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			Prologue

			Clapham, London, March 1939

			Jenny’s father reached for her hand. ‘We need to talk about the future, love,’ he said.

			Instantly, Jenny’s eyes filled with tears. There wasn’t going to be a future for Michael Gregory. Not much of one, anyway. He was dying.

			‘Now, now,’ he said, patting her fingers. ‘I don’t want to die, but it’s going to happen whether we like it or not, and it’ll ease my mind to know that we’ve prepared for the time when I’m no longer here.’

			‘I understand,’ Jenny told him, fighting the tightness in her throat and trying to hide her distress as he battled through the pain.

			‘That’s my girl,’ he approved. ‘Now, I flatter myself that you’re going to grieve for me when I’m gone.’

			Grieve for him? She was going to be devastated.

			‘But you’re a sensible girl with a good job and your whole life ahead of you. I know you’re going to come through it and be fine. The same applies to your brother. Like you, Nick has a good head on his shoulders and also his career in the navy to keep him busy. But it’s going to be different for your mother. We’ve been blessed with the happiest marriage anyone could wish for and she’s going to struggle. I’m not usually the sort of man who places demands on his children but I want you to promise to look after her, at least until she’s through the worst.’

			Jenny opened her mouth to speak but her father cut her off.

			‘Don’t just say that of course you’ll look after her. You’re a kind girl with a soft heart so I’d expect no less. What I mean is that I want you to think – really think – about what she needs.’

			‘I promise,’ Jenny said, being more than willing to help.

			‘This house, for one thing,’ he continued, looking around the room in the small three-bedroomed terraced house in this pocket of south-west London. ‘It’s been a happy house.’

			‘The best,’ Jenny agreed. Despite its modest size and the absence of any luxuries, the Gregorys had wanted for nothing here. Nothing that mattered, anyway. They’d always had food to put on the table, coal to put on the fire, shoes to put on their feet … Best of all, they’d always had each other.

			‘But I fear it’s going to become a sad house with memories haunting your poor mother at every turn,’ her father continued.

			‘You think we should move?’ Jenny was surprised. Caught up in the turmoil of her father’s illness, she hadn’t given a moment’s thought to their home. She loved the bustle of London and the Clapham house was convenient for her work as well.

			‘I think you should consider moving, even if it means a sacrifice on your part,’ her father said. ‘Then there’s the war. You know I think it’s coming, whether we like it or not.’

			Jenny did know. Michael Gregory had been seeing war on the horizon for years. Even when Prime Minister Neville Chamberlain had returned from Munich after meeting Adolf Hitler and declared that he’d negotiated ‘peace for our time’, Jenny’s father had found little comfort in that assurance. ‘I agree with that other fellow. Churchill,’ he’d told her.

			Winston Churchill, another Member of Parliament, had said, ‘England has been offered a choice between war and shame. She has chosen shame, and will get war.’

			‘No one wants peace more than me,’ Jenny’s father said. ‘But I wouldn’t trust that Adolf Hitler further than I could throw him. He’s an aggressor when it comes to other countries, and as for the way he’s treating Jewish people in his own country, it’s appalling. He’s got to be stopped, so I fear we’re getting war sooner or later. And when that happens, this house may not be the safest place.’

			Home on leave, Jenny’s brother joined them at the bedside, drawing another chair close. Nick must have caught the end of the conversation because he said, ‘I agree. This war is going to be very different from the last one. Aviation and armaments have advanced so much over the last twenty years or so. There’ll be full-scale bombing raids this time around and Clapham won’t escape. The enemy will want to strike at our power sources, our transport links and, probably, our government, too. This house isn’t far from many of those – the power station at Battersea, large railway stations, numerous bridges over the Thames, the Houses of Parliament … Then there are the docks further along the river. They’ll be a primary target, too. This little house will be at serious risk, and that means you and Mum will be at risk.’

			Jenny respected Nick’s opinion. He was a lieutenant in the Royal Navy, after all, and had more insight into these things than many people.

			‘All right,’ she agreed. ‘I’ll do my best to persuade Mum to move.’

			‘You’ll stay with her, too?’ her father asked. ‘For a while, anyway. I think she’s going to need your support.’

			If war came, she had thoughts of joining one of the services – the Women’s Auxiliary Air Force or the Women’s Royal Naval Service, perhaps. But she loved her mother and could understand that she’d need Jenny beside her as she worked through her bereavement – in the early days, at least.

			‘I’ll stay,’ she promised.

			‘Thank you, love,’ her father said, and Nick smiled his approval.

			‘One more thing to mention,’ Nick said. ‘You might like to think about moving sooner rather than later. It may become difficult to sell the house once war breaks out.’

			Gradually adjusting to the idea, Jenny decided that it needn’t be so bad. It would be a wrench to move from the only home she’d ever known, a house that had given her so many memories of a happy childhood, but she could understand the reasons for it and, if they moved to the suburbs, she’d still be able to travel to her job.

			Jenny’s father lived only another month.

			‘I’m a lucky man, having a daughter like you,’ he said, in their final conversation. ‘I can go in peace knowing you’ll be looking after your mother.’

			The family was close, and his death left Jenny, her mother and her brother distraught. But more blows followed for Jenny. Her mother, Mary, decided that she didn’t want to move to the suburbs but to a very different sort of place that filled her daughter with dismay. And then Jenny lost her job in circumstances that knocked her confidence badly.

		
	
		
			CHAPTER ONE

			Norfolk, September 1939

			Jenny

			So this was Allanby Cross. Jenny gazed around the central square and felt a disconsolate sigh building deep inside her. She’d never needed busy, bustling London and the opportunities it offered more, yet here she was in a small, seaside market town in rural Norfolk. Stuck for the foreseeable future.

			With a mental bracing of her shoulders, she reminded herself that she wasn’t here for her own benefit and chased the selfish thoughts away before the sigh could escape and upset her mother.

			Beside her, Mary sighed freely but in her case it was an expression of heartfelt relief. ‘I think I’m going to be happy here,’ she said.

			Jenny felt a burst of love and protectiveness as she turned to her mother. Jenny was small but her mother was smaller, and while Jenny’s glossy chestnut hair fell to her shoulders in thick, natural waves, her mother’s hair was short and threaded with silver. No wonder, after all the heartache. ‘I believe you are going to be happy here,’ Jenny said, smiling.

			Mary smiled back, though there were tears in her eyes, doubtless because she was thinking of all that had happened over the last difficult year. The memories had tears prickling in Jenny’s eyes, too.

			Then both women sniffed and got a grip on themselves, Mary gesturing at the square and saying, ‘Pretty, isn’t it?’

			‘It is.’ Jenny allowed Allanby Cross that much, even if she also thought that life here was going to be terribly dull.

			Markets were held here twice a week, apparently, but there was no market today so Jenny had a clear view of all four sides of the square from where she stood at the southern end. In the centre was an ornately carved stone drinking fountain with four benches and four larger planters around it. Even though it was September, the planters boasted colour and freshness in the form of what looked from a distance to be asters and penstemons. Around the square were buildings. Shops, mostly. Also, a couple of pubs and what Jenny thought might be a hotel. Most buildings were old and quaint. Higgledy-piggledy, even. A few were newer and appeared to be sturdier, but they all managed to sit peacefully alongside each other.

			The Gregorys had first heard of Allanby Cross from Jenny’s godmother and honorary aunt Helen, who’d been best friends with Jenny’s mother at school. Newly widowed, and with no children to attach her elsewhere, Helen had moved here two years ago. Visiting to help her friend settle in, Mary had returned home charmed by the place but with no apparent thought of moving there. But when she’d visited again after her husband’s death, Mary had returned with her eyes glowing brightly. ‘I want to live in Allanby Cross,’ she said. ‘I’ve even seen a house I’d like. Heron Cottage.’

			She’d shown Jenny a photograph of a sweet little house with white-painted walls, and a central door around which climbing plants grew.

			‘There’s a sitting room, dining room and kitchen downstairs with three bedrooms and a bathroom upstairs so there’s room enough for you and for your brother, too, when he comes to stay. The garden is manageable, too. Small at the front but a little larger at the back. I’ll be able to sit out there when it’s fine.’

			They only had a tiny courtyard garden in Clapham.

			‘I’ll be well clear of London, which will please your brother and would have pleased your father,’ Mary had added. ‘I’ll be near to Helen, who’s built a nice set of friends there through her Women’s Institute group, and I’ll have the new start I feel I need.’

			‘As long as you’re sure, Mum,’ Jenny had said.

			‘I know you love your job here so I won’t pressure you to come with me, though I’d love it if you did. It would be safer for you and mean I’d only have to worry about Nick instead of both of you. Think about it, anyway.’

			Jenny had thought about it. She’d still had her job back then and had toyed with the idea of finding lodgings out in the suburbs and visiting her mother often. But the promise to her father weighed heavily on her shoulders, as did the knowledge that Nick would feel much more at ease if he knew Jenny and their mother were together.

			In the end, the decision had been snatched from under Jenny because her job had ended abruptly in a way that had upset her very much – and still did.

			Nick and her mother had both expressed themselves sorry about Jenny’s job, but neither had hidden the fact that they believed that mother and daughter staying together was the best outcome of all.

			‘I’m only sorry I won’t be able to help you pack,’ Nick had written, because he’d been unable to get leave with the war drawing ever closer. ‘Don’t feel tempted to pack your gas masks away. Keep them on hand, just in case.’

			Jenny had set them aside without enthusiasm. They’d been issued the previous year and were nasty, smelly things when they covered the face. Nick was right, though. The gas masks might be lifesavers if war actually broke out.

			And then, on Sunday morning, as Jenny and her mother were still packing their possessions into tea chests and boxes, they’d put the Home Service on the wireless and heard Neville Chamberlain address the nation from the Cabinet Room of 10 Downing Street. Having seized Czechoslovakia over the past year, Germany had invaded Poland in the early hours of Friday morning.

			‘This morning, the British ambassador in Berlin handed the German government a final note stating that, unless we heard from them by eleven o’clock that they were prepared at once to withdraw their troops from Poland, a state of war would exist between us,’ Chamberlain said. ‘I have to tell you now that no such undertaking has been received and that consequently this country is at war with Germany.’

			For a moment silence had descended on the little house in Clapham, as though a great heavy cloud had swept over and cast them into chilly shadow. Privately, Jenny thought that Mr Chamberlain sounded tired and defeated already, which hardly inspired confidence, but, seeing that her mother had begun to cry, she kept her thoughts to herself and reached out to squeeze her mother’s arm.

			‘It’s such a tragedy,’ Mary said. ‘The loss of life and limb … The loss of homes … The break-up of families … And Nick will be in the thick of it. I suppose we can only get through it as best we can. I’m glad we’re leaving London, though.’

			So here they were in Allanby Cross, having moved up from Clapham the previous day.

			‘Are you sure you don’t want to come to the Women’s Institute with me?’ Mary asked now.

			‘Not this time,’ Jenny told her. ‘But please thank Aunt Helen for inviting me.’

			‘She says there’s quite an age range among the members.’

			‘Even so.’

			‘Darling, I hope you’re going to give Allanby Cross a chance.’

			Jenny felt a rush of guilt as she saw the pleats of concern in her mother’s face. ‘Of course I am. The reason I’m not joining you is because I want to pick up a local paper and see if there are any jobs being advertised.’

			‘All right, but don’t feel you need to rush into a job. I can manage our expenses for a while so you can treat yourself to a little time off.’

			Jenny was grateful. But she hated the thought of becoming a burden on her mother’s modest finances. Besides, she feared that with her confidence already badly bruised, it might wither completely if she didn’t soon find a job in which she could prove that her old boss, Lionel Phillips, had been wrong about her.

			‘Get to know the area,’ her mother suggested. ‘Walk down to the sea. They may have closed the beaches because of the war but I imagine you can still see the sea from the sand dunes. You always enjoyed visits to the seaside when you were a child.’

			‘There’ll be plenty of time for sightseeing,’ Jenny pointed out. ‘An hour or two with a newspaper and a cup of tea won’t interfere with that.’

			‘Just don’t go back to the cottage to unpack more boxes. We worked well into the evening last night and from early this morning. It’s time for a rest.’

			‘I’ll take the newspaper to a cafe,’ Jenny promised. ‘That place over there looks like a tea shop.’ She pointed halfway down the square.

			‘Oh, yes,’ her mother confirmed. ‘It’s called Betty Button’s Tearoom. Helen took me there when I came for a second look at the new house. I liked it. All right, then, darling. I’ll see you later. And remember, you need to relax for a while.’

			Jenny kissed her mother’s cheek. ‘I hope you make lots of new friends at the WI. You’ll give my love to Aunt Helen?’

			‘Of course. She’ll be coming round to the cottage later, I daresay.’

			‘Lovely.’

			Now, Jenny waved her mother off and then crossed the square to a newsagent’s shop. She ignored the national papers except to shudder at the story of an air raid warning that had gone off in London the night before. It had come to nothing but still it was a chilling taste of what the country was likely to be facing soon. Not that it made Jenny glad she was here in Allanby Cross. On the contrary, it made her wish more than ever that she was free to help to fight back by joining one of the services.

			No purpose could be served by dwelling on it, though. Trapped here for several months at least, her first priority had to be to find a job. There were two local newspapers, it seemed. Jenny bought a copy of each and then stepped back into the square to head for Betty Button’s Tearoom.

			Good grief! A woman was walking in Jenny’s direction wearing the strangest coat she’d ever seen. It was made up of stripes in all the colours of the rainbow – red, orange, yellow, green, blue, indigo and violet. Was it some sort of stage costume? Aware that she was staring rather rudely, Jenny was about to look away when she realized she’d left it too late and been noticed. The woman was tall and thin with frizzy fair hair that was longer and wilder than was typical for someone of her age, which had to be around forty. Was she hoping to sell Jenny tickets to a show? Theatres had been closed due to the war, but perhaps this was a daytime amateur show which wouldn’t leave people stumbling around in the blackout. She began scrambling inside her head for an excuse for refusing tickets, but the woman simply winked at her and walked on.

			Relieved, Jenny supposed every place had its eccentrics. Clearly, this woman was one of Allanby Cross’s more colourful characters.

			Dismissing the woman from her mind, Jenny made her way to the tearoom where a young waitress greeted her with a smile and guided her to a small table by the window that overlooked the square. ‘Just tea, please,’ Jenny told her.

			She set the newspapers on the table side by side. There was no doubt about which one she’d read first. The Allanby Cross Advertiser was fat, crisp and clear. The Allanby Cross Gazette, on the other hand, looked thin and stingy, like a doddery poor relation from Victorian times, the text being so small and cramped that it would be a struggle to read.

			Jenny glanced up as a shadow fell over her. Out in the square, a middle-aged man had come right up to the window. Probably, he was peering inside the tearoom to see if any seats were free. Sure enough, he moved to the door and moments later was shown to a table.

			‘Your tea, miss.’ The waitress unloaded a tray bearing a small silver teapot, a matching milk jug, and a cup and saucer in flower-patterned china.

			Jenny gave the waitress a smile. ‘Thank you.’

			‘There’s sugar on the table.’

			Jenny was reminded of a story her long-dead grandmother used to tell about working as a waitress during the First World War: they’d had to stop leaving sugar bowls on the table because customers used to take more than they needed and slip it into their bags, since sugar was hard to come by.

			Would sugar be rationed in this war? Probably, along with a lot of other items.

			Back to the newspapers. Jenny turned to the Situations Vacant page of the Advertiser.

			
			Greengrocer’s assistant

			Head groom for riding stables

			Labourer to assist with fencing and similar groundworks

			Cleaner for pleasant house

			Lad to train as carpenter

			Housemaid 

			Farm labourer

			Motor mechanic

			Seamstress (piecework conducted from home) …

			

			No secretaries were needed, it seemed. No bookkeepers, either. The commercial course Jenny had taken on leaving school had included basic bookkeeping as well as shorthand and typing. One of the reasons she’d taken the job with Lionel Phillips, Chartered Accountant – and stuck with it for several years – was that he’d allowed her to use all those skills. In fact, she hadn’t been with him for very long at all before she’d been running the office. As well as answering the telephone and writing letters and reports to clients, she’d kept the business’s account books, issued invoices, ordered supplies, liaised with the telephone and electricity people … Mr Phillips had much preferred to transfer numerous responsibilities to her instead of undertaking them himself.

			He’d even suggested she do some bookkeeping for clients and Jenny hadn’t minded at all. She might have been rushed off her feet sometimes, and Mr Phillips might have been gruff and dour, but she’d relished the challenge and the freedom to make decisions, looking ahead happily to the day when, with such wide-ranging experience under her belt and a glowing reference to prove it, she’d broaden her horizons by applying for an office manager’s post in a bigger business.

			Huh! Thoughts of Lionel Phillips were sour thoughts now. Driving him from her mind, she took another sip of tea and turned to the Situations Vacant page of the Gazette. This was even more disappointing. The vacancies barely covered half a page and most of them sounded like relics from yesteryear.

			
			Parlourmaid for spinster’s establishment

			Private nurse for infirm elderly gentleman 

			Man to assist with domestic gardening …

			

			Why not a woman to assist with domestic gardening? The last war had shown that women were capable of all sorts of work. Probably, this war would show that, too. And anyway, beggars couldn’t be choosers when so many men were being steered off to the services, whether as volunteers or because they were required by law, conscription having been brought in some months ago in preparation for war.

			There was nothing for Jenny here. Thoughts of Lionel Phillips sidled back into her mind and she felt herself scowl as she remembered the day he’d called her into his office because he wanted to dictate a letter.

			‘To all clients,’ he’d instructed.

			All clients? That was unusual. In fact, he only ever sent the same letter to all clients when it was Christmas and he wrote terse season’s greetings to them. Those terse greetings had still been enough to trigger gifts of brandy, port or whisky, none of which had ever been shared with Jenny. She’d sat down with her pencil poised above her notepad. ‘The usual salutations,’ he’d said, before continuing with, ‘I shall be retiring on Friday the fourth of August.’

			Jenny’s pencil had stopped abruptly. She’d looked up at him, wide-eyed. ‘You’re retiring? You never told me!’

			‘Why should I tell you? My retirement is my own concern.’

			‘It’s my concern, too, when it leaves me out of a job!’ Jenny had protested.

			‘Your contract of employment requires me to give you just one week’s notice of termination. I’m giving you two weeks.’

			‘But …’ Jenny’s words had trailed off. But what? It would have been nice to know his plans earlier, certainly. But this was Lionel Phillips, whose sole concern was himself. Only a fool would have expected kindness from him.

			His letter had advised clients to get in touch with Jenny if they wanted their paperwork sent to new accountants or to their homes.

			A busy two weeks had followed, with Jenny answering queries from shocked clients, despatching their paperwork to them and generally winding down the office. Occasionally, Mr Phillips spoke to clients on the telephone and, overhearing him, Jenny had gained some insight into his sudden decision.

			‘I lived through the last war and it was supposed to be the war to end all wars. But here we are again, twenty years later. I’m not sitting through another conflict. I’m going to the wilds of Wales where it should barely touch me.’

			Jenny wasn’t going to the wilds of Wales or anywhere else, though. Several times she’d mentioned her need for a reference and each time she’d been waved away like an irritating fly, his answer being a testy, ‘Yes, yes, I haven’t forgotten.’

			The final day in the office had come and she’d reminded him yet again. ‘I’ll post it,’ he’d said, and with that she’d had to be content.

			It had been a huge relief when the reference finally arrived. Until she’d read it.

			Sitting in the tearoom and brooding over it, Jenny became aware of the middle-aged man again. He was sitting just a few yards away. Was he watching her? No, that was a silly idea. It was just that she was in his line of sight as he looked through the window on to the square.

			She turned away again, deciding that she might as well read the other pages of the newspapers while she was here. She turned back to the Advertiser. The text was simply written and the layout was easy on the eye but, heavens, how dull it all was! Facts aplenty but no feelings and certainly no fun.

			Arthur Roberts of Stanley Street celebrated his one-hundredth birthday on Wednesday. Family and friends presented him with a cake and a number of greetings cards.

			Yes, but what did Arthur think about his age and the way it was celebrated? Did he have any tips for a long and happy life? Or had it been a miserable life? Who had made the cake? Who had sent cards? Where was the story? Where was the joy?

			An accident occurred at the crossroads of Shore Road and East Square between a horse-drawn cart and a cyclist. The cyclist, Mr Wilfred Arnold of Baker Lane, suffered injuries to his hands and his knee. 

			Were they serious injuries, Jenny wondered? Were they stopping Mr Arnold from working and supporting a family? And what of the horse and the person who was driving the cart?

			
			Allanby Cross Cricket Club defeated Cromer East Cricket Club by eight wickets …

			St Mary’s Elementary School is collecting spare pennies to help poor children …

			

			It was worthy stuff but oh, dear! The writing was so dry!

			Despite that, the newspaper was full of advertisements. Some were scattered among the news pages. Others featured in the classified columns of which there were many, dedicated to a wide range of items and services for sale or wanted.

			Jenny was closing the Advertiser when something dropped on to the tearoom floor with a loud smash. Turning to see what had happened, she encountered the gaze of the middle-aged man. He really was staring at her. How rude. How inappropriate, too. He might be a fine figure of a man, being tall and trim with a thick thatch of silver hair and a pristine shirt, suit and tie, but he was old enough to be her father.

			She narrowed her eyes to signal disapproval, hoping he wouldn’t turn out to be another of Allanby Cross’s eccentrics. One who made a nuisance of himself.

			The waitress was picking up the shattered remains of a broken saucer while the guilty customer apologized profusely. Jenny sent the waitress a sympathetic smile and returned to her newspapers – only to think again of the woman in the rainbow coat. Was it Jenny’s expression that had persuaded her simply to wink and walk on instead of offering tickets to whatever sort of performance she was promoting? Jenny had grown up hearing about her facial expressions. ‘She’s got that thundery look on her face,’ her mother would say. ‘Storm clouds are coming!’

			Or her brother would say, ‘You’re planning something, Jen. You’ve got your cunning look.’

			Even her father had got in on the act. ‘Uh-oh. I see someone who thinks she’s going to butter me up. What is it you want, Jenny? Permission to go to the library? A fresh coat of paint on your dolls’ pram?’

			Jenny knew she could appear forceful. But the woman in the rainbow coat had looked amused more than intimidated by Jenny’s obvious surprise. And there’d been confidence behind that wink.

			‘Excuse me, miss.’ The waitress had come over with a cup and saucer. ‘The gentleman over there wonders if the young lady – that’s you – would welcome another cup of tea. His treat.’

			Jenny looked round. He smiled unashamedly.

			‘No,’ she told the waitress. ‘The young lady – that’s me – would not welcome another cup of tea from a complete stranger.’

			‘Very well, miss.’

			The waitress left and Jenny picked up the Gazette to read some of the stories on the front page. It was even duller than the Advertiser. As for the two photographs it carried, it was as though the subjects had posed standing to attention like wooden soldiers.

			A cough just behind her had Jenny looking round. The middle-aged man had come up to her table, still smiling and holding the cup of tea she’d just rejected. ‘I understand you refused this offering because I’m a stranger. I thought I could remedy that by introducing myself. May I?’ He gestured towards the second chair at her table.

			‘I’d rather you—’

			Too late. He’d already pulled the chair out and sat.

			‘Charles Dellacourt,’ he said, holding out a hand.

			Jenny ignored it.

			Unperturbed, he drew it back. ‘You need to know more about me than my name. Fair enough.’

			‘I need you to leave,’ Jenny said.

			‘Come, my dear. Aren’t you in the least curious about why I’ve approached you? I can assure you it isn’t for the usual reason a man approaches a young lady. You’re a pretty girl, but I’m many years your senior.’

			Jenny had to admit to being a little curious. More than a little, if she were honest, now he’d cleared the air over his intentions. Curiosity had long been a part of her personality along with her tendency to show her thoughts and feelings in her face. Even as a small child she’d been fit to burst with the need to know things. Not that she was going to give Charles Dellacourt the satisfaction of thinking he’d hooked her interest. Not yet, anyway.

			He pushed the cup of tea towards her and, while she didn’t drink it, she didn’t push it back, either.

			He’d brought a cup for himself and took a sip before saying, ‘You have an expressive face, but I suspect you’ve been hearing that all your life. Your expression ranged from bored to disgusted while you were reading those newspapers just now. I’d like your opinion of them.’

			‘Why?’

			‘Because I own one of them.’

			Jenny took in his sleek, successful appearance again. ‘The Advertiser?’

			‘The Gazette.’

			Unsure how to reply without being rude or dishonest, Jenny simply nodded.

			‘I own several newspapers across Norfolk. They’re not my main business interest, but they were inherited from my grandfather so I keep them going, partly for sentimental reasons and partly because I wish to pass them over to my son when he’s ready, so he can make his own choices about what to do with them.’

			Lucky son to have businesses gifted to him! Was he too young to take them on now?

			‘My son is serving in the RAF at present,’ Mr Dellacourt continued. ‘The Gazette was the first newspaper my grandfather founded, which gives it a particularly soft spot in my heart, but while the others are breaking even or making modest profits, the Gazette is operating at a loss because the number of readers it attracts is steadily reducing. It isn’t the penny readers pay for the paper that matters. Most of the income comes from advertising fees, but the fewer readers the newspaper reaches, the less attractive it becomes to advertisers.’

			‘You’re going to close it down?’ Jenny guessed, struggling to understand how she might fit into the picture.

			‘I could close it down, of course, and sentiment won’t hold me back from doing that indefinitely. But I don’t feel ready to do so quite yet for the reasons I mentioned. Perhaps that makes me a silly old man, but sentiment has its place in life, along with loyalty and honour.’

			Jenny couldn’t disagree and she certainly didn’t think him silly. On the contrary, his bright blue eyes gleamed with shrewdness. But she still couldn’t see the purpose of this conversation.

			‘Why isn’t the Gazette doing as well as your other papers?’ she asked.

			‘As you’ve just seen, it’s terribly old-fashioned and being left behind by the Advertiser. The reason it hasn’t been modernized along with the other papers in my portfolio is that there have been certain … sensitivities at work that have held me back from interfering. But that situation is changing and I’d like to give the Gazette a final chance to survive. What would you say to looking at some back copies of both the Gazette and the Advertiser and giving me your opinion of them in some detail?’

			‘I’m hardly an expert in the world of newspapers,’ Jenny pointed out.

			‘But you’re young and you’re the future. I’m interested in what you have to say.’ He coughed delicately before adding, ‘Of course, I expect to compensate you for your time with a fee.’

			‘A fee?’ Jenny had some money saved but Lionel Phillips hadn’t paid her well so her savings had never amounted to much and they’d dwindled during her father’s illness because she’d insisted on contributing towards the doctor’s fees and medicines. They’d dwindle to nothing if she didn’t find work soon.

			‘Five pounds,’ he added.

			‘Five pounds?’ Aware that she’d shouted the words in shock, Jenny gave an embarrassed glance around the tearoom to be sure no one was staring and then looked back at Charles Dellacourt. ‘How much of my time would you want for five pounds?’

			‘Are you afraid it might interfere with your job?’

			‘I don’t have a job, though I’m looking for one.’

			‘My request won’t hold you back from your search. All I ask is that you spend a couple of hours reading and reflecting on the back copies. And a further hour or two sharing your thoughts with me. One day should be enough. Perhaps even half a day.’

			Surely he wouldn’t pay five pounds just for that?

			As though he sensed her scepticism, he took a wallet from his inside jacket pocket, extracted a five-pound note and placed it on the table in front of her. ‘Five pounds, payable in advance. What do you say?’

		
	
		
			CHAPTER TWO

			Iolanthe

			Iolanthe hung her rainbow-coloured coat in the hall closet. ‘I’m back!’ she called, before heading for the small room at the back of the house which they called the snug. It had probably started life as a morning room, but now served as a private sitting room and office, as well as a bedroom when Ida couldn’t manage the stairs. Other rooms were reserved for bed and breakfast guests although, worryingly, there weren’t many of them.

			‘Did you get everything we need?’ Ida asked. She was sitting on the couch that doubled as her bed, her face pinched with the pain of her arthritis and the exhaustion it brought in its wake.

			Iolanthe’s heart squeezed at the thought of Ida’s suffering, but she knew her old friend wouldn’t welcome a fuss.

			‘I got some kidneys and a bit of beef for a steak and kidney pie. There should be enough for the Frobishers and for us, too. I also got an egg for each of them if they want more than porridge in the morning. I’ll make a start on the pie soon.’

			‘I can do it,’ Ida said.

			‘Your pastry is better than mine but that only means I need to practise,’ Iolanthe insisted, to preserve her friend’s dignity as well as to spare her further pain.

			‘You do too much,’ Ida said.

			Iolanthe made a scoffing sound. ‘Hardly.’ Taking on the lion’s share of running the guest house was only fair considering that Ida, twenty years her senior at sixty-two, had provided her with a roof over her head and comfort when a devastated Iolanthe had needed it desperately.

			‘But it’s your birthday and I haven’t even made you a cake!’ Ida protested.

			‘We’ve already got some Victoria sponge in the cake tin,’ Iolanthe pointed out.

			‘The Frobishers may want that.’

			‘There’s enough for all of us. Anyway, you gave me some beautiful-smelling bath salts. They’re the only birthday gift I need.’

			The brass knocker sounded on the front door. ‘That’s probably the Frobishers now,’ Iolanthe said.

			She went out to the hall, fixing her best hostess smile to her face. A couple she estimated to be in their fifties stood on the doorstep. ‘Mrs Benson?’ the gentleman asked.

			‘I’m Iolanthe Inverdale. I work with Mrs Benson. You’re Mr and Mrs Frobisher?’

			‘We are.’

			‘Welcome to Sandpipers. May I help you with your luggage?’

			It was hard to gauge whether Mr Frobisher was more shocked by the suggestion that a woman should manage a small suitcase on his behalf – even a tall, wiry woman like Iolanthe – or by the fact that she was dressed in vivid yellow trousers and a purple jumper.

			Iolanthe simply smiled and stood back to let them enter.

			Sandpipers was a narrow Victorian house in the middle of a terrace along Shore Road, the thoroughfare that led to the town’s main beach. At the very bottom of the house were cellars. On the ground floor was the drawing room with a bay window overlooking the street. Behind it was the dining room, which overlooked the small back garden. The kitchen and snug were at the very back, beyond the stairs. Those stairs led to three bedrooms for guests and a bathroom. And up another staircase were the two attic bedrooms occupied by Iolanthe and Ida.

			Iolanthe understood that more than forty years had passed since Ida had arrived here as a bride, expecting to live a long and happy life with her husband, Albert, and to fill the house with their children. Sadly, the children had never arrived and Albert had grown increasingly frail with a heart complaint. Needing an income, Ida had opened the house to guests who wanted to visit the seaside. Albert had been dead for many years when Ida had noticed Iolanthe wandering the beach in distress at the worst time in her life and taken her home. They’d become friends despite their differences – Ida being a homely woman with a country accent and Iolanthe a London debutante with a voice as clear and crisp as crystal. Not that Iolanthe had any money. Not any more.

			Over the years, Sandpipers had grown shabby, though Iolanthe did her best to maintain it. She’d learned to be handy with a paintbrush and to lay tiles on the bathroom floor. She’d even climbed up on to the roof to replace slipped slates. Despite her efforts, the condition of the house declined with every year and Iolanthe could only hope that they could keep it going as a guest house until Ida was no more.

			‘Would you like to see your room first or relax over a cup of tea in the drawing room?’ Iolanthe asked the Frobishers.

			‘I’d like to take our case to our room,’ Mr Frobisher told her, as though a suitcase hanging around the place would offend his notion of tidiness. He turned to his wife. ‘You may prefer to sit down, dear.’

			‘I’d like to see our room, too,’ Mrs Frobisher answered.

			Iolanthe led them upstairs to the best room in the house. It was a front bedroom with a large bay window. ‘Do we have a sea view?’ Mrs Frobisher asked.

			‘Not quite, but the sea is just a few minutes’ walk away,’ Iolanthe said.

			‘We’d like to see it, even if the beach is closed,’ Mrs Frobisher said.

			The lack of sea views and the shabbiness of the house were the reasons why Sandpipers had to be a little cheaper than other guest houses in Allanby Cross.

			Mrs Frobisher went to the window anyway. ‘I can hear seagulls,’ she said, and Iolanthe hoped the sound would at least remind her that she was at the seaside.

			‘Perhaps that tea …?’ Mr Frobisher said then.

			‘I’ll bring it to the drawing room,’ Iolanthe promised. ‘It’s the first room on the right downstairs.’

			‘Everything all right?’ Ida asked when Iolanthe returned to the snug.

			‘I’ve shown them upstairs and I’m about to put the kettle on for tea for them. Fancy a cup?’

			‘You know me, Iolanthe. I never say no to a cup of tea.’

			Iolanthe left Ida in the little room and entered the kitchen. There was a photograph of a man in army uniform on the dresser. A rather handsome man with crisp dark hair and soft dark eyes that looked out into the world with wisdom and tolerance. ‘So far, so good, Max,’ she told it.

			She prepared a tea tray and, hearing the Frobishers descending the stairs, carried it into the drawing room. There, she encouraged them to sit and handed out cups and plates bearing small slices of cake. Mr Frobisher stared down at the plates momentarily, his eyebrows shooting up almost to his hairline. Then he looked at his wife who appeared to be equally taken aback.

			Iolanthe simply smiled. ‘I’ll leave you to settle in.’

			Back in the kitchen she poured tea for herself and Ida and carried their cups into the snug. ‘I served the Frobishers’ cake on my latest plates,’ she told Ida. Iolanthe had picked up a wheel and kiln from a retired potter a few years ago and installed them in a shed at the bottom of the garden. She’d never trained in pottery but liked to try it now and then.

			‘The ones with the little rainbows painted on them?’

			‘Mmm.’

			‘Were they impressed?’

			‘Distinctly unimpressed.’

			‘I think perhaps the world isn’t quite ready for your art, Iolanthe.’

			‘It’s the world’s loss,’ Iolanthe agreed, then the women looked at each other and laughed. Iolanthe’s pottery was of no artistic merit at all. It was just a little bit of fun.

			‘Me and my rainbows,’ she told Max later. ‘So. What do you think of me now I’m forty-two?’ Holding the photograph, she turned this way and that as though to help him see her better. ‘I’m still pretty trim, aren’t I? But I can see the beginnings of wrinkles. I’ve probably got some grey hairs, too, though I don’t go looking for them and they don’t show much with my hair being so fair. Not that you’d mind about any of that. What was it William Shakespeare wrote? Love is not love which alters when it alteration finds? Something like, anyway. That’s our love, eh, Max? It can never alter no matter how much our appearances change.’ She paused, swallowed and whispered, ‘I miss you, Max. So very much.’

		
	
		
			CHAPTER THREE

			Jenny

			‘Are you sure, darling?’ Jenny’s mother asked. ‘Are you really sure it’s quite … well, proper?’

			‘Stop worrying, Mum.’

			‘I can’t help worrying. You’re my daughter and it’s my job to worry about you. And when I hear that a man of a certain age wants to spend time with a much younger woman and offers her rather a lot of money to meet with him …’

			‘I really don’t think Mr Dellacourt plans to ravish me, Mum.’

			‘Jenny, please! There’s no call for vulgarity.’

			‘But that’s what you meant. You’re afraid Mr Dellacourt may have designs on my virtue.’

			‘I just don’t want you to put yourself in a position where a man tries to take advantage of you. No offence, darling, but even though English was your favourite subject at school and you’ve always written beautifully, it isn’t as though you know the first thing about newspapers, so how your opinion can be worth five pounds is a mystery.’

			‘I suspect Mr Dellacourt is comfortably off, financially. Five pounds is a lot to us but may not be much to him. Anyway, I’m going to his office, not his home. The office faces the town square so there’ll be people passing by as well as people working inside.’

			‘Perhaps if I come with you …’

			‘No, Mum. I appreciate the offer but that isn’t necessary.’

			Mr Dellacourt had actually suggested that Jenny might feel more comfortable if she brought a chaperone along but the thought of it made her feel like a child. She might be no expert in the world of newspapers but she intended to be taken seriously.

			Lionel Phillips’s treatment of her still stung badly. The words of his reference passed across her mind, along with the now-familiar feeling of crushing disappointment.

			Jennifer Gregory was employed as my secretary for several years. She was competent.

			Competent? Competent? The word didn’t even begin to describe her helpfulness, her efficiency or the skills she’d brought to a range of duties that far surpassed those usually expected of a secretary. Jenny was furious. Livid. The unfairness of it! The injustice! A lukewarm reference like this would be of no use at all in securing Jenny a job commensurate with her abilities.

			But then doubts had set in. They’d whispered that perhaps she wasn’t half as excellent at her job as she’d thought. That maybe she’d deluded herself by letting her vanity run away into the realms of fantasy. Fighting back, she’d reasoned that miserable Lionel Phillips wouldn’t have allowed her anywhere near things like account books if he’d been unable to trust her with them. But the doubts had taunted her further, arguing that mere competence might well have been enough for the level of bookkeeping and record-keeping at which she’d worked.

			The only way Jenny’s confidence would revive was by proving that she really was highly capable. It was difficult to see how she could manage that in Allanby Cross, though. The frustration was intense, and it didn’t help that Jenny had received a letter from her old schoolfriend, Jean Davis, that morning.

			
			Dear Jenny,

			I hope you’re settling well in Allanby Cross. I was planning to invite you to come and stay but guess what? I’ve been accepted into the Royal Navy! The women’s section, naturally. The WRNS. As you know, I wasn’t enjoying working as a hotel receptionist so now I’m set fair for adventure. Not that I’m foolish enough to think it’s going to be a lark. It’s serious work and I’ve no intention of letting my country down …

			

			How lucky Jean was. Joining one of the services would have offered the perfect chance for Jenny to rebuild her confidence, but it wasn’t to be. Not yet, anyway. In the meantime, perhaps a crumb of praise from Charles Dellacourt would help.

			It was hard to know what to wear for her visit to the Gazette. The newspapers she was to study might have been gathering dust for months or even years, in which case her oldest flannel skirt, blouse and cardigan might be most practical. On the other hand, pride made her want to look the part of someone who knew what she was talking about. Pride won the day and Jenny put on a smart office dress of blue crêpe.

			She was tense as she walked to the town square. Maybe Mr Dellacourt was expecting more of her in the way of reasoned opinion than she had to give. She might disappoint him. Feel a fool. Nerves scurried forward but she forced them back, tilted her chin and headed for the office.

			The Gazette was on the west side of the square, at the end of a row of shops and separated from another row by a narrow passage that Jenny guessed led to a rear entrance and perhaps also to the warren of streets on that side of town. It could have been a pretty building with an entrance and bow window set beneath an overhanging upper floor, but Jenny’s impression was of dinginess. The glass in the top half of the door was covered with a cream-coloured blind that was turning brown with age. A matching blind hung behind the curving window, with enough space between them for a ledge on which stood a copy of the previous week’s Gazette. That, too, looked uninviting, since it was slumping dejectedly.

			Beside it was a photograph of a man long past his middle years who looked as though he’d stepped straight out of the Victorian era in his sombre clothes. It didn’t help that he had a pompous air and the sort of large nose that seemed designed for sneering. A small metal plaque at the bottom of the picture frame announced that, unsurprisingly, this was Cedric Rudge, Editor.

			The decrepit blinds made it impossible to see inside the office but a card on the door announced that it was open. Should Jenny knock or walk straight in? She decided on a compromise. She’d rap on the door and then walk in with as much confidence as she could muster. If the door was unlocked, that was.

			It was indeed unlocked.

			She paused on the threshold, adjusting her eyes to the musty dimness of the interior. She found herself in an open space with two rows of desks – three in the row facing her and two in the row facing the window. Behind those two desks a staircase rose to the upper floor. All around were shelves packed with papers, and Jenny didn’t need to touch them to sense that many of those papers had been placed there years ago.

			A man rose from behind the desk closest to the window. Jenny recognized him as the man in the photo. Cedric Rudge, Editor. He was wearing the same or a very similar suit, his stately bearing suggesting that he liked to stand on his dignity. ‘May I help you?’ he asked, his mournful tones putting her in mind of a funeral director.

			‘I hope so,’ Jenny said. ‘I’m here to see—’

			‘Miss Gregory!’ Charles Dellacourt appeared at the top of the stairs where there was a small landing and began a leisurely walk down. ‘It’s all right, Cedric. I’ll attend to Miss Gregory.’

			Cedric’s eyes narrowed suspiciously. He was joined by the man who occupied the desk closest to the door. This man was shorter but favoured the same old-fashioned style of dress – a dark suit and waistcoat, only in his case the over-large jacket had flapped like the wings of a demented bat as he’d hastened across the room to stand beside the editor as though they were allies in the face of a threat. The shorter man’s desk had to be the one most susceptible to draughts, but, seeing his nose twitching with the curiosity of a busybody, Jenny supposed he liked it because no one could enter or leave the office without passing him.

			‘The young lady isn’t here on newspaper business?’ Cedric asked Mr Dellacourt.

			‘She’s here to give me her opinion on how news is represented in Allanby Cross,’ Mr Dellacourt told him, seemingly unperturbed by his editor’s coldness. ‘From the point of view of a young reader, that is. A newcomer to the town, too.’

			‘If it concerns the newspaper, I should—’

			‘It’s just an informal chat and I’ve no wish to distract you from your other work,’ Mr Dellacourt told him. His voice was smooth but left no doubt that his word was final. ‘Let me introduce you, however. Miss Gregory, this is Cedric Rudge, Editor.’

			He shook her hand with all the enthusiasm of a dead fish.

			‘And this is Mr Pinsent, our photographer,’ Mr Dellacourt said. ‘He also helps with reporting news and events.’

			The shorter man shook Jenny’s hand, too, but sulkily, despite being at least fifty years of age.

			Oh, heavens. What had Jenny let herself in for?

			‘Mrs Enright is our secretary,’ Mr Dellacourt explained, introducing the person who sat at the desk behind Mr Pinsent’s. ‘She answers the telephone and deals with our advertisers.’

			She was a solid woman who also appeared to be in her fifties. Even her hair looked solid, setting lotion having pinioned the grey curls into the sort of stiffness not even a gale-force wind could disturb, though her answer and handshake were far less frosty than the men’s. ‘Pleased to meet you, dearie,’ she said.

			But Cedric Rudge hadn’t finished yet. ‘Might I have a word with you, Mr Dellacourt?’ he enquired. ‘In private?’

			‘Can it wait?’

			‘I’d be obliged for a few minutes of your time now.’

			‘Very well. Miss Gregory, if you’d come upstairs with me, I can get you started on your task. Cedric, I’ll return in a moment.’

			Mr Dellacourt gestured for Jenny to lead the way upstairs. She hesitated but then did so, though anger was seething inside her. ‘There’s a fourth member of staff,’ he told her as they climbed. ‘Tommy Tiptree. He’s out running errands.’

			Jenny made no reply but the moment they were in the upstairs room with the door closed behind them, she gave vent to her feelings. ‘You didn’t warn me that I was going to meet with … hostility,’ she protested.

			‘Of course I didn’t,’ he answered blandly. ‘Had you known, you might have asked for ten pounds for your fee instead of settling for five.’

			His eyes danced merrily but Jenny couldn’t see anything amusing in the situation.

			‘Miss Gregory,’ he said, more seriously. ‘Jenny. I’m sorry you’ve had an unpleasant few minutes but perhaps you now have a little more insight into the problems I’m experiencing with the Gazette. I need your help, and I’ll be grateful if you’ll do your best to provide it as agreed.’

			Jenny opened her mouth to retaliate. After her experience with Lionel Phillips, the last thing she needed was to be dismissed by more narrow-minded men. But she realized that, actually, she did understand that the two men downstairs must be making it difficult for Mr Dellacourt to drag the Gazette into the modern age. Besides, she wasn’t only here to earn five pounds but also to show that she had something to offer. ‘Very well,’ she finally said.

			‘Thank you. Now, here are the newspapers I’d like you to read.’

			He gestured to a table.

			Jenny had been too annoyed to take much notice of the room when she’d come upstairs. Now she saw that it was large, with two long tables running down the centre, a number of chairs tucked under them. Around the walls were more shelves of dusty-looking papers and at the back was a door which she imagined led to a storeroom. Doubtless, it, too, was chock-a-block with old papers.

			‘If you’re thinking this place needs a good old clear-out, you’re right,’ Mr Dellacourt said. ‘Cedric insists that there’s method in this madness but I’m unconvinced. However, that isn’t why you’re here.’

			He drew her attention to one of the long tables on which sat two neat piles of newspapers – one pile that looked to be made up of copies of the Gazette and the other of the Advertiser. There were also a notebook and pen.

			‘I thought you might like to make notes as you go along,’ he explained. ‘Take your time and don’t be put off by anything that reaches your ears from downstairs.’

			He left her to return to Cedric but Jenny stood unmoving for a moment. Yes, she understood his problems. Yet he didn’t strike her as the sort of man who’d let himself be swayed from doing what he believed to be necessary, a point that was surely proven by the fact that he’d asked her here today when it was obvious that her presence would be unwelcome to at least some of the staff. It was confusing, but Jenny reminded herself of one certainty: she’d been paid to do a job of work, so do it she would. She headed for the table, sat down and reached for a copy of the Advertiser.

			It was hard to concentrate with a heated exchange of words going on downstairs, though. Not that Jenny could hear everything that was said. Mostly there were calm noises in Mr Dellacourt’s voice and affronted noises from Cedric, but a few words of Cedric’s reached her clearly.

			‘Slip of a girl … As a professional … Now I’m retiring …’

			Retiring? Was his departure the reason the Gazette was coming up for review now? It made sense, if so. The retirement would blow a wind of change through the office and Mr Dellacourt wanted to be sure that it led to the right sort of change, whether that meant closing the paper or trying for survival with a new editor.

			Jenny’s opinion was probably only one of several that were being sought – old, young, male, female – to form a rounded picture of the Gazette’s current problems and how they might be overcome. Feeling she understood her purpose better now, she reached for the notebook and began writing down her thoughts, the mention of retirement having put her in mind of Lionel Phillips again and making her more determined than ever to prove that she was capable.

			More words reached her.

			‘My nephew …’ Cedric’s voice.

			‘I’ll be thinking through all the possibilities …’ Mr Dellacourt’s voice.

			At last, the argument seemed to finish, but Mr Dellacourt didn’t return. Perhaps he was reluctant to interrupt her and put her off her stride.

			She was surprised some half an hour or so later when footsteps suddenly mounted the stairs. Ran up them, in fact. None of the people downstairs could have the spring and energy for that burst of movement, so who did?

			A knock sounded on the door. ‘Come in,’ Jenny said, and it opened to admit a boy – a long, thin boy with an urchin-like grin and skinny arms and legs that seemed to have lives of their own. ‘I brought you a cup of tea,’ he said.

			‘Thank you.’

			He carried it over to the table. Miraculously, given his rush up the stairs, none of the tea had spilled into the saucer. ‘I’m Tommy Tiptree,’ he told her. ‘I run the errands here, though I want to be a writer one day.’

			‘Good for you,’ Jenny told him.

			‘I brought sugar, if you want it. And a biscuit.’ He dug in his pocket for a handkerchief – thankfully, a clean one – and offered her the contents: three sugar lumps and a digestive biscuit.

			‘I don’t take sugar,’ Jenny said. ‘I’m also full from breakfast. You’re welcome to the biscuit, though.’

			‘Really? Thanks!’ He picked it up and took a large bite, chomping down with enthusiasm. Jenny guessed there weren’t enough biscuits in the world to satisfy this boy’s appetite.

			‘I’ll keep the sugar, too, and give it to the donkey that lives near me,’ he said. ‘Very partial to a sugar cube, is Neddins. You won’t tell on me, though?’

			‘Wouldn’t dream of it,’ Jenny assured him.

			He nodded at the papers she was reading. ‘Needs a kick in the breeches, does the Gazette,’ he observed, only to look worried. ‘You won’t tell on me for saying that, either?’

			‘No.’

			‘Old Miseryguts won’t hear a word against the Gazette. Still, he’s going soon so things may be looking up.’ Again, worry entered his expression. ‘You won’t—’

			‘Tell on you for saying that? No,’ Jenny promised, though she wasn’t sure she should be encouraging him to stand there gossiping.

			The same thought appeared to strike Tommy. ‘I’d better get back to work before I give Old Miseryguts an excuse for moaning at me.’ He headed for the door only to pause and send her another grin. ‘Good luck!’

			With that, he pelted downstairs, incurring the disapproval of his editor anyway, judging from the protesting sound Jenny heard.

			She’d warmed to Tommy Tiptree. It was heartening that he had ambition and was eager for the Gazette to change, but what if the changes meant he lost his job, either because the paper closed or because a reorganization of staff roles meant he was no longer required? Jenny hoped that wouldn’t happen, but it made her thoughtful as she continued with her task.

			More time passed before the heavier and more measured steps of Mr Dellacourt sounded on the stairs. Entering, he smiled encouragingly. ‘How are you getting on?’

			‘I’ve almost finished.’

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		
	EPUB/images/cover.jpg
NEWSPAPER
GIRLS

Will she
find the
strength
to start
again?






EPUB/prh_core_assets/fonts/avenirrounded-regular.otf


EPUB/prh_core_assets/images/title_page_logo.png





EPUB/prh_core_assets/images/logo_large.png





EPUB/prh_core_assets/fonts/avantgarde-regular.otf


EPUB/prh_core_assets/fonts/avantgarde-bold.otf


EPUB/prh_core_assets/fonts/avenir-light.otf


EPUB/prh_core_assets/fonts/avenir-heavy.otf


EPUB/prh_core_assets/fonts/avenirrounded-bold.otf


