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         ‘The Bookshop Sisters is a read-again-and-again book. If you love adventures, mysteries, bookshops and stories about sisterhood, make this your next read!’

         Seomra Ranga

      

   


   
      
         
             

         

         
             

         

         Praise for Sarah Webb

         
             

         

         ‘I loved this book so much. I read it in one sitting and immediately wanted to start over again. Sarah writes with such warmth and kindness towards her characters – they feel like old friends. Sarah is a natural-born storyteller, and I’d highly recommend this book for young (and not so young) readers.’

         Judi Curtin, author of the Lily at Lissadell series on The Weather Girls

         
             

         

         ‘Sarah Webb has yet again delivered a fantastic adventure of change, family, and friendship.’ Books Ireland on The Little Bee Charmer of Henrietta Street

         
             

         

         ‘This is the book for every little girl who dreams of changing the world.’

         Irish Independent on Blazing a Trail

         
             

         

         ‘Webb’s book could be just the thing to provide encouragement that someone, regardless of age, might need to believe in themselves and realise that there is no dream that is too big.’

         Irish Examiner on Be Inspired!

         
             

         

         For more information on the author and her books, visit obrien.ie
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            Dedication

            
                

            

            This book is dedicated to my niece and godchild, Rosie, my niece, Alice, and to my friend and fellow children’s bookseller Trish Hennessy. You deserve many books dedicated to you, Trish!

            
                

            

            And to all the Irish women and girls who have fought and continue to fight for change and equal rights.
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            ‘I was elected by … the women of Ireland, mná na hÉireann, who instead of rocking the cradle, rocked the system.’

            
                

            

            Mary Robinson, President of Ireland, 1990–1997
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            The Staff of Baggot Books

            Aunt Toto, aka Emily Carpenter – Owner and Manager

            Alice Power – Senior Bookseller

            Harry (Harriet) Troy – Part-time Bookseller

            Yasmin Bresson – Part-time Bookseller

            Kathleen King – Bookkeeper

            Sydney King – Goods In and Delivery Boy

            Martha Heron – Trainee Bookseller and Delivery Girl

            Rosy Heron – Trainee Bookseller and Delivery Girl
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            Ireland at the Time of The Bookshop Sisters

         

         The Bookshop Sisters is set in Ireland in 1956, which was a very different place to the one we know today. It was a much more traditional and conservative country, and girls and women were not always treated in the same way as boys and men.

         Many people, including the Irish government and members of the Irish churches, thought that women shouldn’t work outside the home and that girls didn’t need a good education and certainly didn’t need to go to college. Girls weren’t always seen as important, clever young people with minds and views of their own.

         The government banned books that they didn’t think were suitable for Irish people to read. Women’s magazines like Vogue and Woman’s Weekly were also banned. Many famous Irish writers had works banned in the 1950s and 1960s, from Edna O’Brien to Patrick Kavanagh. But from the 1960s onwards things started to change, and some authors had their bans lifted. One of the American books that was banned in the 1950s is now on the Leaving Certificate syllabus.

         The 1950s were a particularly difficult time for women in the workforce. Women had to leave civil service jobs like nursing 10when they got married (this was called the Marriage Bar and wasn’t lifted until 1973), and very few women studied law, medicine or science at university. Women were legally allowed to be paid less for doing the same job as a man.

         But at this time many women and girls all over Ireland were starting to question the way things were, to push back and to fight for an equal place in Irish society. These remarkable, strong and brave women and girls went on to become lawyers, politicians and even the first female President (Mary Robinson in 1990). Women and girls like the Bookshop Sisters …
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            Chapter 1

Sunday 24th June, 1956
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            Bibliophile: A lover of books

         

         It all starts with a telephone call from Dublin. It’s Sunday lunch and I’m sitting at the old mahogany table in the dining room with my family – my mum, my dad, my very sensible and annoying big sister, Martha, my equally annoying younger brother, Dessie, and my slightly less annoying little sister, Bitty.

         The telephone starts ringing loudly in the hall.

         Dring-dring!

         Dring-dring!

         ‘Phone!’ Dad says and looks around the table. We’re in the middle of apple pie and ice cream, the best bit of the whole meal. I curl my hand around my bowl. Dessie has a habit of sneaking his spoon into your bowl and stealing your pudding if you get distracted. 12

         Dring-dring!

         Dring-dring!

         ‘I wonder who’s ringing at lunchtime,’ Mum says. ‘Funny time to ring.’

         ‘Maybe it’s Granny Heron,’ Martha suggests.

         ‘No, she always rings in the evening,’ Mum says. ‘Maybe it’s one of the neighbours.’

         Dring-dring!

         Dring-dring!

         No-one moves. We’re all much too interested in our ice cream.

         ‘I’ll get it, shall I?’ Dad says, a bit huffily.

         ‘Thank you, Charlie,’ Mum says.

         Seconds later he comes back in. ‘It’s for you, Helen.’

         ‘For me?’ Mum says. ‘Who is it?’

         ‘It’s Toto,’ he says.

         Mum stares at him. ‘Toto?’

         Dad nods. Aunt Toto is Mum’s sister, and she only ever rings at Christmas. She runs a bookshop in Dublin, which I’ve never visited. It’s tragic, as I love books! Whenever I ask about her, Mum always says they aren’t close and have very different lives, whatever that means.

         Mum doesn’t look happy. ‘What does she want?’

         ‘I don’t know,’ Dad says. ‘You’ll have to go and ask her.’

         ‘I absolutely will not!’ Mum’s voice lifts. ‘Tell her I’ve moved to Timbuktu.’ 13

         It’s such a silly thing to say – is Timbuktu even a real place? – and Mum sounds so rattled by the thought of talking to her sister that I give a snorty laugh.

         Martha kicks me under the table. ‘Rosy, stop laughing.’

         ‘Helen, please,’ Dad says. ’Don’t be ridiculous. Just talk to her.’

         Mum shakes her head. ‘No means no.’ She picks up a serving spoon. ‘Who’s for more ice cream?’

         ‘Me!’ Bitty waves her little spoon in the air.

         ‘Oh, for heaven’s sake, Helen, I’ll talk to her then,’ Dad says. ‘It might be important.’

         When Dad leaves the room, Mum says nothing else, just drops large spoonfuls of vanilla ice cream into each of our bowls. We eat it silently. But there’s something I can’t get out of my head. That name, Toto. I’ve always wondered about it.

         ‘Is Toto your sister’s real name?’ I ask Mum.

         ‘No,’ Mum says. ‘It’s Emily. Emily Carpenter. Do stop playing with your ice cream, Bitty.’

         There’s a dollop of ice cream dripping from Bitty’s nose.

         ‘I snowman,’ Bitty says. She’s two and a half and has a wild imagination that Mum always says reminds her of someone, meaning me. And I don’t think she means it in a good way sometimes!

         Mum reaches over and wipes the sticky mess off Bitty’s nose with her napkin. ‘Just eat, Bitty, please.’ 14

         ‘Where did she get the name Toto?’ I ask. ‘It’s a funny kind of name for a person. Isn’t Toto the dog in the Wizard of Oz film?’

         Mum ignores my question and turns towards my sister. ‘Martha, do you have any netball matches next week?’

         Mum clearly doesn’t want to talk about Aunt Toto, so I leave it.

         ‘We’re just training this week,’ Martha replies.

         ‘When are the regionals?’ Mum asks her.

         ‘In two weeks, in Bantry.’

         Netball is like a slow version of basketball. You basically have to stand still and chuck the ball at each other. Martha whitters on about the different winning strategies her team are working on and how they hope to be fitter and more prepared than the Bantry team. Yawn.

         ‘If we beat Bantry, then we’re off to the nationals in Dublin in August,’ she adds.

         ‘Shame they dropped you, shrimp,’ Dessie says to me. ‘You’re always going on about visiting Dublin.’

         I was dropped from the team because I kept running with the ball in my hands, which is strictly forbidden. I stick my tongue out at him. ‘I have no interest in netball,’ I say loftily.

         ‘Is that why you used to practise your throws in the garden every day?’ Dessie says, smiling at me in a really snidey way.

         ‘At least I have a decent throw,’ I start, but then Dad walks back into the room and we all go quiet. He’s pulling on his earlobe and seems a bit nervous. 15

         ‘Well?’ Mum says. ‘What does she want?’

         ‘I’ll talk to you about it later. Let’s finish lunch first.’ He sits down, picks up his spoon and starts scooping up the melted ice cream.

         Mum watches him for a few seconds. Then she says, ‘Charlie, what were you and Toto talking about? I’d like to know now, please.’

         ‘Nothing, really.’ Dad is focused on scooping up more of the runny ice cream. Mum is right to ask him again – he does look guilty. He’s staring down at his bowl, and the tips of his ears are going pink. ‘Helen, just leave it,’ he adds.

         Mum sits up straighter in her chair. Her eyes go all steely. ‘Charlie, what have you done?’

         Dad sighs. ‘Look, Toto’s at her wits’ end. She needs two trainee booksellers urgently. People she can trust.’

         ‘What’s that got to do with us?’ Mum asks him.

         ‘She wants Martha and Rosy to work in the bookshop for the summer,’ he says.

         I give a startled yelp. ‘Really?’

         Mum puts her hand up. ‘Rosy, shush, please. Charlie, please tell me you said it was out of the question. That Rosy is helping on the Wallaces’ farm, and Martha is helping at Guide Camp. Plus she has netball and all her babysitting jobs.’

         ‘Toto needs them,’ Dad says. ‘Really needs them. It’s an emergency. Her delivery boy has broken his knee and two of 16the other booksellers left last week without any notice.’

         ‘Charlie!’ Mum says. ‘We need to talk about this –’

         ‘And we will,’ Dad says. ‘There are a few other things I need to explain about what’s happening in the shop. Kids, you’re all excused. Dessie, take Bitty into the garden and play with her, please.’

         ‘Me?’ Dessie says.

         ‘Your sisters need to start getting organised,’ Dad says. ‘They’re leaving on Tuesday.’

         ‘Tuesday, as in two days from now?’ I say. ‘We’re really going to Dublin? To work in a bookshop?’

         ‘We absolutely are not,’ Martha says. ‘Over my dead body.’

         ‘Rosy can’t go without you, Martha,’ Dad says. ‘She’s too young.’

         ‘Tough,’ Martha says. ‘I’m not going and that’s final.’

         ‘Martha’s right,’ Mum says. ‘It’s too complicated to arrange. The girls have commitments – they can’t just drop everything.’

         ‘If Toto can’t find help, she’ll have to close and sell up,’ Dad says. ‘That can’t be what you want, Helen?’

         Mum stares at him. ‘Close Baggot Books?’

         He nods. ‘If she can’t find help quickly, then yes.’

         Mum goes quiet for a long moment, then she says, ‘Outside, all of you, please. Your dad and I really do need to talk.’

         I’m dying to find out more. Mum never talks about her only sister or their life in Dublin. All I know is that Grampa and 17Granny Carpenter, Mum and Aunt Toto’s parents, used to run Baggot Books, and they all lived together upstairs. Can you imagine? What a dream! But then our granny died when Mum was about my age, thirteen, and Aunt Toto was only nine. That must have been horrible. Poor Mum and Aunt Toto!

         Dad once showed me a photograph of them standing outside the bookshop in their Sunday best, the sisters in smart patterned dresses and Grampa in a three-piece suit. Mum and Aunt Toto were in their twenties then, and Grampa Carpenter died shortly after that. Aunt Toto took over the bookshop, and Mum got married and moved to Skibbereen.

         I can’t believe I’m finally going to see Baggot Books. If only Martha would stop being so stubborn. She has a habit of ruining anything fun!

         We clear out of the dining room and close the door behind us. Dessie takes Bitty into the garden, and I linger in the hall, trying to listen in on what Mum and Dad are saying. I drop to my knees and press my ear tight against the door’s keyhole, like Nancy Drew taught me. I’m a huge fan of her mystery books.

         For once Martha doesn’t stop me. In fact, she stands just beside me. ‘What are they saying?’ she whispers.

         ‘I can’t make much out,’ I whisper back. ‘Dad’s voice is too low. Hang on, Mum just said something about how Papa would be so disappointed. That’s what she called Grampa Carpenter, right?’

         Martha nods.18

         ‘She doesn’t sound as cross now, though,’ I say. ‘More upset.’

         And I don’t say it to Martha, but I think Mum is agreeing with Dad. I try not to get my hopes up too much, but I smile to myself.

         Martha is definitely not smiling. She looks super glum. She sighs. ‘I just can’t go to Dublin for the whole summer. I’ll miss Una O’Reilly’s eighteenth, for a start.’

         ‘Will her dreamy big brother be there?’ I wiggle my eyebrows at her. ‘Matt.’

         ‘Grow up,’ she hisses, but her cheeks go a bit pink.

         The voices stop and then I hear footsteps.

         ‘Escape, escape!’ I mouth at Martha and we both scarper.

         As we dash up the stairs and jump into the nearest bedroom, the one off the landing that I share with Bitty, I can’t stop smiling. Are we really and truly off to Dublin to work in a bookshop? For the whole summer? What an adventure!
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            Chapter 2
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            Bibliography: A list of books about a particular subject

         

         On Monday morning, I hear someone calling my name and feel them shaking my arm.

         ‘Rosy, Rosy, wake up, will you?’ It’s Martha.

         I groan and open my eyes. I hate mornings. ‘What time is it?’

         ‘After six,’ she says. It must be sunny already – there’s bright light coming through the edges of the shutters and the cotton curtains.

         ‘Six?’ I groan again. ‘Are you mad? Leave me alone, it’s the holidays. I don’t get up until eight during the holidays, you know that. And you’ll wake up Bitty.’

         ‘Sausages! I want sausages.’

         Too late! I turn my head and Bitty is standing up in her wooden cot.

         ‘Bitty get up,’ she says, reaching her little hands out to us. ‘Eat sausages.’

         ‘You woke her up, you big eejit,’ I tell Martha. ‘I’m going back 20to sleep.’ I pull my blanket up to my chin, roll over and shut my eyes again.

         ‘I need to talk to you, it’s urgent.’

         ‘Eight o’clock,’ I say firmly. ‘Go away. And take Bitty with you.’

         I grab my pillow and put it over my head to block out her voice. Once they’re gone, I try to get back to sleep but I keep thinking about Martha’s urgent thing. I lie there for ages, eyes closed, trying to think of nice things instead like Mum always tells me to when I can’t nod off. Sherbet lemons, apple drops, the kittens on the Wallaces’ farm, cherry blossoms … anything I can think of, but it doesn’t work. Next, I try counting sheep, but the sheep I conjure up in my head turn pink and sprout wings. Then they grin and poke long green tongues out at me.

         Get out of my head, stupid flying pigs! I open my eyes. It’s no use. Thanks to Martha, I’m wide awake now. What’s so urgent that she had to wake me up at death o’clock? It must be something important. I know – a boy! Maybe it’s to do with Matt O’Reilly. I know she was talking to Una for ages on the telephone last night because I heard Dad knocking on the study door and shouting at her that she was paying the bill unless she got off it immediately.

         Maybe she told Una about having to go to Dublin and Una told Matt and Matt came on the line and asked to see Martha 21before she goes. Or maybe they’re secretly already an item. No wonder she’s so upset about going to Dublin if they’re in love! I can’t believe she never told me.

         OK, that’s it. I’m wide awake now and dying to know about Martha and Matt’s secret love. All the juicy details.

         I pull myself out of bed, stick my feet into my fluffy yellow slippers and creep down the stairs. When I walk into the kitchen, Martha has Bitty in her highchair and is feeding her cornflakes from a blue and white striped bowl. Bitty is well able to feed herself, but she loves pretending to be a baby.

         ‘OK, I’m up now and I want to hear all about Matt,’ I say.

         She looks confused. ‘What are you talking about?’

         ‘Your secret romance with Matt O’Reilly,’ I say.

         ‘What? Are you mad? Matt’s going out with Sheila O’Connor.’

         Ah, so I may have got it wrong then. Shame. They’d make a lovely secret couple. ‘Why did you wake me up so early then?’

         ‘You have to tell Mum and Dad we can’t go to Dublin tomorrow. Say you’re too young. Or you’re scared.’

         ‘Scared? Of what?’

         ‘City things. The noise, the traffic, all the people. Getting kidnapped.’

         ‘Kidnapped? Who’s getting kidnapped?’

         ‘People get kidnapped and their families have to pay a ransom to get them back. It happens.’

         ‘In books. And to rich people, maybe. No-one’s going to 22bother kidnapping us. And I’m not too young. I’m thirteen, practically a fully cooked grown-up.’

         ‘Make something up then,’ she says. ‘You’re scarily good at that. Say you’re terrified of alien abduction, or spontaneous combustion. Anything. I don’t care.’

         ‘But I want to go to Dublin. And I’m not scared of any of that. OK, maybe I’m a bit scared of aliens. But we’re hardly going to see any in a bookshop.’

         I scan Martha carefully. Her eyes are red, like she hasn’t had a wink of sleep. She’s been trying to give up biting her nails, but now they’re right down again.

         ‘What do you find so scary about Dublin?’ I ask. ‘And I know it’s not aliens. I’m the one who believes in them, not you.’

         She says nothing for a moment, just continues to shovel cornflakes into Bitty’s mouth. I stand there waiting for her to answer. I’m showing remarkable patience, if you ask me!

         When there’s just milk and a few flakes left in the bowl, Martha puts it down on the table and hands Bitty a slice of white bread.

         Bitty puts it on her head. ‘Pretty hat,’ she says.

         ‘Don’t play with your food, Bitty. Eat it,’ says Martha, pointing at Bitty’s mouth. Bitty ignores her and Martha sighs and leaves her to it.

         ‘Martha, come on. What’s wrong with Dublin?’

         ‘I like it here in Skibbereen,’ she says. ‘My friends are here, and I know how to get everywhere. And they’ll all have cool clothes 23and cool hairstyles in Dublin and we’ll look like right country bumpkins. You’re always doing daft things and getting into trouble. What if you do something stupid in Dublin? Annoy a customer, or get lost, or fall into the River Liffey? Mum and Dad won’t be there to bail you out. It’ll be on me. You have no idea how much pressure that is.’

         I give a huffy laugh. ‘That’s not fair. I’m sure I’ll be great with customers. I can look after myself. And I have a good sense of direction – you’re the one who gets lost. Remember the time you tried to cycle to Ballydehob and ended up in Leap?’

         Martha nibbles one of her nails. I feel a bit sorry for her. She really does seem to be worried about it all.

         ‘You’ll be fine,’ I say. ‘You love books and you’re great with grown-ups. You always say the right thing. It’ll be an adventure.’

         She shrugs. ‘I guess. But I don’t want an adventure. I want to stay here. Say you won’t go, Rosy, please? Mum and Dad aren’t listening to me. If you make a fuss, they won’t send us. Say you’ll be rude to customers. Go on one of your hunger strikes, or refuse to talk, or – I know! – go stiff when they try to get you into the car. That worked before.’

         It did work. I was supposed to go shopping for new school shoes the August before last with Mum, but it was boiling hot and one of the last days of the holidays, so I refused to move. Mum tried to lift me but I made my body all rigid so she couldn’t get me in the car. After a lot of cajoling and shouting and some 24muttered cursing, she gave up and let me stay at home. I was grounded for a week and not allowed pudding for a month, but it was worth it.

         Martha’s right. I probably could persuade our parents with some extreme tactics if I wanted to. But the shoe-shopping incident was two years ago! I’ve grown up since then, and this is my chance to prove it. I want to be a great bookseller and be super polite to customers. And despite everything she’s saying, I think Martha will be an even better bookseller than me. She’s calm and organised and brilliant with people, even extremely boring people like some of Mum and Dad’s clients. All she needs is a bit of confidence.

         The truth is, I am afraid, but not of the things Martha mentioned. I’m afraid that I’ll make a mess of things and be a terrible bookseller. I’m not organised, I rush around and knock things over, and I’m terrible at maths. Really terrible! But even though I’m nervous about what might happen I still want to go. And I think underneath it all Martha does too, but her nerves are jangling so hard that she can’t see past them – not yet. I know my sister. She may be a pain but she’s super-smart. She’ll be fine once she’s actually in Dublin.

         So I square up to her, look her in the eye and say, ‘We’re going to Dublin.’

         She picks up Bitty’s bowl from the table and tips the dregs of the milk and cornflakes over my head.25

         ‘Martha!’ I’m so surprised that I start laughing. It’s not like her at all!

         ‘I hate you,’ she says. ‘Really, really hate you.’ With that, she storms out of the kitchen.

         * * *

         That afternoon, Martha is still barely speaking to me, but at least she’s accepted that we’re going to Dublin and has stopped bickering about it. Mum’s taken the day off work to help us organise everything and pack. Bitty is at Mrs Milligan’s – she minds Bitty during the day when Mum’s in the office.

         Mum works part-time in Dad’s law practice. They’re both solicitors and they sort out the paperwork for buying and selling houses and people’s wills and things like that. They have an office in town, but they also work at home sometimes. The study is packed with big leather-bound law books and cardboard boxes and files full of paperwork.

         Mum’s super organised – I guess that’s where Martha gets it from – and she has an incredible memory. Dad’s a bit scattier and has a habit of leaving documents all over the house, but he’s funny and everyone loves him, so they make a good team.

         ‘Right, girls,’ Mum says. We’ve just had lunch and she’s sitting at the kitchen table looking at the train timetable. ‘There’s a train tomorrow at two o’clock from Cork that will get you into 26Kingsbridge Station in Dublin just before five. Dad will drive you up to the city. I’ll hold the fort here. How are you doing with your packing?’

         ‘Good,’ I say. ‘It’s nearly done.’

         ‘Martha, how about you?’

         ‘I don’t really know what to pack,’ she says. ‘What do people wear in Dublin?’

         Mum smiles at her gently. ‘The same things they wear here, pet. Pack your nice summer dresses, the pink one and the blue one. And lots of shirts and skirts. And a couple of cardigans. You’ll need lots of underwear and socks, of course. And a rain jacket. And don’t forget to pack your hairbrush and your wash things in the morning, Rosy.’

         ‘I won’t.’ To be honest, the only things I’ve packed so far are my favourite Nancy Drew books and my (empty) 1956 diary. I haven’t bothered writing in it as I’ve had nothing interesting to say. I’m hoping Dublin will be different! Full of drama and even a mystery if I’m lucky. What I haven’t packed yet are any clothes – oops!

         ‘Just going back upstairs to finish packing,’ I tell Mum. ‘And then I’ll go over to Wallaces’ farm.’ I need to tell Hope and Verity about going away for the summer. Dessie is going to help them out instead, so I’m sure they won’t mind. It’s mainly collecting eggs and feeding the chickens and pigs.

         As I walk through the hall I pause for a moment in front of 27the tall grandfather clock. ‘See you soon, old friend,’ I say in case I forget to in the morning.

         Since reading Tom’s Midnight Garden I’ve been convinced that one day our clock will ring thirteen and magic me into an exciting world from the past, like what happens in the book. One day I’ll hear thirteen chimes, and I’ll open the back door and step into a medieval Irish castle or a round tower.

         Our house, Ilen House, is old too. Victorian, Mum says, built around 1890. It’s about two miles outside Skibbereen town, and it’s named after the river at the end of the garden, the Ilen. The house is pretty cold in the winter and some of the windows stick – you can’t open them without a good thump. Still, I’ll miss all my favourite stuff from home when I’m in Dublin, like the big oak tree in the garden, which is excellent for climbing, and the kittens at Wallaces’. I doubt there’ll be a farm down the road in Dublin. I’ve never been to Dublin – the biggest city I’ve ever been to is Cork – so I have no idea what to expect.

         My fingers start to tingle. I sometimes get tingly fingers when I’m nervous. I shake them and take a deep breath. Maybe I’m a bit more scared of going away for the summer than I think.

         Then I remember Martha’s nerves and what she said about getting lost, and I have a thought. There may be something I can do about that.
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            Dust jacket: A paper wrapper placed around a book to protect the binding. The dust jacket is often decorated with an illustration

         

         The next day, Martha and I are in Glanmire Road Station in Cork city, boarding the train to Dublin. Dad drove us here and is on the platform to see us off. We said our goodbyes to Mum outside the house.

         As I climbed into the back seat of our black Ford, Mum said, ‘Be good now, Rosy. Do everything your aunt tells you, when she tells you. Toto isn’t someone who likes smart alecs, do you hear me? So zip it. She can be a bit scary, but her bark’s worse than her bite. Are you listening to me?’

         ‘I am, Mum,’ I said. ‘I’ll do exactly what Aunt Toto says. And I’ll be super polite.’

         ‘Good girl. Dublin is a great city, you’ll love it. So do explore and have adventures too.’

         I gave her a grin. ‘You don’t have to worry about that. 29Adventure is my middle name.’

         ‘Misadventure, more like,’ Martha said from the front seat, but I paid no attention.

         Mum added, ‘And don’t go asking Toto any personal questions, Rosy. She won’t like it.’ She held me by the shoulders and looked straight at me. ‘Promise me.’

         ‘I promise,’ I said. ‘No personal questions, got it.’ She’s making Aunt Toto out to be the Wicked Witch of the West. She can’t be that bad!

         Dad also has words with me on the platform when he hands over my suitcase. ‘Have fun, Rosy,’ he says, ‘but don’t go getting into any trouble or you’ll be straight home on the next train, hear me? Be helpful in the shop and try to think before you say anything.’

         ‘Yes, sir,’ I say with a salute.

         ‘Rosy,’ he warns, ‘I’m serious.’

         ‘I’ll be good as gold, I promise,’ I say, a little offended. It’s not as if I mean to get into trouble.

         ‘Look after your sister,’ he says to Martha. ‘Try to keep her on the straight and narrow.’

         ‘I’ll do my best,’ she says with a sigh. ‘And for the record, none of this is my choice. I want to stay in Skibbereen for the summer – I don’t want to go to Dublin.’

         ‘Duly noted,’ Dad says. ‘We appreciate that, Martha, we really do. But give Dublin a chance. You might find you like it.’30

         ‘I doubt it,’ she mutters but Dad ignores her.

         ‘And be nice to each other, girls, understand?’ he says.

         ‘Of course we will,’ I say. ‘We always are.’

         Martha gives a laugh and says, ‘You’re such a liar, Rosy,’ but again Dad says nothing.

         We make our way to our seats on the train, and I try to wrestle my large brown suitcase onto the luggage rack above our heads. I can’t do it, so I have to ask Martha for help.

         ‘What the heck is in here?’ she complains as she lifts it over her head and shoves it onto the rack. ‘Don’t tell me: books. We’re going to be living over a bookshop, you ninny.’

         Martha is in one of her moods, so I just ignore her and wave at Dad through the window of the train. I keep waving as the train pulls out and Dad gets smaller and smaller. When I can no longer see him, I turn to look at Martha. She’s glaring at me, her arms folded across her chest.

         ‘This is all your fault,’ she says, unfolding her arms and waving them around the carriage. ‘All this Dublin weirdness. I’d have been perfectly happy at home. But now I have to look after you all summer. And be a trainee bookseller, whatever that means. In Dublin of all places.’

         She’s right about one thing – it has been a weird few days. We’re out of the city now and I watch the yellow cornfields and the green cow fields flying by. I spot a boy on a bicycle in one field, which reminds me of something. ‘Do you think Aunt 31Toto’s delivery boy really has broken his knee? I’ve never heard of someone breaking their knee.’

         ‘She’d hardly lie about something like that,’ she says.

         ‘I guess we’ll be doing all his deliveries then,’ I say.

         Martha starts twisting her hair again.

         ‘And if we get lost, I can use my new map to get us unlost,’ I add quickly. I’ve been dying to tell her about my bright idea.

         ‘Where did you get a map?’

         ‘Miss Keyes in the library helped me find a book of street maps of Dublin yesterday afternoon, and Baggot Books was on it. I copied the map into my notebook.’

         I pull my small black notebook out of my pocket and show Martha my carefully drawn map of Baggot Street and the streets around it. ‘That’s Aunt Toto’s shop’ – I point at the tiny square I drew on the map – ‘and there’s the canal.’ I’d coloured the canal in blue.

         Martha studies the map. I can tell she’s impressed, but she says nothing. She starts biting the edge of her thumb nail. ‘It’ll all be fine until you and your big mouth get us both in trouble. And what do we know about selling books? We’ll probably be terrible at it and get sacked.’

         I stare at her. ‘Are you kidding me? They’re hardly going to trust us with anything important. I’m sure it’s just sitting around reading and sweeping the floor and stuff. We’ll be brilliant. We both love books!’ I nudge her with my shoulder. ‘Come on, sis. 32Let’s make the most of it. Being surrounded by books all day can’t be bad.’

         ‘That’s true, I suppose,’ she says, softening a bit. ‘And I can definitely sweep up. Maybe it will be OK. And it’s a good map, Rosy.’

         I smile. ‘Thanks. And after all, it’s a bookshop, not a rock and roll concert. What’s going to happen in a bookshop?’

      

   

OEBPS/images/a005_01_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a001_01_online.jpg
. BOOKSHOP |

Sisters ¢





OEBPS/images/9781788496636_cover_epub.jpg
iy R
3 BOOKSHOP |

Sisters





OEBPS/images/map_online.jpg
Yasmin and Harry's
houseboat

1. Baggot Books

2. Baggot Street Bridge

3. Baggot Street Hospital

4. Rosy's favourite walk with Romeo
5. Mary Lavin's house

6. Miss McNee's flat

7. Yasmin and Harry’s houseboat

Baggot Street Hospital






OEBPS/images/title_image_online.jpg
LSD/ arah WS 2hb

b
D

THE O’BRIEN PRESS
DUBLIN





