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“There is no charm equal to tenderness of heart.”

~ Jane Austen

This book is dedicated to Jane Austen. It is because of Jane Austen that we have these wonderful romances and beloved characters. I was fortunate to visit Bath during college and to follow JTane Austen’s footsteps there and into becoming a novelist. Northanger Abbie is based on Jane Austen’s Northanger Abbey, which I encourage you read in addition to this book. This version is meant to enhance and tell the story in a way to encourage modern romance readers to also enjoy the classics. 
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A Jane Austen Association Book based on Jane Austen's Northanger Abbey.  
Jane Austen Association UK branch founder and member Abbie Moore receives an offer to work and live in Bath, where Jane Austen had lived. She is now the new Assistant Director and Producer on a new Keely Lee film, Northanger Abbey, being filmed in Bath. 
As she helps Keely prepare for the film production, Abbie gets caught up in a romantic adventure of her own in Northanger Abbie. The Jane Austen Association Series books combine travel guide along with the romantic story to provide a wonderful escape along with a Happy Ever After, for ages 16 and up!
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PROLOGUE


Keely
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THROUGH THE WINDOW, I watched Abbie get out of her taxicab, get her luggage out of the trunk and take the catwalk to the door.  She seemed nervous, excited, maybe a little apprehensive.  Midway, she turned to look out at the luscious green lawn of Royal Crescent.  Her smile told me she liked what she saw, and it pleased me greatly.

She’d done such a great job with hair and makeup on my previous project, Emma, and I had greatly appreciated working with her.  I knew I could count on her to take over Ayra’s tasks as my new Assistant Director and Associate Producer.

But as Abbie turned to the door, she tripped over her luggage, scrambled to right herself and then stood there red-faced. I suddenly wondered if she might be too young for such a huge responsibility. She was only twenty-one or so, and straight from a background as a social media influencer before she became part of the crew on my last film, Emma. 

I opened the door before she even had a chance to knock.  “Abbie, welcome to Bath.”  With a sweeping gesture, I welcomed her in.

“Hi, Keely.  I hope I’m not too early.”

“You’re right on time,” I said.  “You can leave your luggage here.  I’ll have Hugh bring them up to your room later.”  I led the way to the large and sparsely furnished living room.

“You look great,” she said.

“Thank you.”  I looked down at my at-home attire; tan linen pants with a cream-colored knitted sweater that matched my clumsily upswept hair. I had no doubt I was the perfect image of the professional woman on a well-deserved break.

“I look a mess,” she went on.  Wearing loose fitting jeans and a tattered checkered shirt over a black t-shirt, she looked very much like a young traveler fresh off the train.

“Please forgive the lackluster décor,” I said as we arrived in the living room.  “We’ve been quite busy getting this new script ready and... well with so many things.”

The only thing we’d had time to buy for the living room were two brown leather loveseats that faced each other while the massive fireplace remained the focal point.  We’d yet to hang curtains to adorn the windows, and the room had no lamps or knickknacks.

“I’ve heard of Royal Crescent before, but I never imagined it’d be so grand,” Abbie said.

Hugh and I had fallen in love with the gorgeous townhouse of Royal Crescent... the Royal Crescent.  The iconic curved building, a wall of thirty townhouses in a magnificent Georgian architectural style was a call from the past.

“I’ve promised myself a visit to One Royal Crescent.  It’s a museum, you know.  The only home completely open to visitors.  Well, of course there is 16 Royal Crescent, the hotel, but one could hardly meander through the halls willy nilly,” Abbie went on.

She seemed so nervous, and I wished to calm her.  “I’ve been meaning to visit it myself.  We should go together.”

“I’d like that.”

A strong male voice boomed from the stairs, and I had to smile on hearing Hugh on the phone with a client.

“Oh,” I said gesturing to the voice.  “That would be my husband, Hugh. He’s set up his law office on the second floor of the house.”  I sat down and Abbie took the loveseat facing me.  “Tea?”

She smiled, her gaze on the dainty tea set.  “That would be nice.”

I poured tea into one of the delicate cups and handed it to her.  “Your trip here went well?”

She nodded.  “The train was right on time.  It took just over an hour to get here.”

“Have you worked on anything since finishing Emma with us?”

Her face lit up as she nodded.  “After Emma I dove into my other love; hair and makeup tutorials on TikTok, especially tutorials that revolve around the styles of Jane Austen’s era” Abbie said.  “I have a pretty good following, with many regularly waiting for my latest post.  Despite that following, however, money isn’t coming in as much as I would like.  That made Ayra’s call all the timelier.”

“I’m happy to hear that.”

“I was so thrilled.  We had discussed the possibility of my working with you soon after Emma, but... well, as the months passed, I thought...”

I nodded.  “It’s been almost a year.  Getting the script right wasn’t easy.”

“I fully understand.”

“And, of course, you won’t be volunteering this time,” I said.  “You’ll be a full-fledged employee with a salary and benefits.”

She nodded, clearly relieved to hear me say it aloud.  “I can’t tell you how much I appreciate the trust you have in me.  I have to admit, I really need that salary.”

“I’m assuming that Ayra filled you in on what I need from you.  There will be quite a lot more responsibilities.”

“Yes, she told me.”  Nodding, she took a tentative sip of tea.  “And, I have to admit, being here in Bath, the very city Jane Austen moved to and...”

“Was inspired to write...”

“Persuasion,” we called out together.

Giggling like schoolgirls, we suddenly clammed up when Hugh entered the living room.

“You girls are getting off to a good start,” he said.

“Abbie shares my love for...”

“Don’t tell me,” Hugh said with a playful grin.  “Jane Austen.”

I nodded.  “With Ayra and Jai expecting their first child, Abbie has offered to step in and be my assistant.”

She smiled.  “It’s a privilege and a thrill to work with you, Keely.  I kept on the sidelines while you worked on Emma, but I watched you closely.  You have a way with your actors, and I admire your vision of Jane’s work.”

Hugh smiled.  “I can assure you that buttering her up is quite effective.”  He gave us a quick salute and disappeared down the hall.

“Don’t listen to him,” I said.  “You don’t need to butter me up.  I’m sold on your talent. The way you stepped in and took charge of wardrobe, hair, and makeup when we were understaffed was the kind of leadership I needed in this small production.”  I took a sip of tea and looked pensively at her from over the rim of my teacup. Setting the cup down, I said, “You do know what story we’re working on.”

She nodded.  “Northanger Abbey.”

I didn’t want to badger her, but I felt a certain reluctance.  “And you feel up to the task?”

“Ayra told me to be ready for everything and anything.”

“That’s right.  As my assistant... more precisely Assistant Director and Assistant Producer, you must be ready for just about anything.  Assisting can be a pretty wide and vague role.  It could mean anything from finding extras for a scene, ensuring sets are ready and have the right look, making sure everyone is on set on time and every other little detail that might arise.”

“I understand.”

“Good.  I have a feeling we’re going to work well together.”

She set her teacup down and fidgeted.

“Come,” I said, getting to my feet. “I’ll show you to your room.  If you liked everything about the Royal Crescent, I think you’ll be very happy.”

We headed up the stairs, passed the second floor where Hugh’s office was and onward to the third floor.  I led the way down the hall to the back of the house.

“Here’s your room.”  I pushed open the last door at the end of the hall.

“Oh.  This is lovely, Keely. It’s how I pictured a room at the Royal Cresent will look like.”

I smiled. “Hugh and I are trying to furnish this place in the same exact style. We’re trying to preserve the integrity of its heritage. I’m so glad you appreciate it.”

Abbie grinned. “I’m part of the Jane Austen Association, U.K. branch. Of course, I appreciate everything Jane Austen, especially if you can have anything regency-inspired.”

“I knew you would appreciate the little touches. I personally decorated this room with a Jane Austen touch. The type of wallpaper. The floral comforter with the matching lace-trimmed curtains.”

Abbie clapped. “I see! Wow. For me, you didn’t have to go to so much trouble.”

The timing was so perfect with sunlight flooding the room.

“Please,” I said.  “I just wanted the room to be bright and welcoming.  It really was a pleasure fixing it up for you.”

While the furniture was plain and simple, I’d put up curtains with coral and yellow flowers that warmed the room while a thick coral comforter hugged the bed that was adorned with a variety of pillows and cushions.

“You have your own full bathroom there, a good-sized closet there and here you have a desk to work at... look over the script... things like that.  And of course...”  I walked to the window.  “You have a pretty decent view of the garden below, and Bath.  The Circus is just over there.”

Abbie came to my side and gasped at the sight of Bath that opened up below her.  “This is so perfect.  I’m already inspired and can’t wait to get started.”

“Come.  I have one last thing to show you.”

I led her back down the hall and took the stairs up to the roof.  “You’re welcome to come sit up here whenever you like... to read, work, or just take in the sights.”

Our rooftop terrace gave us a magnificent view of Bath Abbey and the river Avon beyond that.

“I’ll be sure to spend a lot of time up here.  This is magical, Keely.  Just magical.”

“I’m happy to hear that. I know you spent a lot of time studying the Regency style, which was what I liked about your TikTok and YouTube videos on historical makeup, hair, and wardrobe. That was what Ayra and I was very impressed with, especially since you were so young to become one of the top social media influencers in that space. If something is out-of-place, I’m sure you would be the one to spot it.”  

Abbie blushed a lovely peach. “I started watching Jane Austen films with my mother and sisters since I can remember. 8 or 9 years old? Then I started making Jane Austen clothing for my dolls when I inherited my great grandmother’s antique dollhouse. Ever since then, I just fell in love with the period’s style and literature.”

“Sounds like you’re perfect for the Jane Austen Association and my film crew.” I headed back down the stairs to the third level.  “Take a moment to rest or freshen up.  Hugh will help me bring your luggage up, and you can get settled in.  Then we’ll go take a little tour of Bath.  How does that sound?”

“Perfect.  I’m eager to discover the town that attracted Jane Austen.”

“Me, too.  Believe it or not, I’ve not had much of a chance to play tourist here, although Hugh and I moved our offices here almost a year ago.”

Abbie asked, “From Derbyshire?”

“Actually, when Hugh, my father Donald Lee, and I were working out of Moon Manor on a legal case, while I was directing Emma, that was just a temporary office while on location. My father’s European Law film branch was located in London, but we decided to close it and have it run out of our Bath location. My father finally handed the UK law firm branch to Hugh and I to run so Hugh has been very busy with that.”

Abbie laughed. “It’s still amazing and such a beautiful story how you and Mr. Hugh were together throughout the filming of Emma. I couldn’t even tell. Who would have thought the actor Hugh Pembroke, playing the leading male character in Emma, was actually a real life lawyer dating our director Keely Lee.”

I waved the comment away. “Well, it didn’t start that way. My longtime friend Hugh just so happened to stepped in when we needed it, and everything came together perfectly.”

Abbie smiled, and touched her cross necklace. “That’s beautiful how things work out so faithfully.” 

“Yes,” I said. “Even when things are the most chaotic, that’s when we must have the most hope.”

*****
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WALKING THROUGH THE historic town, Abbie and I took it all in, meandering up one street and down another.  It was easy to imagine Jane Austen walking the same streets and perhaps going into some of the same shops we passed by.

I opened the little tourist pamphlet I’d picked up and read, “Nestled in the rolling hills of Somerset, England, Bath offers beautiful Georgian architecture sure to charm every visitor.”

“Sounds promising.”

We came to the unusual bridge that crossed the River Avon.

“And we’re now at one of the highlights on this list of ‘must see’.  The Pulteney Bridge.”

“Designed by Robert Adam, it was inspired by a bridge in Italy,” I read.  “Was terminated in 1774.”

“So, Jane could have walked right here, in this very spot.”  

“I’m sure she did.”

“I believe she moved here in 1801.” 

“The bridge is lined with shops and homes that were built into the structure, making for a special cross over the river.  In the middle of the bridge, we stopped to look around.

“Standing right here you would never guess that you were on a bridge,” Abbie said.  “It’s like walking down a normal street.”

“That appears to be what the design of the bridge was meant to do.  Have you seamlessly crossed from one part of town to the other without even noticing you’d crossed the river?”

We resumed walking.

“Do you think Jane stopped here to buy chocolates?” Abbie said as we passed a chocolatier.

“Or perhaps she came in here to buy a book,” I countered pointing to an antique bookstore.

“Hmm,” she mused.  “I wonder if, back in the day, she might not have had her books on sale in that very shop.  Can you imagine?  A Jane Austen novel fresh off the press, before the world had a chance to read it.”

I laughed.  “It’s an intriguing thought.”

“It’s all too charming.”

“So, this bridge connects Bathwick to the center of the city,” I said, glancing at my pamphlet.  “It was named after Frances Pulteney, the wife of a well-to-do landowner and member of Parliament.”

We walked on, keeping Bath Abbey’s bell tower as our goal.

“That is going to be for another day,” I said, admiring the impressive structure.

“Oh, look,” Abbie said, pointing to a large building across the way.  “That’s one of those Roman bath houses.”

“A natural hot spring,” I said with a nod.

We walked on in silence, breathing in the history that was sure to enhance our upcoming project.

We passed a spa, a pub and Sally Lunn’s eatery.

“We don’t have time to stop in today,” I said.  “But I hear the buns here are a must.”

“I’ll be sure to make time when I come back.  It smells divine, even out here.”

We made our way to Southgate where we promised to shop the next go around, but we couldn’t resist going into the Fashion Museum that displayed historical pieces as well as modern fashions.

On entering, we were both speechless.

“This is like a time capsule,” Abbie whispered, clearly in awe of the magnificent silk gowns.

Indeed, and I could already envision my heroine in similar gowns.  We were in the museum for nearly an hour when I finally glanced at my watch.

“I’m afraid it’s already time to head back,” I said as I led the way out of the museum.  “And there’s still so much to see; Prior Park, the Circus and, of course, the Abbey.”

“I hear that it’s lit up at night,” she said.  “It would be great to see that some time.”

“Don’t worry,” I said. “You will. You’ll be here for a while for the pre-production and then the filming. You’ll get to know Bath pretty well.” We slowly made our way back home, both lost in our thoughts and visions of Northanger Abbey.

When we arrived at my door, Abbie stopped and turned to me.

“Keely, I just wanted to thank you, up front.”

Frowning, I looked at her.  “Thank me for what?”

“When Ayra told me of the position, I was thrilled but also concerned with what type of accommodations I would find.  When she told me of your plan to have me stay here at your home...”  She choked up and pressed a grateful smile.  “Not only does this save me the expense, but also the trouble of finding something suitable.”

“I’m glad the arrangement suits you,” I said.  Putting my hand to her shoulder, I smiled reassuringly.  “But, believe me, I have rather selfish reasons for wanting you near.”

Abbie smiled and said, “You won’t regret hiring me and giving me this chance to prove myself as your assistant. I can’t wait to get started.”
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ONE


Abbie
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I AWOKE EARLY THE NEXT morning, just before the full rays of the sun warmed the sky.  I’d slept soundly, more than I would have expected considering the changes in my life.

Lying back in the gently scented sheets, I looked at my surroundings and marveled at it all.  Staying with Keely and her husband was like winning the lottery.  I couldn’t believe my luck. Keely was one of the most talented and smartest women I know. Her two films, Pride and Prejudice and Emma were incredibly well-received and have won several prestigious awards. Although Hugh was in Emma, he was also very talented, bringing his character to life, while helping Keely and her father work on an interesting legal case. Apparently, Keely and Hugh were childhood friends back in California where Keely’s father began his internationally-known law firm. I didn’t expect to be a guest staying in their home in Bath as her assistant, but guessed it was because Keely wanted me nearby. She hardly sleeps and works around the clock.

I rose, took a quick shower and prepared for the day ahead, although I had no idea what to expect. Would we start work?  Would we finish our tour of Bath?  Visit a few of Jane’s old haunts? So simple jeans and a white blouse it was.

Looking out the window, my heart filled with the history of the place and the strong sense of being so close to Jane Austen.  Even in the home I’d slept in, I could feel her.

The previous evening, I’d wandered through much of my new home, pinching myself at every turn.

In addition to Hugh’s law office and Keely’s production office, the second floor housed an informal living space and a full bathroom.

On the third floor was the bedroom Keely shared with her husband and a second guest bedroom, both with their own bathrooms.

Keely had truly been modest in commenting on her sparsely furnished living room.  The rest of the house was immaculate and cozy, with warm colors, interesting antiques and the occasional flair for the dramatic, like the ornate chandelier in the formal dining room and several abstract works of art in the halls.

With the house silent and still, I didn’t dare emerge from my room for fear of waking Keely or her husband.

I sat by the window and opened the book I’d started on the train ride over.  The intriguing romance had quickly captured my imagination, and my arrival in Bath seemed to accentuate my sense of romance.

After only three pages, a knock sounded at the door.  I looked at the antique clock on the wall; not yet seven.  I set the steamy romance down and went to the door.

“Keely,” I said, surprised to see her up so early in the morning.

“Good.  You’re up.”

“I’m an early riser.”

“As am I, especially when I have a project in the works.”

She looked past me and I invited her in.

“Are you settled in?  Do you need anything?”

“No.  Everything is fine.  Perfect.  I couldn’t dream of a better situation.”

She glanced at the book I’d left on the desk.  “Oh, My Rapture?” she said with a teasing grin.

I bit my lower lip.  “It’s an intriguing love story.”

“I’m sure.”  She looked more closely at the book.  “A.B. Bind.  I’ve never heard of this author.”

“Do you need me for something?”

“I’m going to be a little busy today finishing up with the Lee Law Firm Hugh is setting up.  Just a few last-minute details.”

“Okay.”

“I would like you to go back into town, immerse yourself in the culture, the feel, the language of the town.  Find out as much as you can about the people and the history of the area.  What was and is expected of high society.  I’ll give you the tourist pamphlet I have, and you can go visit as many spots as you like.  I’ve highlighted a few spots Jane was known to patronize.”

“Sounds great,” I said with a nod.  “I would love to get to know Bath a little more.”

“And I need a good location to stand in for Northanger Abbey.”

“You mean, like Bath Abbey?”

She nodded.  “While I would love to use that location, I’ve been told it would be close to impossible.  If you can convince them to let us use it, I would be forever grateful.  Forgoing that, I would like you to find something suitably large and historical... high ceilings, beautiful stained glass.  It needs to be grand.  Who knows.  Perhaps I could get permission to use Bath Abbey for some of the exterior shots, but another location for the interiors.”

“I’ll get right on it.”

“Why don’t you come down for some coffee and breakfast.  We can discuss it further,” Keely said.

I nodded.  “I’ll be right down.”

She left me and I closed the door behind her, still blushing from her discovery of my reading material.  Returning to the steamy book, I picked it up, eager to quickly finish the few paragraphs of the spicy chapter.

“We have no right to be here,” Catherine said, her eyes begging him to argue with her.  More than anything, she longed to stay with him.

“And no one has the right to know that we are here at all,” he said.  “We are alone.  We are adults.  We are aware of our feelings and needs and...”  He leaned in closer, his warm breath on Catherine’s cheek.

His hand snaked around to the small of her back, bringing her closer to him.

“Pastor,” she whispered, her voice heavy with want.

“Your lips rightly belong to me, do they not?”

She nodded as she parted her lips, eagerly awaiting his.

Blushing profusedly, I slammed the book shut and hurried out to meet Keely in
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