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After tragedy, a young mother finds happiness again . . . before a bitter enemy threatens to destroy everything . . . 



Lovely young Cathy is left pregnant with her first child when her husband is killed in the war. For a while she lives with her in-laws, but she leaps at the chance to return as a maid to the household where she worked before her marriage.



With the birth of her daughter she is compelled to return to her parents-in-law, a less than ideal situation, particularly when in due course Cathy is being courted by a dear old friend.



When Cathy marries again and sets up in the antiques business with her husband, it looks like at last she will find the happiness she deserves, but she has made an enemy who can't bear to see Cathy enjoying her life...


Praise for Anne Baker 

'A stirring tale of romance and passion, poverty and ambition' Liverpool Echo



'A heartwarming saga' Woman’s Weekly 



'With characters who are strong, warm and sincere, this is a joy to read' Coventry Evening Telegraph 



'Baker's understanding and compassion for very human dilemmas makes her one of romantic fiction's most popular authors' Lancashire Evening Post 


Also by Anne Baker and available from Headline


Like Father, Like Daughter

Paradise Parade

Legacy of Sins

Nobody’s Child

Merseyside Girls

Moonlight on the Mersey

A Mersey Duet

Mersey Maids

A Liverpool Lullaby

With a Little Luck

The Price of Love

Liverpool Lies

Echoes Across the Mersey

A Glimpse of the Mersey

Goodbye Liverpool

So Many Children

A Mansion by the Mersey

A Pocketful of Silver

Keep the Home Fires Burning

Let the Bells Ring

Carousel of Secrets

The Wild Child

A Labour of Love

The Best of Fathers

All That Glistens

Through Rose-Coloured Glasses

Nancy’s War

Liverpool Love Song

Love is Blind

Daughters of the Mersey

A Liverpool Legacy

Wartime Girls

Liverpool Gems

A View Across the Mersey




Chapter One

Merseyside, May 1915

 


Cathy Gottfried was brimming over with love; she’d never felt so happy and secure before in her whole life. Rolf, her husband of one week, was sitting so close on the crowded train that his thigh pressed against hers. He held her left hand between both of his and was slowly twisting the wedding ring on her third finger.

‘The end of our honeymoon,’ he whispered regretfully.

‘We’ve had a marvellous time, haven’t we?’ she whispered back. ‘It’s been a lovely holiday, my first ever.’

Cathy’s face felt tight from the sun. A spell of really hot weather had come at just the right moment, and they’d been able to spend a lot of their time on the beach.

Rolf’s face, too, was lightly tanned. He looked serious as he said, ‘We could have a few problems to face now.’

‘We’ve done the right thing,’ she insisted.

‘It certainly feels right for me.’ His brown eyes gazed into hers. ‘But with the war, it could be asking a lot of you.’

Cathy shook her head. ‘Whatever happens, I’m sure it’ll be worth it.’

She’d been brought up in the Osborne Orphanage Home for Girls, one child in a large group. She’d had no mother and no family, nobody to single her out: no adult she could love  and who would love her in return. Cathy had felt as if there was a great empty space inside her; more than anything else she longed to be part of a family. Marriage, she was quite certain, would give her everything she wanted; most of all, it would give her Rolf.

Rolf worked in his father’s butcher’s shop, and the newlyweds were to make their home with his parents in the rooms above it. Cathy was looking forward to being part of his family.

He smiled. ‘At least we’ll have had this time alone together.’

She had known that marriage was what he wanted, but she’d had to persuade him.

‘Let’s make a pact then,’ he’d said. ‘We’ll get married, enjoy ourselves on honeymoon and forget the problems for a while. Face them when we come back.’

Cathy had agreed. And now the time for facing them had come, but she felt invigorated, ready to cope with anything.

Across the carriage, she could see her cobalt-blue eyes and determined chin reflected in the mottled mirror advertising the delights of a visit to Barmouth. She looked smart in her wedding outfit of blue dress and coat and a summer straw hat with forget-me-nots round the brim. Her hair was coming loose from its clips though, and tiny black curls were swinging round her face.

Rolf’s trilby covered most of his dark wavy hair. He was handsome by any standard, languid and relaxed. His reflection was partly obscured by the Homburg hat of a fellow passenger opposite.

Catherine Tanner had known Rolf for years, ever since she was six. Now at twenty-two his shoulders had broadened and he looked a well set-up young man.

He murmured, ‘I’ve saddled you with my name, Mrs Gottfried. I wish it didn’t make us seem so very German. Bit of a handicap at a time like this, when we’re at war.’

She said, ‘The war makes things hard for everybody.’

‘But especially for my family. Dad’s being torn in two.’

Rolf’s father had come to Merseyside from Germany many years ago and had opened a butcher’s shop. He’d meant to specialise in pork and pork products, because that’s what he knew best, but he’d ended up having to give his customers what they wanted. When Rolf had left school, he’d gone into the family business which had been busy and profitable until the war began. Now the shortage of meat was becoming acute and the shop wasn’t making enough to support them all. Rolf’s father could more than manage what business they had left without help.

‘I know you want to go and fight . . .’

He shook his head. ‘I don’t want to fight at all, but I feel I have to.’

Cathy knew he’d been fired with patriotism when the war started and had wanted to enlist right away. Many of his friends had done so, but Rolf was an only child and his mother had pleaded with him to stay, saying his father needed him to help run the business. Now, every newspaper was carrying lists of those killed in battle, and there was talk of conscription coming in soon. She was afraid they might not have very long together.

The train was pulling into Woodside Station now, and she watched her husband wait his turn to pull their suitcases down from the luggage rack.

‘We’ll get a cab if we can,’ he told her. ‘Might as well finish our honeymoon in style.’

They strode out of the station together. Cathy was almost as tall as Rolf and she carried her own case. She pushed her arm through his. He felt for her hand again and squeezed it.

‘I hate the thought of leaving,’ he said huskily. ‘It’ll be even harder after having this week with you.’ Cathy felt truly loved.

Before the war, motor taxis were becoming the norm, but  now petrol was in short supply and the horsedrawn fly had reappeared. There was one waiting outside the station. The best horses had already been shipped to France to help fight the war, and this one looked old and tired.

‘Market Street, please.’ Rolf handed up their cases. ‘The butcher’s shop.’ The driver seemed surly.

Cathy knew her father-in-law was proud to have premises in one of the main shopping areas of Birkenhead; his shop opened straight on to Market Square. One side of the square was taken up by a vast market-hall built of brick and slate, with a fine clock over the front steps.

On market days, Wednesdays and Saturdays, the square was filled with stalls selling almost everything. In peacetime it had been possible to buy ice cream in summer and hot chestnuts in winter. Nowadays, one was lucky to get enough to eat and prices were rocketing.

On Saturday nights, as the closing time of ten o’clock approached, crowds poured in to snap up the bargains in perishable food which had to be sold off, and Market Square developed something of a carnival atmosphere.

Today, there had been a thunderstorm. The square was rainswept and empty and the shops shuttered. It was late in the afternoon on Thursday, early closing day.

Rolf was sitting close enough for Cathy to feel him tense. ‘My goodness!’

‘What is it?’

But now she could see the mound of broken glass on the pavement in front of the butcher’s shop. A boy was sweeping it up, while two workmen were replacing the plate-glass shopfront.

‘What’s happened?’ Rolf was aghast.

The upper windows were broken too, and the premises looked as though they’d been ransacked.

‘Bit of trouble here yesterday,’ the driver said. ‘Germans aren’t too popular round here any more. Not with the war.’

‘Good God! What about the owners? Have they been hurt?’

‘They’re Germans,’ he shrugged, as if hurting them was something of which to be proud.

The shop sign had been recently painted in gold lettering on a scarlet background to make it stand out. It read Otto Gottfried & Son, Family Butchers.

‘With the Germans sinking the Lusitania, what can you expect, sir?’ The driver leered at them, his contempt for the enemy showing through his deference to a customer.

‘When did this happen?’

‘We heard about the sinking yesterday morning. By afternoon, the whole town was like a madhouse.’

Rolf leaped out on to the pavement. He’d been attentive to her all week, but Cathy could see he’d forgotten her now in his haste to pay off the cab and see his parents. He hammered on their door.

‘They’re next door,’ one of the glaziers told him.

Cathy knew the Weaver family who owned the hardware shop next door. They were friends of Rolf’s parents. There were only two bedrooms above the butcher’s shop, and as she’d come to Birkenhead the day before her wedding, Rolf’s mother had arranged for her to sleep at the Weavers’ so the necessary proprieties could be observed.

Rolf rushed to ring their doorbell which was high up near the fanlight.

‘Come in, lad.’ Stout and grey-haired, Mrs Weaver drew him inside. ‘Your mam and dad are here.’ She smiled at Cathy. ‘Let’s have them cases inside, lass. What a homecoming for a bride.’

She led them to the living room which was behind the shop. It was small and dark, with boxes of merchandise stacked  against one wall. Mildred Gottfried jumped to her feet to hug Rolf. Cathy could see how much her only son meant to her.

‘Are you all right, Mam?’ he asked. ‘Not hurt?’

‘No, I’m fine.’ Mildred screwed up her round face.

Cathy could see she was upset. At almost fifty, Mildred Gottfried had the figure of a woman half her age. Her hair was short, dark and curly and her eyes seemed to miss nothing. Her movements were brisk, and there was an air of competence and efficiency about her.

‘What a terrible thing to happen,’ Rolf said. ‘You should have sent us a telegram. We could have come home last night.’

‘We didn’t want to spoil things for you. Not when you’re on your honeymoon.’

Cathy felt her mother-in-law’s arms come round her in a hug. ‘I’m glad you’re both back, though it’s a shame everything’s in such a mess. I was going to cook a special dinner, make a bit of a fuss of you.’

‘Don’t worry about that. Where’s Dad?’

‘Upstairs in bed. He’s taken it hard.’

‘In bed here?’

‘Yes – our place was ransacked. They peed on our beds and you should have seen what they did on our sofa. Couldn’t sleep there, not last night.’

‘I’ll run up and see how he is.’

‘No, Rolf, I looked in at him a few moments ago and he was asleep. It’s better if you don’t wake him.’

Cathy was full of sympathy. ‘Now we’re home, I’ll help you clean the place up,’ she offered immediately.

‘Thanks, dear, but Polly and I have been at it all morning, cleaning and washing.’

‘Not that we’ll get the washing dry today,’ Mrs Weaver commented.

‘Is there more to do over there?’

‘Lots – they made a right mess.’

‘Then I’ll—’

‘No, dear, I’ll just make us all a cuppa, eh?’ Mrs Weaver said. ‘Let you get your breath back first.’

‘Did they attack Dad? Have they hurt him?’ Rolf demanded.

‘He got a few cuts and bruises.’

‘What?’

‘Nothing serious.’ Mildred shook her head. ‘But they frightened the life out of us both, waving Dad’s cleavers at us. They looted all the meat we had in the place, cleaned us out. A whole forequarter of beef – hacked it up between them and took it away in bits. It was horrible. They were screaming abuse at us because your dad’s German. It was the hate that got to him. Finding everyone against him.’

‘You should have heard the noise,’ George Weaver told them. ‘Ranting and raving – it sounded bloodcurdling from in here.’

Mrs Weaver was bringing in the tea. ‘But your mam told them what’s what. She stood up to them.’

‘I’m Liverpool born and bred, and sound like it as soon as I open my mouth. I told them straight, that we’re as much against the Germans as they are. That you were joining up to fight, and Otto was naturalised British many years ago.’

‘It was the sinking of the Lusitania that set them off,’ Polly Weaver assured them.

The Lusitania was one of England’s luxury passenger liners and had won the Blue Riband for the fastest crossing of the Atlantic.

‘Yesterday, it was on the newsagent’s placards that a German submarine had sunk it off Ireland. After that, crowds gathered outside your parents’ shop. They were all shouting for Otto Gottfried, as though he was personally to blame.’ Polly Weaver tut-tutted and shook her head.

‘We read about the sinking,’ Cathy said. ‘It was in all the papers. It’s horrible to think of twelve hundred lives lost like that.’

‘Many of them local lads, too,’ Mr Weaver nodded sadly. ‘After all, Liverpool was her home port – they took on crew here. There were huge gangs rioting all over town. You should see the damage they did at Deletlieb’s in Borough Road. The police tried to control them and stop the looting but they didn’t stand a chance.’

Cathy had never seen Rolf look more serious. ‘Mam, it’s the name Gottfried that made the crowd turn against you. I’ve wanted to change it ever since the beginning of the war – I told you we should.’

‘Your dad wouldn’t have it.’

‘Well, he will after this.’

‘It was horrible, the feeling of mass hatred directed at him. As I said, that’s what’s upset him most. We had the doctor to him in the end; he gave him something to make him sleep.’

‘He’ll be better in a day or two,’ Mrs Weaver said comfortingly.

‘You’ll have to spend the night over there, I’m afraid,’ Mildred told Cathy. ‘Polly’s loaned us some clean bedding and we’ve made the bed up for you and Rolf. I hope you’ll be able to sleep.’

‘Thank you, we’ll be fine.’ Cathy felt she could sleep anywhere as long as she was with Rolf.

‘I’d already springcleaned his room and got everything ready for you. The new double bed was delivered and I’d made it up with everything new. Such a shame, they spoiled it all.’

‘Such a lot of work and worry for you,’ Cathy sympathised.

When they’d drunk their tea, Mildred picked up Cathy’s suitcase and led them next door. Despite what Cathy had been told, she wasn’t prepared for the mess. The shop floor was  slippery with grease and mud; bits of fat and meat had been tramped in. Splinters of glass and bone were embedded in the counter and the shelves had been torn down and left hanging askew.

There were two small rooms behind the shop. Previously Cathy had seen whole carcases of pigs and sheep hanging in the far one. The other room was used for cutting up. Not so much as an ounce of meat remained in either.

‘They looted everything,’ Mildred lamented. ‘Took the dripping too – what they didn’t smear on the floor.’ Rolf struggled to right the chopping block that had been turned over.

‘We started cleaning upstairs, had to get the place ready for you coming back. Come and see where you’ll be sleeping, Cathy.’

Her mother-in-law believed in doing the right thing, so Cathy had not been allowed to see Rolf’s bedroom before.

He said now, ‘You’ve done a good job here, Mam. It looks fine.’

‘They even broke the dressing-table mirror. I’ll try and get a new one tomorrow,’ Mildred promised.

‘I can live for a while without a mirror,’ Cathy said awkwardly.

‘I wanted to make everything perfect for you. I thought I had, then this.’ For a moment, Mildred looked close to tears. ‘They threw that little stool at the window. I found it broken on the pavement. I’m just glad to get the glass replaced in time for your return.’

‘It’s fine, Mam,’ Rolf said again, embracing her. ‘You’ve done wonders.’

‘Just don’t walk about with bare feet, as there’s glass everywhere. Oh, and Cathy – those boxes you brought . . .’

‘My belongings, clothes and things?’

‘Yes, there were three, weren’t there? I put two in the wardrobe and they didn’t find those, but that big one, I left against the wall here and it’s gone. I’m so sorry.’

With a sinking heart, Cathy opened the wardrobe and looked at the two that remained. She’d packed everything she owned, all she’d accumulated in the whole of her life, into her suitcase and those three cardboard boxes.

She’d been in domestic service at Halesworth Hall, a big private house, first as a housemaid and later as a cook, and had been required to wear cotton print dresses covered by big white aprons. She’d worn her own clothes only during her time off and they’d remained in good condition. Her trousseau of new nightdresses and underwear should be here somewhere, but she was almost certain she’d packed them in the box that had gone.

‘I’m sorry,’ her mother-in-law said.

‘It’s not your fault,’ Cathy choked as she slit open her remaining boxes. It was pointless looking; her new underwear wasn’t here.

‘Yes, they’ve taken my trousseau.’ She’d spent months making it. ‘Thank goodness I’ve still got my wedding presents.’ There was a clock from her employer, Major Fleming, and a pair of candlesticks which the other staff had clubbed together to buy for her. In addition, the housekeeper, Mrs Bott, had bought her a fine handbag.

Rolf was watching her, sympathy in his dark eyes. ‘I knew there’d be a downside to marrying me,’ he tried to joke, ‘but I didn’t foresee this. It wouldn’t have happened if the name Otto Gottfried hadn’t been spelled out in gold letters over the shopfront. Tomorrow, I’ll paint it out and see about changing our name.’

Cathy could feel his mother holding back and wondered why. It was surely a logical step to take.

‘I’m so sorry, Cathy,’ she said again. Her cheerful facade had slipped.

‘I have plenty of things really,’ Cathy reassured her. ‘I won’t be short of clothes. It’s just that I made new things to start my new life.’

‘Of course you did.’

‘You mustn’t blame yourself.’ Cathy felt the silence heavy between them; it dragged on. At last Mildred looked at Rolf.

‘I want to get our own bedroom fixed up next, so I can bring your dad back home. Things won’t seem right until I do and we’re a lot of work for Polly and George. I’ll get going on that.’

Left to themselves, Cathy changed out of her best clothes so she could get started. ‘Your mam must have worked like a horse to get so much done,’ she said. ‘She’s arranged to have the glass replaced in the windows and restored order in this room. I can’t help but admire the way she’s coping.’

Rolf smiled at her as he pulled on an old pullover. For a moment Cathy could see his resemblance to his mother.

‘Mam always copes, it’s her way. Really, she was doing more in the business than Dad, the accounts and the ordering and that. Dad helps with the heavy lifting and the chopping . . . Or rather, he did. Mam also boiled the hams and roasted the joints of beef and pork to slice and sell cold, or she did when we could get them.’

‘This has made her angry,’ Cathy said.

‘But she’s kept her head and she’s doing her best to get things straight.’

‘And your father? He relies on her?’

‘Yes, we both do.’

Rolf opened their bedroom door and spoke to his mother. ‘We’ll start down in the shop, shall we?’

‘If you would. Until we get that clean, we’ll be tramping the mess back up here.’

Cathy began by boiling the kettle to get some hot water. With a bucketful, some soda, soap and two large scrubbing brushes, she led the way downstairs.

‘This is a job and a half,’ Rolf said, surveying the floors. ‘It’s never been like this before. Mam would never let it get into this state.’

‘I was taught to scrub at the Orphanage,’ Cathy shrugged, as she set to.

From the age of twelve, the girls had taken over the day-to-day running of the Home. They were being trained to work in domestic service. Cathy had laundered clothes, swept, scrubbed, polished and dusted. She’d been taught basic cooking in the kitchens, but they’d used the cheapest ingredients and she’d never cared much for the food they prepared. They’d all been forced to eat every scrap of it, though, or it would reappear on their plates for the next meal.

It took her and Rolf, using several more buckets of hot water, more than an hour to scrub the shop floors back to their normal state.

 


Mildred set about brushing up the broken glass from her bedroom floor. She felt exhausted; she’d hardly slept last night and every muscle in her body ached.

Every time she’d closed her eyes she’d relived that heart-stopping moment when she’d left the washing-up to go to the living-room window to see what all the commotion was about. It had been a shock to see the crowd gathering outside their shop. She’d heard the noise they were making, a real racket, but she didn’t at first understand what they were shouting about.

When she caught the name Otto Gottfried, it sent a chill  through her body. She’d skidded downstairs to him. The door between the shop and the room behind where he cut up the meat was closed, and Otto, poor love, was getting a little deaf in his old age.

He’d looked up and smiled at her. ‘Lovely bit of beef, this.’ He was dismembering a forequarter; it was the first meat they’d had delivered in a fortnight.

‘They’re coming for you!’ she’d screamed. ‘Lock up!’

‘We’re closed – the door is locked,’ he’d frowned. ‘It’s the dinner-hour.’

Mildred had rushed to the shop door and shot the bolts top and bottom. She saw angry faces against the glass, inches from hers. She’d panicked and run back to drag Otto upstairs where they couldn’t be seen. He’d come, still holding the cleaver he’d been using. Seconds later, there was an almighty crash as the plate-glass window shattered. Mildred nearly jumped out of her skin: one of them must have thrown a brick at it. The tinkle of falling glass seemed to go on and on.

The shouting was louder then, as the angry horde invaded the premises and came racing up the stairs to the rooms the Gottfrieds called home. Mildred had feared for Otto’s life even more than for her own.

Her hands were still shaking, hours after the event. Why hadn’t she insisted on changing their name when the war started? Rolf had wanted it. If only she’d made Otto listen, this need never have happened.

She leaned the broom against the wall and went to the window. Thank goodness there was glass in it again. She must not think of what had happened. Must not dwell on it. Must not let Otto dwell on it.

She sat down on her hard bedroom chair and rested her head against the wall; she could hear the murmur of Cathy’s voice on the other side. She should be glad the youngsters had  not been here to witness it. She closed her eyes and tried to relax. She had to put it behind her for all their sakes.

Suddenly, everything in their lives was going wrong and she didn’t know what to do for the best. The war had been a worry for some time. It was already ruining their business but having their premises ransacked would probably finish it off. It had taken them years to get on their feet, work their way up to prosperity, and now?

Mildred sighed. Retirement had come with brutal suddenness, but she and Otto had saved for their old age. He’d always been good at saving and the shop had been a little gold mine before the war. And at least he was old enough to draw his State Pension. Mildred had looked forward to having a small house somewhere quiet for themselves, and leaving the shop and its lease to Rolf. They would have been giving him a start in life. Now the lease would be a liability, all fifteen years of it. With so many food shops empty it would be hard to sell it on. They’d have to continue living in the rooms above it, but at least there was room for them all. They’d manage.

Then there was Cathy Tanner. Mildred gave herself a mental slap. Not Tanner any longer, she was a Gottfried now, one of them.

If she was honest, Mildred knew her feelings about Cathy were mixed. It hurt that Rolf loved another woman. He’d been everything to her since he’d been born and she didn’t want to share him with anyone. Rolf had been her reason for living.

‘Please be kind to Cathy,’ he’d said the week before his wedding, as though he expected the reverse from her. ‘I’d like you two to get on. She says she wants a mother, so I know she’ll more than meet you halfway. She’s not had an easy upbringing.’

Mildred decided she’d have to help Cathy replace the trousseau she’d lost; she mustn’t give Rolf any reason to think  she wasn’t welcoming her. She’d thought Cathy rather a forlorn little thing at sixteen when Rolf had first brought her home. A girl from the Orphanage, not nearly good enough for her son, but Rolf had never wanted any other.

Cathy had changed. There was nothing forlorn about her now, quite the opposite. She’d blossomed in the three years since then, but that hadn’t pleased Mildred either. It made her feel unaccountably resentful. She was being pushed aside for a more comely, younger woman. In her saner moments, Mildred told herself all this was nonsense. Every young man needed a wife, and would she want her son to be any different?

She could see why Cathy attracted him. She had the colouring of a pure Celt, with those blue eyes and fair skin, while her great mane of hair was almost black. It was thick and bouncy with lots of curl. Cathy had told her she’d found her hair easy to cope with when she was young; all she’d had to do was brush it and tie it back. In her mid-teens, she was still doing just that. If Rolf had to have a girlfriend, Mildred wanted her to be someone smart, a girl who did him justice.

Cathy still looked like a child when she went out with Rolf. Mildred had had to tell her that it was usual for young ladies, especially those with an admirer, to wear their hair up and that Cathy should try to do the same.

‘I have tried,’ she’d laughed, ‘but it makes a huge and heavy bun. I cut it to lighten the weight and reduce the bulk, but that makes it more difficult to get it up.’

‘And it leaves lots of tiny corkscrew curls dangling round your face and neck,’ Rolf had laughed with her.

‘That looks distinctly childish,’ Mildred had told her briskly. ‘And unfashionable.’

Cathy had said, ‘I’m all right at work because my uniform cap covers my hair, but when I want to dress up and look my  best, the bun pushes all my hats forward until I can hardly see out from under them.’

Mildred had seen the solution. ‘Why don’t you position your bun right on top of your head rather than on the back of it? The bigger the bun, the better – it’ll make you look taller.’

‘I’m tall enough,’ Cathy had said. ‘I’m five foot seven.’

‘Your bun will be on a firm base and the crown of your hats will fit over it,’ Mildred persisted. ‘You can wear them flat across the top of your head and tilt them if you want, in whatever is the fashionable angle.’

Everybody agreed, including Rolf, that it really suited the shape of Cathy’s face and that ladies of quality wore their hair that way.

‘They even collect their combings,’ Mildred added, ‘to make false pieces to put in their buns so they look bigger.’

Now Cathy’s eyes seemed to be wider apart and were full of adoration whenever they looked at Rolf. She had a dazzling smile and perfect teeth. Mildred had found her to be sweet-natured and very willing, a good worker. She knew she had to accept Cathy into her family; she had to hide her own feelings. If she didn’t, it would put Rolf off her, not off Cathy. It wouldn’t be easy, but she’d do her best to be friendly for Rolf’s sake.

He could have done worse, but here he was, newlywed and with no means of supporting either himself or his bride. The future for the pair of them looked bleak.

OEBPS/Images/author.jpeg





OEBPS/Misc/page-template.xpgt
 

 
	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	    		 
	   		 
	    		 
		
	



 
	 






OEBPS/Images/homefires.jpg
KEEP Tue HoME
FIRES BURNING






OEBPS/Images/anne_9780755382460_msr_cvi_r1.jpg
A touching saga of World War One from the bestselling author of
A Pocketful of Silver

KeEp THE HOME
FIRES BURNIN

of






OEBPS/Images/hlogo.jpeg
HEADLINE





