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For Elizabeth.
You are a shining light in this often dark world. Don’t ever let anyone dim your glow. Not even me.




[image: ]
MONDAY 23RD AUGUST

I’ve started a new journal on this cool app called Inner Thoughts. Partly because I’m beginning secondary school in two weeks and mostly because Jeremiah – aka Jerry – ate my first journal. Dad’s taking him to the vet. Apparently, it’s not normal for a dog to consume a whole A5-size notebook. Jerry’s not exactly a normal dog, though, so there’s that.

Last week I caught him watching TV. Not an unusual occurrence, except he was sitting upright in Dad’s lounger with the remote control tucked between his paws. I’m convinced Jerry’s living his second or third life. He must have been very bad in the previous one to get sent back as my pet Chihuahua.

[image: Jerry]
[image: Temi and Tayo stand smiling and bump fists, one holding a football and the other holding a joystick, with their names ‘TEMI’ and ‘TAYO’ beside them.]
My fourteen-year-old twin brothers, Temi and Tayo, weren’t very sympathetic. They don’t care about anything except football, PlayStation and their own reflections. The twins have been modelling since they were babies, and every time I step into our local H&M, I see pictures of their lanky, lollipop bodies with fully matching cheesy grins staring back at me.

Temi, the older twin by three minutes, said he didn’t understand why I needed a diary in the first place, as nothing interesting ever happens to me. I told him it’s not a diary but a place where I keep track of my eleven-year-old life and the most interesting details of each week. I also include weekly affirmations and all-important to-do lists … See!

[image: A speech bubble contains the text ‘AFFIRMATION I AM BOLD, BRILLIANT AND ABLE TO BOSS ANY SITUATION, JUST LIKE BEYONCE’.]
[image: ] To-Do List [image: ]

[image: ] Beef up the security on my Inner Thoughts app in case the twins get nosy.

Dad (his name is Samuel, by the way) suggested I start journalling after the epic fail that was Year Six. I kept forgetting pointless stuff, like my homework and chores. According to the twins, there’s even more pointless stuff to keep track of in secondary school. So the journal is supposed to help me stay on top of everything. Dad and my eldest brother, Dami (he’s 19 and at university), both have one, and it really does keep their lives nice and boring.

[image: DAD]
Dad is a solicitor. He’s the bald-headed, tan chinos with polo shirt and socks with Crocs type solicitor who bails environmental protestors out of jail at 3 a.m.. He does so much free, charitable work that one of his clients who owns a small supermarket often pays him with food. On the plus side, I get a ton of free Haribo Tangfastics and Pringles. I try not to dwell on the fact that they’re sometimes out of date.

Dad has been very busy this summer doing things no middle-aged father is supposed to do. Things like working out at the gym at 6 a.m.. He’s even started taking cooking classes to improve his skills in the kitchen. He calls it culinary experimentation. I call it attempted murder. P-Squared reckon I should be grateful I have a dad who even makes an effort.

[image: AUNT PEJU]
P-Squared are my twin aunts, and I usually see them at least once a week when they come round on Saturday night to watch Strictly Come Dancing or some other TV show. Aunt Peju is a life coach and she’s super bubbly and funny. She’s a big fan of colourful turbans and caftans that clash. Because her hair is loc’d, her turbans are huge.

Aunt Pelumi is more ‘down to earth’ (her words, not mine). She’s an accountant, and she looks like one. Boring suits with sensible shoes and an even more sensible fiancé called Josh. I sometimes think that Aunt Pelumi makes herself look as quiet as possible so people won’t suspect how loud her personality can actually be. I call them P-Squared because they’re double the trouble and double the fun … You’ll see!

[image: AUNT PELUMI; JOSH]
Mum’s not with us any more. She died from cancer three years ago, though it sometimes feels like yesterday. Mum was the centre of our world, and there’s this great big hole in our lives where she used to be. I’m still working on filling it, but I don’t think it’s actually possible.



[image: Bim and her mum smile and lean close together in a framed photo, with small hearts around them and a sad face icon below.]



TUESDAY 24TH AUGUST

There are only two more weeks of school-free fun for me and my three besties – Pam, Ji-ho and Aisha. We call ourselves BTS (Besties That Slay). It used to be BTSTST – Besties That Slay Together Stay Together – but it was a bit of a mouthful, and our fingers got tired of typing it.

[image: Bim, Pam, Ji-ho and Aisha smile and pose together for a photo, with one raising a peace sign and small hearts and the word ‘Besties!’ above them.]
It’s been a couple of weeks since I’ve seen any of them in person as they’ve all been away on holiday. Ji-ho spent most of the summer break in South Korea with his family, and he’s going back again for Christmas. The twins were well vexed about it coz they fancy his older sister, Ji-won. Meanwhile, Aisha spent two weeks in Spain with her mum, while Pam was living it up in LA with her parents. I’m the only saddo who stayed in London and didn’t travel anywhere. Dad’s clients are so needy that he has to be on call ALL THE TIME!!

Aisha, Ji-ho and I have been tight since Year Two after Joshua Sanderson insulted my afro puffs. Aisha bopped him on the nose, and Ji-ho calmly explained why he deserved it. Pam joined our little trio in Year Four after she accidentally spilled her lunch on Cleo Mackintosh.

Cleo’s the girl people want to be — or at least hang out with in the hope her popularity will rub off on them — along with her best friends Adeola and Eliana. We call them Cleo’s Coven (Aisha came up with it). Though there’s nothing witchy about the way they look – they all love pastel colours – the way they act is sometimes questionable. Cleo’s definitely not the girl you want to spill a whole bowl of lentil curry over. The encounter went something like this:

[image: Adeola, Cleo and Eliana stand facing forward with serious expressions, with their names ‘ADEOLA’, ‘CLEO’ and ‘ELIANA’ written beside them.]

.


CLEO

How dare you, a mere mortal girl, spill your grotty food all over my goddess self. You are not fit to breathe the same air as me, never mind soil me with your South Asian-inspired lunch.





.


PAM

Please forgive me. I am truly not worthy.





.


CLEO

No, I shall not. And, no, you are not. Now disperse. I hope never to see your displeasing self ever again.




[image: ]
OK, I may have exaggerated a bit, but Aisha and I did find Pam crying in the bathroom afterwards, and we helped her clean up. She’s been hanging with us since, though from the outside, Pam probably has more in common with Cleo than she does with us. The same perfectly curled hair, only Pam’s is red instead of brown. The same obsession with skincare, make-up and social media trends. They even use the same filters on their selfies, despite the fact they’re already really pretty.

[image: AISHA]
Aisha’s pretty too, but in a different way. She’s super tall, and her long black hair is permanently styled in two enormous French braids. She also has the lushest eyebrows I’ve ever seen. I admit it, I have eyebrow envy. Mine are like skinny sticks stuck to my face.

When it comes to my style, Pam describes it as confused. Give me a pair of chunky heeled boots (I’m on the short side), a cute skirt and an oversized tartan shirt, and I’m good to go. Ji-ho, on the other hand, always looks neat, right down to the perfectly straight middle parting in his hair. It’s the only thing about him that is. His room is always a mess. He’s tall like Aisha, and they both like to pat the top of my head. They think it’s affectionate, I think it’s annoying.

[image: Ji-ho sits wearing headphones and holding a phone while leaning back in a chair, with his name ‘JI-HO’ written beside him.]
It’s our monthly sleepover on Friday night. We’ve been having them since Year Five, and they’re usually the last Friday of each month because I’m rubbish at keeping track of dates. Ji-ho only stays until about 11 p.m., then one of his parents picks him up. We mostly watch movies, eat a ton of junk food, then crash out around 1 a.m.. It’s always loads of fun.

But before the sleepover this week, we’re going to buy new school supplies. Pam says stationery matters in secondary school, so ours needs to be perfect. Not sure what difference a sharpener or pencil case will make, but it was easier to agree than argue with her. Besides, it means we get more time to hang out before school starts.

Once it does, I’ll be back on curfew, and Dad will cut my screen time down to non-existent. Pam doesn’t have any restrictions on her bedtime or phone usage, and Aisha’s mum at least lets her use hers until 7 p.m. on weeknights. And don’t get me started on Ji-ho. He hacked his phone so none of the parental controls even work any more. He reckons he’s going to be rich one day when he works in tech, making apps. I’m not so sure. His last genius idea was an app that rated burps.

[image: A mobile phone shows a screen with a girl speaking into a chat bubble and the word ‘AWESOME!’ displayed below.]
Dad only lets me have an old, restricted phone and it has exactly three apps: Instant messaging, Maps and now Inner Thoughts. How sad is that? The unintended result of having such a basic phone is that I’m free to observe the world around me in detail. The twins call it being nosy, but I call it being a good journalist. That’s what I want to be when I grow up, just like Mum was.

Everyone says I look like her – same big eyes and full lips, so how amazing would it be to do the same job she did?! I know it will help me to stay connected to her, especially as I’m scared that I’m already forgetting her. I can’t even remember what she used to smell like any more.

I know Mum would want me to use my investigative skills to do some good. She believed that everyone has the power to change the world. Temi doesn’t love my sleuthing skills, though. It might be because he got in trouble after I figured out who was scoffing all the custard creams last year. Spoiler alert: it was him. Few people know that the custard cream was once declared the most dangerous biscuit in Britain due to its high ‘crumb dispersal’ rating (flying bits of biscuit). Once I clocked Temi’s red and swollen right eye, I knew immediately he was guilty. Served him right, to be honest.

[image: Bim runs forward with one leg lifted and arms bent, with motion lines behind her.]
Tayo says it’s very strange that I make such detailed observations, and yet I didn’t manage to notice knickers poking out of the bottom of my school trousers. It’s only happened twice, and in my defence, it was because I ran out of trousers and had to raid the laundry basket. Don’t judge me! It’s why I’ve now officially sworn off leg gloves and switched to skirts.

Luckily for me, Inner Thoughts also has a cool blog feature where I can write articles about my observations that my followers on the app can read. I have two articles and exactly three followers at the moment (bet you can guess who). I’m calling the blog Bim’s Hot Takes. I need to make sure my journal entries are set to private and my blog to public, though. How embarrassing would it be if I accidentally posted my journal for the whole world to see?!

Talk about CRINGE!! Grimacing Face [image: ]

[image: ] To-Do List [image: ]

[image: ] Convince Pam that our pencil cases don’t define us.




WEDNESDAY 25TH AUGUST

[image: ]
The twins have been driving me nuts today.

First, Temi pointed out (with way too much glee) that my full first name will be on the register when I start Fairmont Secondary School. This is a problem because it’s Bímbó, but no one can ever seem to say it right. It’s pronounced Bim-bor, not Bim-bow. It’s one of the reasons why I shortened it to Bim. Now my first week at Fairmont is going to be hell until I train all the teachers to call me Bim.

Thankfully, I’ll be leaving my horrible nickname in primary school.

It’s all Cleo’s fault. During P.E. she said that I, Bim Blake, jiggle! It was so embarrassing. Everyone started staring at me. Then she asked why I wasn’t wearing a bra when my boobs are so big. Of course, Mark Connors heard her, and of course, he gave me a nickname. Yeah, you guessed it … Booby Bim. It was a total NIGHTMARE!! Luckily, as it was the final week of Year Six, I didn’t have to listen to him and his mates chanting it around school for long.

Because there is a God, Mark is not going to Fairmont, so I’ll never have to hear that nickname ever again. But just in case, I looked up foods to eat to make boobs shrink. According to Google, Omega-3 fatty acids will do the boob-shrinking trick, so I got Dad to buy me some fish oil supplements under the pretence that I suddenly care about my heart and brain health. I might have taken too many though because now my poo smells like TUNA! It’s a real indication of Dad’s faith in me, or maybe just his distracted state, because he didn’t ask any questions.

[image: ]
Temi and Tayo noticed, of course, and they thought it was hilarious. They keep making stupid TikTok videos about it where they fake-gag every time I leave the loo. The twins suffer from Icannotbepartedfrommyphoneforevenoneseconditis (I made that up). So much so that they’ve got their faces permanently buried in their screens. I once convinced Temi to let me sell him on eBay, and he had no clue until after the bidding was over. He’d been distracted by a video of someone flushing cornflakes down a toilet. Yep, it looks as stupid as it sounds, and no, you should not watch it! I only made a tenner from the sale in case you’re wondering, and Dad made me refund it anyway.

Dad isn’t as strict with the twins because they’re ‘older’, and can ‘regulate’ their phone use. As if age has anything to do with it. Dad’s even older, and he’s just as addicted. Not that I’m jealous or anything. In four more years, I get to be addicted, too.

I know I complain about the twins a lot, but I’m actually secretly glad I’ll be going to the same school as them. It makes me feel less scared. Don’t tell them that, though.

[image: ] To-Do List [image: ]

[image: ] Hide the twins’ phones!




THURSDAY 26TH AUGUST

It’s Thursday, so tonight we had our weekly Blake family dinner, where the five of us (when Dami is home) actually sit down and eat together. No excuses! That includes football practice, working late or homework. It’s usually just us Blakes because P-Squared are only allowed to come once a month. They used to come every week, but my aunts have a habit of well … taking over.

[image: ]
Because it’s Dami’s last dinner before he goes back to uni on Monday, Dad let P-Squared come, and he even went all out and ordered takeaway from our local Nigerian restaurant. I love Naija food, but since Mum was the one who used to cook it for us, we’re now forced to order in if we don’t want to be poisoned by Dad! My absolutely favourite thing is puff puff (Nigerian donuts) and pounded yam with a stew called efo riro. I like it hot too. Dad says I have an inhuman tolerance for spicy food, unlike him and the twins. They usually just go for jollof or plain rice with a wimpy mild stew. Dami and P-Squared are like me, so Dad ordered a mix to cater for everyone.

Temi and Tayo were on form tonight. They kept giving me ‘brotherly’ advice for starting school. Stuff like:

They ration toilet passes, so YOU’LL have to hold it in for hours; Homework is optional in Year Seven; There’s never enough food in the canteen, so YOU better run for the queue when the bell rings [image: ]
On and on it went until Dad finally stopped them. ‘OK, boys,’ he said, laughing. ‘You can stop messing with your sister now.’

Then, after dinner, P-Squared revealed they’d bought a ton of stuff for Dami to take back to uni with him. They’d hidden it in the car so Dami wouldn’t know until it was too late. Here’s what they bought:


	[image: ]

	[image: ] One hundred rolls of loo roll

	[image: ] Five boxes of Indomie chicken-flavour instant noodles (there are forty packs in each box!)

	[image: ] Ten bottles of bleach cleaning spray (no one will tell me why …)

	[image: ] Fifteen bottles of orange Lucozade (apparently, he’ll need the electrolytes)



Dami was horrified because he has to somehow get it all back up to Edinburgh on the train. I was a bit jealous to be honest. I can’t wait to go to uni and see what P-Squared buy me.

[image: ] To-Do List [image: ]

[image: ] Steal some Indomie noodles and a bottle of Lucozade … and maybe a loo roll too.




FRIDAY 27TH AUGUST

6.10 p.m.

Shopping was … interesting. Pam was convinced she had to find the perfect school bag as well as stationery after Ashley Sheppherd, her favourite YouTube influencer, said it was important. Apparently, secondary school kids have nothing better to do than judge each other on how cool their backpacks are.

[image: ]
As far as I can tell, school is designed to suck the joy out of life, so I don’t think it’s possible to make anything about it perfect. It didn’t stop Pam from trying, though, as she dragged the three of us around the shopping centre for over two hours. When Pam gets stressed, she likes to shop, and I think starting Fairmont has sent her spiralling. To be fair, I’m nervous too, but I’m also excited. We did manage to get everything we needed in the end, and I even bought a furry pencil case that looks a bit like Jerry! Don’t think Pam was impressed by my style choices, though Frowning Face [image: ].

1 a.m.

I can’t write for long, though I’m loving being able to use my phone whenever I want tonight. Ji-ho went home a while ago and Pam and Aisha are already asleep, but I just really needed to journal about how happy I am right now. This sleepover has been epic.

We watched Hocus Pocus 2, and it was even scarier than the first one. Pam tried to act like it wasn’t, but I could tell she was lying because of what happened later.

[image: Aisha’s Mum]
We had gone downstairs to get a drink of water before bed, but we hadn’t realized Aisha’s mum was downstairs too, and she was wearing a foil face-sheet mask. When we clocked her, the three of us screamed, which made Aisha’s mum scream, and then we all screamed.

It was hilarious (once we calmed down!!).

I’ve got some sheet masks at home, but I don’t get them, to be honest. They’re slimy and my face always feels soggy after using them. But I guess adults will buy anything that promises to make them look better — at least that’s my hot take.

Anyway, I’m really lucky to have such amazing besties, and I’m so glad we get to stay together for secondary school. So many of the other friendship groups from my old primary school have been wrecked because they’re going to different secondary schools all over the place.

To-Do List

[image: ] Use my leftover sheet masks to scare the twins Smiling Face with Horns [image: ]Face with Tears of Joy [image: ]




SATURDAY 28TH AUGUST

[image: Besties That Slay Group Chat]


Pam

Thx for the shopping and a great sleepover guys Red Heart [image: ]



I feel rly gd bout starting Fairmont now!



Bim

It was sooo gd! Smiling Face with Hearts [image: ]



We’re totally ready for secondary school Party Popper [image: ]



Pam

Hundred Points [image: ]



Ur lucky that u have older siblings



U must get a ton of early intel bout Fairmont



Bim

I wouldn’t call it intel



 Bim

More like scary and disgusting stories Nauseated Face [image: ]



Aish

Guys, I’m a bit worried about Fairmont



What if my grades start to slide? I need to stay on track if I’m going to get a scholarship for uni



Bim

Aww come on Aish! U know ur gonna ace every class, just like u always do Red Heart [image: ]



Pam

Ji-ho!! I can see ur reading this chat, so why aren’t u replying? Expressionless Face [image: ]



Ji-ho

Typing …



Typing …



Typing …



Bim

Doesn’t have to be an essay mate Face with Tears of Joy [image: ]



Aish

He’s probably building an app to replace school



Pam

Rolling on the Floor Laughing [image: ]Grinning Squinting Face [image: ]



 Bim

Face with Hand Over Mouth [image: ]



Good one Aish



Ji-ho

HA HA



One of my apps just crashed and I had to retrieve the crash logs in Sentry. It was a null pointer exception so it took a while to find. I’m going to have to fix the bug, test the fix and deploy an update



Aish

HUH?!?! Thinking Face [image: ]



Pam

Sry I asked tbh



Ji-ho

Unamused Face [image: ]



This is why I don’t say anything



Bim

Ignore them. I’m sure u’ll figure out the erm pointer



No, bug!



Fix?



Whatever it is!! Man Shrugging [image: ]



Ji-ho

Face with Rolling Eyes [image: ]



Bim

Actually I’m a bit worried too



Aish

About what?


[image: ]

Pam

It’s that hideous pencil case, isn’t it? Woozy Face [image: ]



Bim

Squinting Face [image: ]

Booby Bim!



Aish

I don’t get it?



Ji-ho

Not sure I want to



Bim

I’m worried I’ll get another awful nickname like it when we join Fairmont Pensive Face [image: ]



Pam

I hope not. It was well embarrassing and that was just watching u deal with it



Bim

Thx Pam Unamused Face [image: ]



Ji-ho

It might come back and it might not. But we’ll all be together and we’ll figure it out



Bim

Face Holding Back Tears [image: ] Smiling Face with Heart-Eyes [image: ]



Aish

Couldn’t have said it better Ji-ho Red Heart [image: ]



Pam

Agreed!





SUNDAY 29TH AUGUST

Visited Nanny Pat today. She’s not my real nan, but she’s in her eighties and lives next door. Nanny Pat used to own a patisserie, and she bakes the most epic cakes. We’ve known her for ages. She used to babysit me and my brothers when we were younger. You should see people’s faces when we take her out and they try to figure out how an old white lady ended up with four Black grandkids. It’s hilarious, and Nanny Pat always gets a kick out of it.

First thing she said when she saw me was, ‘When are you going to stop flapping your bits about and finally get yourself a bra?’

[image: Nanny Pat]
I laughed. It’s such a typical Nanny Pat thing to say that I didn’t let it bother me. If it wasn’t for her grey hair with its faded purple rinse and the wrinkles on her face, you wouldn’t know she’s old enough to have heard the bombs drop during the Blitz. Those are her favourite stories to tell — epic tales about the Second World War and how Britain came together to defeat the Axis powers. The way Nanny Pat tells it, you’d think she single-handedly fought off the Germans during the war.

I did some quick maths … OK, maybe not so quick, and I had to use a calculator to work it out. But anyway, according to my calculations, Nanny Pat was a toddler when the




[image: ]



[image: ] To-Do List [image: ]





PENGUIN RANDOM HOUSE CHILDREN’S

UK | USA | Canada | Ireland | Australia
India | New Zealand | South Africa

Puffin Books is part of the Penguin Random House group of companies whose addresses can be found at global.penguinrandomhouse.com.

www.penguin.co.uk
www.puffin.co.uk
www.ladybird.co.uk

[image: Penguin Random House UK]
First published 2026

Text copyright © Tọlá Okogwu, 2026

Illustrations copyright © Ariyana Taylor, 2026

The moral right of the author and illustrator has been asserted

Text design by Dynamo Ltd

ISBN: 978-0-241-76146-5

Penguin Random House values and supports copyright. Copyright fuels creativity, encourages diverse voices, promotes freedom of expression and supports a vibrant culture. Thank you for purchasing an authorized edition of this book and for respecting intellectual property laws by not reproducing, scanning or distributing any part of it by any means without permission. You are supporting authors and enabling Penguin Random House to continue to publish books for everyone. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner for the purpose of training artificial intelligence technologies or systems. In accordance with Article 4(3) of the DSM Directive 2019/790, Penguin Random House expressly reserves this work from the text and data mining exception.

The authorized representative in the EEA is Penguin Random House Ireland, Morrison Chambers, 32 Nassau Street, Dublin D02 YH68

A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library

All correspondence to:
Puffin Books
Penguin Random House Children’s
One Embassy Gardens, 8 Viaduct Gardens, London SW11 7BW


EPUB/images/p005_02.png





EPUB/images/p028_01.png





EPUB/images/p134_03.png





EPUB/images/p024_02.png





EPUB/images/p133_03.png





EPUB/images/p020.png





EPUB/images/p027_01.png





EPUB/images/p025_02.png





EPUB/images/p023_02.png





EPUB/images/p025_01.png





EPUB/images/p177_01.png





EPUB/images/p001_02.png





EPUB/images/p003_02.png





EPUB/images/p041_01.png






EPUB/images/p011.png





EPUB/images/p134_02.png





EPUB/images/p002.png





EPUB/images/p023_01.png
m BESTIES THAT SLAY GROUP CHAT
S

=)





EPUB/images/p020_01.png





EPUB/images/p024_01.png






EPUB/images/p001_01.png





EPUB/images/p003_01.png
AFFIRMATION
< | AMBOLD, X

BRILLIANT AND ABLE
T0 BOSS ANY SITUATION,
JUST LIKE BEYONCE.






EPUB/images/p005_01.png





EPUB/images/p099_02.png





EPUB/xhtml/prh_core_assets/fonts/PufBkyR.otf


EPUB/images/p014.png





EPUB/images/p101_02.png





EPUB/images/p031.png






EPUB/images/p006.png






EPUB/images/cover.jpg
a 'LAUGH OUT LouD, FULL OF HEART AND FANTASTIC FUNI' A, F. STEADMAN

BIM BLAKE'S
ES

ILLUSTRATED BY
ARIYANA TAYLOR

ANNOYING 4
IN
TWIN BROTH?RS

pesties /
THAT SLAY





EPUB/images/p028_02.png





EPUB/images/p101_01.png





EPUB/images/p007.png





EPUB/images/p012.png





EPUB/xhtml/prh_core_assets/images/prh_uk_logo.jpg
Penguin
Random Houge
UK





EPUB/images/p008.png





EPUB/images/p019_01.png





EPUB/images/p072_01.png






EPUB/images/p017.png





EPUB/images/p010_02.png





EPUB/images/p019_02.png





EPUB/images/p072_02.png





EPUB/images/p015.png





EPUB/images/p009.png





EPUB/images/p018.png
THEY RATION TOILET
PASSES, SO YoU'LL HAVE TO
HolD IT IN FOR HOURS

OPTIONAL I\

YEAR SEVEN

THERE'S NEVER ENOUGH FOOD IN THE
CANTEEN, SO You BETTER RUN FOR THE
QUEUE WHEN THE BELL RINGS





EPUB/images/p010_01.png






EPUB/images/p022.png





EPUB/images/p023_04.png






EPUB/images/p193.png





EPUB/images/piii.png
y@
:
%
v

®

He

v
W
G
KO

O

A

L

O

.






EPUB/images/p003_04.png





EPUB/xhtml/prh_core_assets/fonts/PufBkyB.otf


EPUB/images/p021.png





EPUB/images/p212.png





EPUB/images/p004.png





EPUB/images/p023_03.png





EPUB/images/p027_02.png





EPUB/images/p027_03.png





EPUB/images/p003_03.png





EPUB/images/p029.png






