimpsed the Promenade. Fashion had changed: the skirts were short, the men more casual and there was a sense of freedom, even laughter. The waves rolled onto the empty beach, there being nothing to disturb them. She had a sense of the calm before a storm, but whether it was a physical storm brewing somewhere over the Atlantic, an emotional calm, or just a rest before a mountain of work waiting to be done, she couldn’t tell. Anna turned to look at Bill. “Are you happy?”

“I couldn’t be happier. I have a wife I adore and a hotel kitchen full of culinary possibilities.” Bill grinned, teasing. “I’m not sure which comes first, my wife or the kitchen…” He hesitated before adding affectionately, “Dearest Anna, you will always come first.”

Anna smiled, feeling safe next to Bill. Loving him now was so different from young love. There was no anxiety, no sense of urgency, just comfort, contentment and knowing they were there for each other.







The renovations were ninety percent complete. All the guest areas had been painted and decorated with new carpets and wall coverings. A dance floor had been installed, with a platform for a trio or quartet for dinner dances. The lounge area furnishings had arrived. Comfortable chairs and sofas had been reupholstered in soft, restful pastel shades. Anna was pleased that she had resisted the bright, fashionable post-war colours. The wooden side tables blended well with small, warmly-glowing lamps in conversation groupings.

The lobby had been reconfigured, eliminating the massive general manager’s office, which allowed for a new lounge area next to the concierge’s desk for guests waiting for reception services or transportation. Two new offices were built next to the telephone exchange and located to the side of the reception desk, one for Anna and one for James. Both offices were bright with windows looking across the Promenade to the sea, a contrast to the old dark original office and dispelling the vile Mr. Pickles’ aura. Anna wondered how such things could linger for so many years. Perhaps it is me that can’t let it go.

Standing at the reception desk, Anna brushed her hand across the polished counter and the new registration book. She grinned at James, her fingers tracing the script of gold letters with the new name: The New Sackville Hotel.

“I remember doing this the first day I met you. I had never felt such soft leather or seen real gold leaf before—symbols of a prestigious hotel. I think perhaps you and I are the only people who truly understand the meaning.”

“Yes, you are right. We are guardians in a way. We helped it grow in its heyday; your work kept it going through the first war and I kept it going through the second. We almost lost it but, like the phoenix, it has risen from the ashes.” James’ eyes glistened with moisture. The hotel was James’ life and meant as much to him as it did to Anna.

Averting his stare, she said, “The guest areas have come together nicely, James. How are we doing with the staff quarters?”

“Most of the staff live out, so I suggest we close off half of the staff quarters. I have assigned Mrs. Banks’ old sitting room to Amy as her head housekeeper’s office. I have already supplied her with a desk and filing cabinets. Bill can use one of Mr. Pickles’ rooms as his office and the other for any storage that needs to be under lock and key. The staff dining room stays as it is, but it could use a coat of paint. Actually the whole of downstairs could use a coat of paint, but it can wait. The laundry could do with updating, but I wondered what you thought about sending the bed linens out. I did get some quotes and I think it is cost effective.”

“I like that idea. It will reduce our capital investment, but we’ll still need a couple of new washing machines for the guests’ laundry. What have you done with the kitchen area?”

“The contractors are behind with the kitchen construction. Bill is down there now, and not very happy. Other than the kitchen, the workers have finished. A few items are on order, and with the post-war shortages I am keeping my fingers crossed. If Bill doesn’t get the kitchen equipment we’ve ordered, we could be in trouble.”

“Did we stay on budget?” Anna asked

“It’s hard to say.” James dropped his gaze, hesitating. “There are some outstanding bills and the kitchen equipment has not been bought yet.”

“I’d like to look at the accounts.”

James walked Anna into her new office, and invited her to sit at her new desk. She was delighted to have a window. Clouds moved slowly across the sky, allowing the sun to pop out for a second or two. Anna took in a deep breath as she saw a million stars dancing on the sea. The corners of her mouth began to curl, until her Cheshire cat grin spread from ear to ear.

“Thank you James, this is lovely and so very different from…” Anna looked up not sure what to say.

“I wanted you to have a bright office with a view of the sea and far from memories of the oppressive old Pickles’ office.”

“You did well.” Anna’s grin slowly turned downwards. “James, I never told Bill what Mr. Pickles did to me. I think he suspected, but I could never tell him the whole truth and Alex went to his grave not knowing anything.”

“Your secret is safe with me.” He looked at her with sympathy in his eyes, cleared his throat, smiled and asked, “How does it feel to be back?”

“It’s a strange feeling. I’m excited, for the most part. All the new things make it feel like a new place, but every now and then a chill touches my spine as though ghosts from the past are hovering around me, then it quickly passes. It can’t be Pickles; he’s still alive. Or is he?”

A tap on the door startled Anna, interrupting their conversation. “Can I come in?”

“Of course, Bill. Come and look at my beautiful view. Your timing is perfect as James and I were about to go over the accounts and discuss what is finished and what still needs to be done.”

“I was coming to talk to you about the kitchen. It’s not going well. I’m in danger of losing my temper with the workmen—such a lazy bunch.”

James raised his eyebrows. “It must be bad. I have never seen you lose your temper. It’s usually me who loses mine.” Anna nodded in agreement and all three laughed.

“I suggest we deal with the kitchen first,” Anna said. “Gentlemen, take a seat and let’s get started.”

James went to collect the paperwork from his office and Bill took advantage of his absence to give Anna a peck on her cheek. “Happy?”

Anna’s head nodded up and down. “And you?”

Bill moved to the chairs in front of Anna’s desk. “I keep wanting to pinch myself, even in the chaotic kitchen, when I think is this really all mine.”

James returned and sat in the vacant chair, placing a pile of folders and papers on Anna’s desk. “Everything is here.” He pulled a thick folder from the bottom of the pile. “This is the file for the kitchen renovations.”

Bill opened the file and the longer he stared at the papers the deeper his frown. “The kitchen is over budget and weeks behind. James, what happened?”

Anna reached over to read the financial statement. Fear gripped her inside; these numbers were more than they could afford and the kitchen was not even functional yet, with only five weeks before opening. She glanced at James, waiting for him to answer Bill’s question.

“The reason we are behind is, as you deduced Bill, the workmen are lazy and slow. I already fired one company for padding the bills and charging for work not done, which is one reason why we are over budget. I have been searching for a more reliable company. Since the war there is so much building going on that these companies can pick and choose, and if we complain or don’t pay their prices, they quit and move on to the next job.”

Anna thought for a minute. “How far along are they? Has all the heavy reconstruction been done in the kitchen? I’m assuming all the guest areas are complete.”

James spoke next. “We are waiting for furniture and linens for the guest rooms. The lounges and dining room are more or less finished. Downstairs is a different story. The staff room and hallways need painting and the kitchen is a mess. But the kitchen extension and the reconstruction is complete. Most of the stuff left is carpentry—shelving and the like—painting and electrical.”

“Are we signed into a contract?” Anna was trying not to show her concern. There was no more money and without a finished kitchen, the hotel could not operate.

James’ round jovial face broke into a grin. “They wouldn’t give me a contract. A gentleman’s agreement is what he said; all that means is if a better job comes along they can move on. Funny, I wasn’t happy about it at the time. I never thought it might work in our favour.”

“Instead of hiring a big company, let’s hire a carpenter and a painter to do the finishing. What do you think?” Bill glanced first at James and then Anna. “The electrical is a different matter.”

“I have been thinking of hiring a full time handyman with carpentry skills. My rationale was that it would be more cost effective to have someone on staff.”

“Good, go ahead James,” Anna said. “But there’s still the electrical issue.”

“I might be able to help with that too. An old army buddy of mine is an electrician and he owes me a favour. I’ll talk to him.”

Anna turned her attention to Bill. “Bill, what do you want to do about the current workers?”

“Get rid of them now.”
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Angry words filtered into the lobby; the labourers were not happy that they were being fired. Anna had never heard Bill shout or use profanity, but he matched the outrage of the lazy workmen and sent them packing. Anna wondered if they were doing the right thing. Only five weeks before opening and they had a non-functioning kitchen and a fully booked hotel and dining room.

James’ military friend, Ben, agreed to finish the electrical work in the kitchen but another week had gone by and no suitable handyman had been found.







Amy placed a tray of tea on the little round table in her office. Anna poured for them both; after three hours of interviewing maids, the tea was welcome. She looked around the familiar room, remembering another time and her own orientation with Mrs. Banks in this room.

“This takes me back,” Anna said.

“Yes, I remember. I was in awe of your blue suit and that big ‘at, I mean hat, and I wondered why a lady like you was working at the hotel.”

“I’m afraid I was rather a spoiled young girl and I had many lessons to learn.”

“I’m so pleased you decided to buy the ‘otel, hotel. I’m excited about the opening and having some grand guests again.”

Anna smiled at Amy’s attempt to correct her dropped h’s. She liked Amy. She always had, and now as an experienced hotel housekeeper, she was a big asset to Anna.

“Amy, how many maids have you hired so far?”

“Two chamber maids who will live in and take turns doing morning teas. I will be training them a week before the opening. I told them they could move into the staff quarters the end of next week. Bill wants to hire the kitchen maids. I have another two who will come in daily and I’d like to hire a senior maid and possibly a couple of charwomen; they would be cheaper than maids. Who’s hiring the dining room staff?”

“James has hired a maître d’ and I think the two of them will hire the waiters. I’ll go and talk to Bill about the kitchen staff. Can you manage here?”

The passageway to the kitchen was ominously quiet Anna thought as she turned the corner into a bare dusty room that looked nothing like a hotel kitchen except for the old Aga cooker on the back wall. Bill had insisted it stay, although he had ordered a new set of modern gas cookers. He was talking to Ben, the electrician, but the lack of activity worried Anna.

“Hello Ben, how’s the electrical going?” Anna said, glancing at Bill.

“I expect to be finished by the end of the week.”

Bill slapped Ben on the shoulder. “I am pleased with the progress. Ben’s doing a great job. But Anna, I’m concerned about the shelving and painting. Any news on a carpenter?” Anna shook her head.

“Ben, would you be interested in something more permanent?”

“Thank you Mrs. Blaine, but I have enough to keep me busy. But I do know someone who might be interested. I feel sorry for the lad and this might be just what he’s looking for.”

“I need someone who can paint walls, build shelves, mend furniture, change light bulbs—that kind of thing—and is reliable. Why do you feel sorry for him?”

“Woody lives two doors down from me and the wife. My eldest went to school with him and the kids teased him something rotten because he’s a bit slow. He’s always whittling or carving with pieces of wood, hence the name Woody; I’ve no idea what his real name is. He’s older than my lad, maybe twenty-five. He lives, or lived, with his grandfather, a carpenter, where he learned his trade. They did odd jobs for some of my customers. He’s a good worker. His grandfather died about a month ago and poor kid doesn’t know what to do. My wife has been feeding him. We have no idea what happened to his parents; never seen them. Doris, that’s my wife, says the landlord is throwing him out. He’s…” Ben pointed to his head, “but his work is good and he’s clean and very polite. Needs direction, that’s all. And I would think somewhere to live.”

“I would like to meet him. He has the skills we’re looking for and he could live here in the staff quarters. A lot will depend on how much direction he needs. Bill can help him with the work in here but how will he cope as a full time handyman? Can you bring him in to talk to us tomorrow?”

“I’ll bring him with me in the morning, he can help me and you’ll get a good idea of what he can do.”

“Good. We’ll leave you to get on,” Anna said as she and Bill walked up to the lobby and into Anna’s office.

Bill closed the office door and gathered Anna in his arms, brushing the frown on her forehead. “Why so worried? It’s coming together nicely.” Anna kissed him and pulled away to sit behind her desk, gazing at the sea. “We have three weeks to get the kitchen finished. I am worried. What if this young fellow doesn’t work out? If he’s slow, that’s not a good thing.”

Bill sat in front of Anna’s desk, watching her. “It is going to be fine. Everything will get done in time. I think this fellow Woody will work out all right.

“Bill, I want to go over the accounts. I am worried about the finances. We are running out of money.”

“All the major renovations are done and paid for. Aren’t they?”

“Mostly, but we had to dip into the operating budget to pay for the overruns. I know enough about accounting to know we have no safety net, no contingency, and that’s dangerous in a new business.” Anna cleared her throat, something she did when nervous.

“You really are worried. What do you want me to do?”

“Nothing. James and I will determine where we can cut back and if necessary we’ll talk to the bank manager.” Anna took a deep breath and sighed. “Something I would rather not do. The best thing you can do is get that kitchen up and running.”

“I can pick up a paint brush and I’ll twist Ben’s arm and see if he’ll give us a couple of extra days. If the new guy works out, we could have the kitchen ready in record time, ahead of schedule.” Bill paused, “And I just had an idea. What do you think about opening the restaurant for paying guests a week before the grand opening? Even if it was only local people from Bexhill and Eastbourne, it would bring in revenue and train the staff.”

“I like that idea, but will we be ready?” A sceptical frown creased Anna’s forehead.

“It’ll mean working a lot of hours but I’m convinced it can be done.”

“Okay, talk to James, but make sure we can make enough profit over the staff wages. What about food and menus?”

“The menus are all done. Remember we worked on them on the ship and I already have the suppliers set up.” Bill leaned over the desk and squeezed Anna’s hand. “Stop worrying, it will be all right. Now, I have work to do in the kitchen.” Bill walked to the door, turned, smiled and gave Anna his affectionate wink.







Anna had been up for hours working in the office. She watched the sun rise over the sea, heard the gulls squealing as they wheeled through the morning sky. Dark clouds sat on the horizon and she wondered if a storm was brewing over the English Channel. She felt those dark clouds on the edge of her own horizon—the opening of The New Sackville Hotel. She glanced down at the ledger on her desk, red ink jumped at her and her stomach clenched in panic. “I don’t understand this,” she said aloud. “There was more than enough money in the bank when we left for India. Even with overruns we should not be in the red.” Deep in thought, the clouds approaching across the sea prompted a dark thought. Had someone been stealing and fiddling with the books? The only person who handled the books was James. “No!” she said aloud, “No, James wouldn’t do that, would he?”

“Talking to yourself?” Bill walked into the office carrying a tray of coffee and toast. “Hey, what’s wrong? You look as if disaster has struck.” Bill put the tray down and leaned over the desk, touching her cheek. “Are you going to tell me about it?”

Anna sipped her coffee and idly nibbled the corner of a slice of toast. “There was enough money in the accounts to cover expenses and renovations before we left. I can’t account for all the money and it looks as though someone is stealing and altering the books, but there’s nothing obvious.”

Bill stared at the approaching cloudbank and then at Anna, immediately understanding what she was saying. “James?”

“No one else has the authority to touch the books or the money.”

Bill shook his head, his eyes full of anguish. “I can’t believe it. There must be an explanation. Did you go back to the beginning? I mean when we first opened the account at the bank?”

“No. Can we go over it together this morning?”

Anna and Bill pored over the ledger, losing track of time. There was a knock on the door and in walked James.

“Good morning…” James stopped glancing at the ledger and reading the troubled look on both faces. “Is something wrong?” Silence permeated the office.

Anna cleared her throat. “There’s something wrong in the accounting and I asked Bill to help figure it out. Have you noticed anything unusual? I mean while we were away.”

“No, except I was surprised we had gone through the contingency so fast but that was after you returned from India.” James paused, his eyes flitting from Anna to Bill to the ledger. “You don’t think…no, you trust me, right?”

“Of course we do, James. But we need to find out if there has been a mistake in the accounting. By my calculations there are several thousand pounds not accounted for.” Anna watched the colour drain from James’s face.

“Please, believe me. I balanced the books based on the bank statements you gave me before you left. You yourself went through the ledger with me only two weeks ago. I know by the time we paid those workers off it put us in the red. Look, if there’s an error, it’s an honest mistake; allow me to work on it and find it.”

“Definitely there is a mistake, but so far we haven’t found it.” Anna frowned, seeing pain deep in his eyes. Was it the pain of a falsely accused man, or guilt? She wanted to think it was the former, that there was a logical explanation for this discrepancy. “The reason I have asked Bill to look at the ledger is because he has fresh eyes. You and I can easily miss something. I would like you to do the dining staff interviews this morning. Bill and I will join you when we’re finished, and if we have not found the problem by this afternoon we’ll all work on it.”

“All…right,” James said slowly, frowning and glancing over his shoulder as he pulled the door closed.

“Well that was awkward,” Bill whispered.

“I’m convinced there is an honest mistake, as James put it. I would trust James with my life.”

“Me too.”

It took two hours but suddenly Bill grabbed the ledger and pointed to one of the first entries. “It’s not there.”

“What’s not there?”

“The last transfer from Chicago. The first transfer went ahead no problem, I moved the money from my account to the hotel account. But there should have been a second transfer of about £5,000. I instructed the bank to move it to the hotel account and close my foreign account while we were away. I never thought to check it. The money was never in the hotel account so James wouldn’t know it was missing. However, it does not explain the fact that the money appears to have disappeared. The bank has some explaining to do.”

Anna stood up from the desk and moved to the window, stretching her back, aching from tension and hours of bending over the ledger. She held her hand out to Bill and said, “Blue sky; those dark storm clouds have moved on. I am grateful, and sorry I doubted James.” Bill squeezed her hand. “I’ll give James the good news and I’ll head to the bank now. Can you meet Ben and the handyman in the kitchen?”







It was music to Anna’s ears as she approached the kitchen: the rhythmic swoosh-swoosh of a saw blade and the tap-tap of the hammer. She waited and watched in the doorway; Ben and Woody, engrossed in their work, didn’t see her. Woody was a tall wiry young man with an aquiline nose, high cheekbones and a grin that filled his face. The wood he was sawing dropped to the floor and made Anna jump. Woody picked the wood up and brushed his hand over it as though apologizing for having dropped it. He slid it on to the wall brackets and carefully adjusted it. She knew immediately that this young man was right for the job.

“Sorry to intrude Ben, I came to meet Woody.”

“Woody,” Ben called over the hammering. “Mrs. Blaine would like to talk to you.” Woody took his hand off the unfinished shelf and turned to face Anna. She noticed his body stiffen and his grin disappeared.

She tried to smile encouragingly and stretched out her arm. “I’m pleased to meet you Woody.” He hesitated but took her hand and shook it lightly but firmly.

“I’m Woody,”

Sensing how nervous the boy was, Anna decided to interview him here in the kitchen. “I’m Mrs. Blaine. This is my hotel. I own it with my husband, Mr. Blaine; you’ll meet him later.” Anna waited for a response but Woody just nodded his head. “Woody, I was watching you work and I noticed how much you enjoy your work. Ben tells me your grandfather taught you the trade.”

“Yes, my grandfather is dead. I used to work with him.”

“You must miss him very much.”

Woody shuffled his feet and brushed his hand across his face. “I do…I got no one else. But Mr. Ben and Mrs. Doris have been kind to me.”

“I’m sorry for your loss, Woody.” Anna touched him affectionately on the shoulder.

“I don’t need to ask if you can build shelves, I’ve seen it for myself. Did your grandfather teach you all kinds of carpentry?”

“Yes miss, I can build shelves, make cabinets. He showed me ‘ow to build coffins too.”

“I don’t think we need that skill.” Anna smiled at his refreshing innocence. “How about painting? Can you paint walls?”

“Yes miss, I like painting. I like to do things neat.” He went to the door and pointed at the edges. “This is not a good job.”

“What about maintenance?”

Woody frowned and shook his head. “I don’t know miss.”

Anna realized he didn’t understand the word maintenance. “I meant, changing light bulbs, mending broken chairs, sweeping floors and keeping things neat.”

He nodded his head up and down enthusiastically. “Woody good at mending and always keeps things neat.”

“Good. Woody, would you like to work here all the time?” He nodded again and Anna saw a glimmer of a grin. “You can live here too if you would like that. We have staff quarters on the top floor. You could have your own room.” Woody’s face exploded into a Cheshire cat grin that even Anna couldn’t match.

“Mr. Ben, is it okay if I work here and live in this big house?”

“Yes, Woody.”

“That’s settled then. I’ll have Mrs. Peterson make up your room and you can move in when you’re ready. Perhaps Ben and his son can give you a hand.” Ben nodded yes. “Come to my office after lunch and I’ll do the paperwork and show you your room and give you a tour of the hotel.”







Thanks to Woody and Ben working long hours, with some help from Bill, the kitchen was finished ahead of schedule as Bill had predicted; the equipment installed and the cupboards bursting with food. Bill opened the restaurant early to train the staff and bring in a few desperately needed extra pounds. The issue of Bill’s money had not been resolved; it appeared the bank had lost it. So close to the opening, Bill had no time to argue with the bank. They would have to manage.

Training maids without hotel guests was a challenge but Anna and Amy drilled them with theoretical scenarios and by mid May they were ready to put their learning into practice. Anna invited her family and friends to be their guests for five days prior to the official opening day for the purpose of training the staff.

Satisfied that the hotel would be ready for guests, Anna sat at her desk watching the seagulls wheel their patterns of freedom through the clouds, while trying to shrug off an anxiety that tightened the pit of her stomach. Two things were worrying her, not the least of which was the bank issue. The bank manager insisted they had not lost any of Bill’s money and rather than helping them he was showing signs of nervousness about the climbing overdraft. Anna understood his uneasiness. It would only take one major unexpected expense and a drop in projected income to make them insolvent. £5,000 had to be found or they would not be able to meet the payroll, and worse they would have to cancel the opening. Just thinking about it set Anna’s heart on edge and sent her stomach into turmoil. As hard as she tried to force positive thoughts into her head, the enormity of the situation overwhelmed her. Her hand slid to her neck, feeling the soft pile of the velvet ribbon and the coolness of the blue crystal pendant. Uncle Bertie’s words came back to her, “Follow your dreams and don’t let anyone destroy them.”

“Uncle Bertie, give me a sign. Show me what to do.”

A knock on her office door startled her and the pendant dropped onto the desk. She stared in horror at the frayed ribbon, her heart sinking. The knock came again but louder this time. Taking a ragged breath, she called, “Come in.”

Ralph Smyth, the maître d’, walked in. “Mrs. Blaine, when will the new table linens be arriving?”

“I’m surprised they are not here. I will look into it and let you know, Mr. Smyth. Other than table linen, is the dining room ready?”

“Yes. Training is going well and most tables are booked for the pre-opening and we’re fully booked for the opening and all of that week.”

“Thank you, Mr. Smyth.” Adding under her breath as he left the office, “And you, Mr. Smyth, are my other worry.”

James had hired him. His credentials were perfect, perhaps too perfect: his experience and references from both The Savoy and The Dorchester in London were impeccable. She didn’t trust him, but had no idea why. She wondered why a man educated at Rugby, one of Britain’s finest private schools, was content to wait tables. He said he was born in London; his mother was a society lady and his father a banker but they had both been killed in the London blitz. She didn’t believe him. He certainly had the mannerisms, dress and posh accent of a private school graduate. His colouring was dark: black hair, brown eyes, and although his skin was white, he looked tanned—it was April. There were occasions when his accent had a lilting element to it, which he corrected quickly. Imagination or fact? Anna thought, but there was something about him that disturbed her.

Gazing at the blue pendant lying on the desk, a tear dropped softly onto the crystal. She wiped it with her finger and felt a warm arm on her back.

“I didn’t hear you come in.”

“Why the tears?” Bill gently slid a wet curl, behind her ear.

“Uncle Bertie’s pendant broke. Is that a sign? A sign that we’ll be bankrupt before we even open.”

“No, of course not. The money will be found. Anna, look at me.” Bill gently placed his fingers under her chin, “I promise everything will be fine. You did the projected sales, there will be more than enough money coming in as soon as we open. The bank will wait until then.” Bill picked up the broken ribbon. “The ribbon is old and can be replaced, the pendant is as beautiful as ever.”

“I think you’re right.” Anna threaded her arm in Bill’s. “What would I do without you.”

“I know I’m right. You are not alone. Those days are over. Like it or not, you have me.”

“Bill, what do you think of Mr. Smyth? There is something disturbing about him.”

“Like what?”

“I don’t know, but there is something about Mr. Smyth that is niggling me.”

“He seems okay to me. He’s very well qualified and knows what he’s doing. He was working in London until he came here. He’s not as good a maître d’ as Alex, but Alex was exceptional.”
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Anna joined Amy on the first floor, giving the guest rooms one last inspection. They stepped back together, admiring the finishing touches of cushions, lamps and ornaments that gave the rooms that personal touch. Closing the door, Anna smiled at Amy and said, “We’re ready, and from the sound of it, just in time.” Voices floated up through the open staircase. She ran to the curve of the stairs and looked over the railing, stopping to take in the view of her family: daughter Isabelle, with husband, Sandy, and her precious granddaughter, Sarah.

Instinctively, Sarah looked up to the landing. “Nana!” Anna ran down the stairs and scooped Sarah in her arms. She hugged Isabelle. Sarah, having wiggled out of her arms, was exploring the lobby.

“Let me look at you. You must be tired. How long was the drive from Edinburgh? Your rooms are ready; I have given you a suite near our apartment. Are you hungry, or perhaps you’d like a drink or a tour of the hotel? Did Albert get your bags?”

“Mum stop, you’re rambling,” Isabelle said placing her hand on Anna’s shoulder.

“I’m sorry. I am just excited to see you. What would you like first?”

“I would like to unpack and have a nice long hot bath. I think Sarah wants to explore,” Isabelle flipped her arm, adding, “and Sandy can do whatever he likes.”

Anna took the keys from cubbyhole 303, and gave one to Isabelle and one to Sandy. Glancing from one to the other, Anna felt the tension. Isabelle, pursed her lip, turned and entered the lift. Sandy stared at his feet. “I think I’d like a beer, I’m dry after the journey.” He looked at Anna. “Is the bar open?”

“Yes, follow me.” Anna led the way. “Is everything all right, Sandy?”

“Of course. We are both very tired.”

A little voice came from behind. “I’m not tired.”

Sandy laughed. “I bet you’re not. You slept in the car. Daddy had to drive.”

Albert followed them into the bar. “Sorry to interrupt, Mrs. Blaine, but Lord and Lady Thornton, and Mrs. Castillo have arrived. Mr. Lytton is checking them in.”

“Thank you, Albert. I’ll be right there.”

Anna patted Sandy on the shoulder and said, “Enjoy your drink,” as she walked towards the reception counter.

“Darcy, Belle, Julia, how lovely to see you.”

Darcy kissed Anna on the cheeks. “I hope you don’t mind that we are earlier than expected. We took a detour to visit Felix in Rugby but he’s cramming for final exams. He’s been accepted at Oxford but needs good marks. Visiting parents were too distracting, or so he said.”

“No, I’m delighted.” Anna hugged Belle. “You look lovely as always. How is Felix?”

“He’s doing well.” Belle turned to Darcy, who nodded as he signed the guest register.

“Julia, it is wonderful to see you.” Anna was not sure whether to hug or shake hands. “It is good to have you with us.”

Anna did not know Julia well, but their chance acquaintance on a train journey in Canada many years ago had sparked a friendship. Anna felt the warmth of Julia’s embrace and instinctively sensed the friendship rekindle.

“Where’s Bill?” Darcy asked.

“He’s in the kitchen, of course. Thoroughly enjoying being the Executive Chef of his own hotel. Why don’t you go down and see him? The bellboy will show the ladies to their rooms. I’ll meet you all later for cocktails. Sandy, my son-in-law, is already in the lounge bar if anyone would rather have a drink first.” More guests were arriving and Anna excused herself.

The hotel was a buzzing beehive and Anna’s excitement was buzzing along with it. She felt like doing cartwheels through the lobby and laughed, thinking, Not exactly appropriate for the proprietor of The New Sackville Hotel. She really wanted to stand at the reception desk with Mr. Lytton and register the guests as they came in, but that would not be fair to Miss Jenkins, the front desk clerk. She decided to mingle in the lobby and greet guests as they arrived.

A taxi pulled up under the portico and a lone woman stepped out. Anna was shocked to see the woman was her sister, Lou. She hardly recognized her; she was so thin and limped slightly as she climbed the steps to the massive front door. Albert
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