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Welcome to the first Fidra Books Quarterly Newsletter.

We are a new publishing company, reprinting some of the best 20" century
children’s fiction. A background in bookselling means that we are aware of
authors that are in demand yet whose books are hard to find, although we
have a definite policy of only publishing books that we like!

Rather than simply put out advertising leaflets promoting our new books, we
want to make our newsletters more interesting, with articles about our writers
and their books; including some excerpts from forthcoming titles, or short
stories and other work by our authors. Obviously, we want to prompt you to
buy the books, and we will be including a list of our stockists on the back page,
so that you can do this easily. The booksellers who carry our books are a
diverse group and so each newsletter will feature one of them. We’d also like
to hear from any readers who would like to contribute anything of interest
whether about the writers whose work we publish, the locations for their books
or anything else that may be of wider interest. We’d also love to hear your
suggestions for authors whose work you’d like to see us reprint.

In this issue, we have some poetry by Olivia FitzRoy, a profile of Shirley
Neilson’s Edinburgh bookshop, a short profile of Anne Bullen who illustrated
Joanna Cannan’s books, some reviews by those who have read our first book -
M Pardoe’s The Far Island, and a little-known short story — Good For Bunkle; a
taster for Four Plus Bunkle which will be out later this year.

Best wishes,

Vanessa Robertson

When The House in Hiding 1s published in Feburary, we will be holding a draw
among the members of our mailing list to win one of two copies signed by
Elinor Lyon — if you received this newsletter indirectly, such as via Folly, and
would like to be included, do let us have yvour details — our contact details are
on the front cover.




Forthcoming Titles

All dates are provisional, but we will do our utmost to stick to them as closely
as possible.

The House in Hiding by Elinor Lyon

This book is at the printers and will be delivered to us late February. It has
been slightly delayed by our wish to include the colour plates that feature in
the original edition.

Orders to Poach by Olivia FitzZRoy
This book will be published in Spring 2006.

We Met Our Cousins by Joanna Cannan
We expect to publish this title in Spring 2006

The School on North Barrule by Mabel Esther Allan
Summer 2006

Four Plus Bunkle by M Pardoe
Summer 2006

We Daren’t Go A’Hunting by Elinor Lyon
Autumn 2006




Mabel Esther Allan

Some recent news that we are just able to squeeze into this newsletter is that
we have acquired the rights to Mabel Esther Allan’s work. Mabel was an
incredibly prolific writer, publishing some 180 books and contributing over
300 short stories and articles to annuals and magazines, both under her own
name and the pseudonyms of Jean Estoril, Priscilla Hagon and Anne Pilgrim.

Mabel announced to her family at the age of eight that she planned to be a
writer. They took this seriously and when the family moved a few years later
Mabel was given a spare room to use as a study. Her father bought a large
office desk which she was to use for the rest of her life, and presented her with
a typewriter upon which she taught herself to type. Although Mabel had a
number of short stories published during the 1930s and had a couple of books
accepted by publishers, the war intervened. Mabel joined the land army, and
taught in a prep school and in a nursery in a slum area of Liverpool where she
taught 48 two- to five- year-olds at a time. It was 1948 before Mabel received
from her publisher the first copy of The Glen Castle Mystery, one of three books
to be published that year. It was the start of a very successful writing career.

The first book by Mabel Esther Allan that Fidra Books will be publishing is
The School on North Barrule. Subsequent titles will include Cilia of Chiltern’s
Edge, Swiss School, Lost Lorrenden and Clues to Connemara. Her school stories
are particularly interesting in that they are strikingly different from the
typical school story of the 1950s. Heavily influenced by the writings of A S
Neil, the progressive educationalist who founded Summerhill, Mabel’s schools
are unconventional, teaching children self-discipline rather than relying on
imposed discipline and many were coeducational. Her non-school stories
were often mystery-thrillers for older children set in the places to which Mabel
loved to travel: the Scottish islands, Switzerland, Wales, Ireland and New York
and her descriptions of settings are evocative and detailed.

The School on North Barrule will be published in the summer of 2006 and we
will, of course, be including a biographical introduction about Mabel and a
full bibliography in the books, as well as more information about the settings
and themes in her work.



The House in Hiding by Elinor Lyon

Ian and Sovra are thrilled when their father,

Tﬁe. House- Dr Kennedy, buys them a boat of their own.
. * 9 They make plans to cross the loch near their
mn thtnq homye on tEe west coast of Scotland and

M cxplore Castle Island and the Fionn-ard

penisula. Here they discover a stone stairway

hidden behind a waterfall and an abandoned
shieling — the perfect place to camp. The
arrival of the awful Mrs Paget and her
irritating daughter, Ann, interferes with their
plans to a degree, but Ian and Sovra still
manage to explore the abandoned village of

Kindrachill on the isolated peninsula. There

is a legend that when the village is left empty,

the heir of Kindrachill will only return when

a fire is kindled in the hearth of his own

house. But the last heir, Alistair, was

reported killed in the Far East some years before...

- Elinor Lyon

Those of you who can’t wait until the book is published can read the first few
pages of The House in Hiding on our website at www.fidrabooks.com

The House in Hiding will be published in February 2006, and is the first in the
Ian and Sovra series. The second title is We Daren’t Go A’"Hunting and this will
be followed by Run Away Home — probably the hardest to find title in the
series. At the back of the newsletter is a list of stockists who are taking
advance orders for The House in Hiding.

We will be making a draw among the members of our mailing list
to win one of two copies of The House in Hiding signed by Elinor

Lyon.




The Far Island by M Pardoe

This was the first title to be published by Fidra

Books in December 2005 and was received THE FﬂRlSLﬂND

++ M. PARDOE ++

enthusiastically by readers. The author’s first
book, it was first published in 1939, and is very
hard to find. Longer and a little more leisurely
in pace than the Bunkle books, The Far Island
sees the author revisiting the Scottish islands
that she first visited in childhood, with the
book set almost entirely on the tiny and remote
Orcadian island of Mora where the newly
orphaned Dick and Jean Fraser are sent by the
great-grandmother that they have only just
met. At first, the children are terribly bored,
used to entertainment and amusement being
arranged for them, but soon they start to
explore the island and discover the mystery of
the Green Lady and the lost treasure of the
Frasers.

° S
ILLUSTRATED BY R.M.TURVEY.

But enough of me telling you about the book — here’s what a couple of our
readers have said about it:

“I read “The Far Island’ as soon as I got it! I'd always thought the Bunkles were the

blueprint for the Argles, [the Argle series of books by M Pardoe] but Jean and Dick seem

to be the basis for both series. I enjoyed the book, and the illustrations were charming.”
Sue Phelan

“I recerved ‘The Far Island’ by M. Pardoe this morning. What a wonderful job you
have done in producing it! I found the biography of Margot fascinating.”
Anon.

If this has whetted your appetite, a list of stockists can be found at the back of
the newsletter. The first few pages of the book can be read on our website at
www.fidrabooks.com



Olivia FitzRoy

When World War Two broke out,
Olivia’s father decided that she and her
four sisters should remain in Inverewe in
Ross-shire.  Educated by a series of
governesses, the sisters spent much of
their time fishing, sailing and riding, in
much the same way as the Stewart family
that Olivia wrote about. Olivia’s sister
Barbara recalls that Orders to Poach was
written during the winter of 1939-40,
partly to occupy her younger sisters who
were running out of reading material —
shopping opportunities being very
limited in the Scottish Highlands.

Later in the war, Olivia joined the Wrens
and served at Yeovilton as a Fighter Direction Officer. More books were
published and Barbara recalls that Olivia often wrote huddled in an overcoat
in a freezing aircraft hanger in between shifts! Olivia wrote a large number of
poems and it is with great pleasure that I am able to include here two of my
personal favourites.

A Dream of Sleep

My soul slips out upon the tide at night
And on the quiet water lies at rest.

The dark hills rise on either hand,

The moon shines dim upon the sand,
And on the sea’s still breast.

There is no sound in all this silent place
Save little sounds the sleeping spirit craves;
Faint music from a waterfall,

A'lost and lonely curlew’s call

And everlasting waves.

This poem has been used at various family funerals and is on Olivia’s memorial tablet
in the church where she is buried.



To Fighter Pilots

To those who fly alone,

To those whose war

Is spent in loneliness above the earth,
Whose treacherous companions are the clouds,
Rain, wind and sun;

To those whose eyes

Must ever be awake,

And brains aware;

To those whose power

Gives them untrammelled mast’ry of the sky,
Freedom to soar,

Wheel, spin and die

Alone;

To those whose life

Depends on human things

And on themselves;

Grant strength from fear,

To those who fight

And those who fly,

Alone.

Written whilst a WREN Fighter Direction Officer, 1943-44.
Orders to Poach by Olivia FitzRoy will be the third title to be published by Fidra

Books and will be available in early 2006. This will be followed by either The
Hill War or Steer by the Stars.




Anne Bullen - an appreciation
By Jane Badger

Depending on the world
you inhabit, Anne Bullen
would will be known to you
either as an illustrator of
pony books, or as the co-
owner of the Catherston
Stud with her husband Lt
Colonel Jack Bullen, but I
think those two Anne
Bullens cannot be
considered separately.
Anne Bullen's illustrations,
although  they  portray
different types of ponies
and horses, all have a
distinct Bullen "look" a
feeling of lightness of
movement. Even the
heaviest carthorse could at
any moment burst out in a
powerful floating trot across the field. You can imagine with each drawing
how the ponies would move: and in most I can see them moving off with that
lovely show ring swing.

The Bullens bred ponies of different sorts: mostly Welsh to start with, but
some Exmoor, Dartmoor and cross-breeds, but I wonder if Anne Bullen had
in her mind the whole time an ideal pony who moved with lightness and grace
and who embodied quality. In her work breeding, she must have striven for
this, and I think this ideal pony she sought in her breeding emerged too in
her illustrations. Cascade, in Monica Edwards' Wish For A Pony, is the pony
that inhabits many small girls' dreams, and the British pony breed
illustrations in Ponycraft all have a look about them almost of fantasy:
although recognisably the breed, they are all overlaid with the characteristic
Bullen feeling.

After training at the Academie Julien in Paris and at the Chelsea School of Art
(and also running a circus with her siblings) Anne Bullen's career in book
illustration coincided with the birth of the classic pony story: one which is
told from the point of view of the rider. Joanna Cannan (mother of the
Pullein-Thompsons) wrote A Pony For Jean, published in 1936, a funny and
wry look at the acquisition of a pony and introduction to the countryside of an
urban child, and the first book Anne Bullen illustrated.






Anne Bullen worked principally for the publishers Collins from 1938 to 1950.
She illustrated the work of many different book authors, including particularly
striking work for Joanna Cannan, Monica Edwards and Diana and Josephine
Pullein-Thompson. The fashion for producing pony book dustjackets as
either black and white or virtually so (Six Ponies and Three Ponies for Shannan
both have only the faintest degree of colour) did not allow Anne Bullen to
extend herself as much as she later did for Monica Edwards' first four books.

Anne Bullen is better known to the wider world as an illustrator of pony and
children's books, but her work was hugely influenced by her main career as a
breeder of ponies, and it was her constant seeking after the perfect form of
the pony that informed her illustrations. The Catherston Stud still continues:
Anne Bullen died on 22" December 1963 after fighting cancer for 5 years,
and when her husband died in 1966, the Stud was taken over by Anne's
daughter, Jennie, and her husband Anthony Loriston-Clarke. The Stud now
breeds horses rather than ponies, but most of their stallions are descended
from the pony mares Anne and Jack Bullen bred.

Sources:

Jennie Loriston-Clarke

Hilary Clare

The Dictionary of British Book Illustrators
The Catherston Stud Website

Jane Badger is a bookdealer specialising in pony books and non-fiction equestrian titles.
Jane Badger Books, Manor House Farm,

High Street, Irchester, nr Wellingborough,

Northamptonshire, NN29 7AA

Tel. 01933 410 943
www.janebadgerbooks.com
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Although Margot Pardoe’s first book was “The Far Island’, published by Fidra Books
i 2005, she is best known for her series of books about the irrepressible Bunkle and his
family. Our next Pardoe title in Summer 2006, will be the first of these — ‘Four Plus
Bunkle’, originally published in 1939. In the meantime, we hope you enjoy this little-
known short story.

Good for Bunkle by M Pardoe

“MUMMY,” said Billy de
Salis, more often called
“Bunkle” by his elder
brother and sister, because
they said he talked such a lot
of bunk. “Mummy, how
much wool does it take to
make a pair of stockings?”

“It depends on the
thickness of the wool,”
replied his mother without
looking up from her writing-
desk, where she was busy
totting up household bills
and writing cheques.
“Why?”

“I wondered if I'd
collected enough yet for you
to make me a pair,” said
Bunkle. “Look!”

His mother put a finger
on the column she was checking and turning round saw that her younger
son was holding out a mass of soggy-looking sheep’s wool, which he had
gathered off the wire fences and thorn hedges and had evidently been
washing.

“It’s really reasonably clean now,” Bunkle announced proudly. And then,
seeing his mother’s expression, added hastily, “It’s all right, Ma, I haven’t
been doing it in the bathroom, or the pantry or the scullery sink. I did all
the really mucky washings in the greenhouse tank. I only had to do the final
rinse in the bath. I reckon I've got about half a pound here already, and
there’s tons more I know I can get. I thought that with the price of wool
going up, if I could wheedle old Miss Brown in the village into spinning it
for me it might be a paying proposition for you to knit my stockings and ...”

“Oh Billy!” cut in his mother hurriedly, “Do look what you’re doing,
you're dropping water all over everything! Here, take this!” And pulling
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out the blotting-paper from her blotter she handed it to him.

“Am I?” queried Bunkle, surprised. “I thought I’d wrung all the water out
of it.”

“Well, take it away now,” said his mother, automatically getting out some
fresh blotting-paper and putting it in her blotter, as she spoke. “Take it
away, and when the stuff is really clean and really dry, you can weigh it
again, and then we’ll see.”

At that moment the grandfather-clock began to chime.

“Goodness!” she exclaimed. “I must rush.” And putting her account-
books on one side she hurriedly wrote two cheques, addressed two
envelopes to hold them, and then, going out into the hall, placed them
beside her handbag on the table while she slipped upstairs to get her
coat.

Not long afterwards, Bunkle’s elder sister, coming through the hall,
heard her mother’s voice calling to her from the drawing-room.

“Darling,” she called, “see if I put the hen-food coupons in my bag.
They don’t seem to be on my desk.”

Jill opened her mother’s bag and looked inside.

“No,” she called back. “There’s nothing in your bag. Only two
envelopes lying beside it.”

Her mother came into the hall with her fur coat on and a worried
expression on her face.

“I can’t think what I can have done with them,” she said. “I'm sure
Daddy told me he put them on my desk, the day I came back from
London, and I've a feeling I saw them myself, but they aren’t there now.”

Colonel de Salis came in at the garden-door as she was speaking.
“What have you lost now, my darling?” he enquired, half laughingly, half
accusingly.

His wife looked at him guiltily. “The hen-food coupons,” she admitted.
“You did put them on my desk, didn’t you?”

“Yes,” said her husband. “They’re probably staring you in the face. I'll
go and look.”

But although he and ]ill looked through everything on the desk there
was not a sign of the precious coupons.

“Well,” said the Colonel, “the only thing I can think of is that you must
have torn them up by mistake.”

“I might have, if they had been in an ordinary envelope,” said Mrs. de
Salis.  “But the Agricultural Committee ones are so distinctive. I
remember I had them this morning, because I pinned last month’s corn-
merchant’s bill to them, ready to put into my bag, then the telephone
went just as I was going to do so, and after I'd answered it I went straight
to the kitchen and I probably had them in my hand. Run and see if
they’re there, Jill.”

But Jill returned empty-handed, and Colonel de Salis shook his head at
his wife in mock despair.

“I give you up, darling!” he said. “Anyhow, we must get along now.
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We’d better see if they’ll give us duplicates in Little Greenham.”

Robin, who came in age between Jill and Bunkle, arriving from the
garden presently, found Jill still hunting.

“I don’t know what Mummy can have done with them,” she said, after
explaining what was lost. “I wonder if my memory will be like that when
I'm her age, or if it’s just having so much to do which makes her forget
where she puts things?”

“Well, I came in to see what we’re all going to do,” said Robin. “The
snow’s not deep enough for tobogganing, but there must be something we
can do. It seems too silly just gooping at it out of the window.”

“Well what can we do, if we can’t toboggan?” said Jill. “We made a
snow-man yesterday, and I don’t particularly want to make another.”

“Have you noticed what a lot of bird-tracks there are in the snow?”
asked Bunkle irrelevantly, coming out of their own sitting-room with his
beloved parrot on his shoulder. “I wonder what sort of tracks Polly
would make? I daren’t try, though. It would be far too cold for him.”

“Tracks!” said Robin. “There’s an idea! Why not let’s get hold of the
Rectory grand-children, and anyone else we can round up, and have a
hare-and-hounds this afternoon? Roger Grant and I both have ski-boots
and they leave quite a distinctive pattern in the snow. We could be
hares, and all the rest of you hounds.

“Yes, it would,” agreed Jill. “Let’s ring everyone up and see who we
can get hold of.”

9

“This is not one of my good days,” said Mrs. de Salis when she
returned from her shopping expedition just before lunch. “I was so
fussed about those coupons that I went and left my shopping-list
behind!”

Jill put an arm around her mother and gave her a squeeze.

“Really, darling, you're getting hopeless!” she said affectionately.

“Quite hopeless” agreed her mother.

“Well, did they give you any duplicate coupons?” asked Jill.

“No,” said Mrs. de Salis ruefully. “The head person at the office was
away, and the girl clerk said she couldn’t issue them on her own
responsibility, so it means that if we can’t find them Daddy will have to
go to Portsmouth after lunch. It was bad enough driving to Little
Greenham this morning, and he isn’t looking forward to going the whole
way into Portsmouth just because of my stupidity.”

A further search after lunch proved fruitless and the children set off
to meet the rest of the hare-and-hounds party at the Rectory as
arranged. At three o’clock Bunkle and Jill found themselves on top of a
little hill, on their own, for, thinking they knew how Robin’s mind
worked, they had broken away from the rest of the hounds and taken a
short cut, but they now stood staring round them perplexedly, for there
was no sign of the trail they hoped to pick up.

“Bother!” said Jill. “It looks as if we’ve been too clever!”
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Bunkle scowled thoughtfully.

“I’'m sure Robin wouldn’t have gone round by Stubbs Hollow,” he said.
“It’s frightfully marshy at the best of times. Even in dry weather it seems
to catch every drop of water, and now it must be just like a sponge.”

He broke off with his mouth open. “Sponge ... bathroom ... catch every
drop of ... got it!” he yelled, and started to plunge down the slope
through the snow.

“Hi! Bunkle, stop!” called Jill, and then “What’s the idea?” she panted
as she caught him up.

“The hen coupons! I know where they are. We must try and intercept
Daddy. Look, there is the car!” and hurling himself over the gate out of
the field Bunkle leapt into the middle of the road and waved violently.

The car stopped and Colonel de Salis leant out of the window.

“What’s the matter?” he asked.

“Turn round quickly, Daddy,” said Bunkle, opening the door and
scrambling into the car. “I know where those coupons are. Or were, if
Allen hasn’t burnt them!”

“Allen burnt them?” said his father blankly.

“Yes, on the bonfire,” said Bunkle. “I suppose you know what you're
talking about,” said his father. “But I'm sure I don’t!”

“Never mind,” said Bunkle urgently. “Turn round, Daddy, and drive
us home as quickly as you dare. I'll explain as we go. Hop in, Jill.”

“Now,” he went on, as the Colonel was driving home as fast as the
skiddy state of the road would permit. “Those coupons are in the waste-
paper sack. I put them there myself this morning!”

“You did?” said his father. “How? And why?”

“The waste-paper baskets weren’t emptied this morning,” said Jill. “I
know, because Daddy went through Mummy’s one when we were hunting,
and I went through the hall and her bedroom one afterwards. You may
have emptied them since, but the coupons weren’t in them, I'm sure.”

“No, I know,” said Bunkle. “But they are in the sack, and it’s all my
fault. It struck me like a thunderbolt when we were looking for Robin’s
tracks and couldn’t see any. It just stood out a mile.”

“Lucid, very!” commented his father as he negotiated a tricky corner.

Jill giggled.

But Bunkle always had to tell a story in his own way.

“You see,” he said. “I’d been washing my sheep’s wool and I took it
through to show Mummy, and I hadn’t quite squeezed all the water out
and it was dripping, and Mummy thought it would make a mess on the
carpet, so she gave me her blotting-paper to catch the drips, and the
coupons must have been inside it! You know how she’s always putting
things in her blotter.”

“But I looked in it, and they weren’t,” said Jill.

“Yes, but don’t you see,” said Bunkle impatiently, “that was clean
blotting-paper.”

“No, it wasn’t,” said Jill. “It had been used. I noticed.”

14



“Well, she may have blotted a couple of envelopes or something on it
after she put it in,” said Bunkle, “but anyhow I know she gave me the
whole wodge to hold under my wool and I saw her put a fresh lot in, and I
put the wodge in the wastepaper sack because it was a bit wet, and Allen’s
having a bonfire this afternoon and he may empty the sack on to it at any
moment!”

“Well, I suppose it’s all possible,” said his father, “but why did the fact
of not seeing Robin’s tracks anywhere make you think of it?”

He turned in at the drive gates as he spoke.

“Can’t wait now,” said Bunkle, and jumping out almost before the car
stopped he rushed oftf down the garden, in the direction of a large cloud
of smoke billowing up into the still air, shouting “Allen! Allen!” at the top
of his voice.

His mother, having heard the car came down the drive.

“What’s happening?” she enquired.

“Better ask Bunkle!” replied her husband with a grin, and almost as he
spoke Bunkle returned waving triumphantly a buff coloured envelope.

“Here you are!” he shouted. “We were only just in time. I just got to
Allen before he tipped out the sack.

As they all went into the house together, “It was when I said Robin
wouldn’t go round by Stubbs Hollow that I remembered,” he explained.
“I said the ground was like a sponge there, the way it catches all the water
and soaks it up, and suddenly my brain gave a sort of click and I thought
‘Sponge ... bathroom ... wool ... drips ... blotting-paper’, and that was
that!”

“I wish my brain would give that sort of click sometimes!” said his
mother ruefully. “Well, I'm most terribly grateful, darling, bless you.”

Bunkle threw his arms round her neck and gave her a terrific hug.
“You’ll pretty well have to make me stockings out of my sheep’s wool now,
Mummy, won’t you?” he said.

'Good for Bunkle' appeared in a BBC Children's Hour annual - this was published by
Burke and edited by Peggy Bacon, it had no date given but was from the 1950s.
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This Issue’s Bookseller —

Shirley Nielson at The Old Children’s Bookshelf

Fidra’s books are mainly sold by booksellers specialising in collectable children’s books —
i each issue we will be featuring one of our stockists and their business.

Shirley Nielson writes...

The Old Children's Bookshelf is near the bottom of Edinburgh's Royal Mile,
little over a stone's throw from Holyrood Palace and the new Scottish
Parliament.

The shop opened on Easter Saturday 1998, though I had been bookselling for
some years before that. I started in a very small way when still teaching the
violin in Edinburgh schools, listing a few books for sale in Book & Magazine
Collector. The business grew through book fairs and expanding catalogues,
and as the selling grew the teaching shrunk until the blessed day when I
finally 'left school' in June 1997 and opened the shop in April 1998. 1
absolutely love being there and running it, and wish I'd started years ago.
Former children’s librarians Kirstie and Frances complete the team and bring
a wealth of knowledge to the shop.

The shop mirrors the sections of the catalogue, with girls' school stories filling
a whole wall, a major A-Z of general children's fiction, and smaller sections of
Scottish, War, Pony, Guides and Scouts, Poetry, Fairy Tales, Annuals, Classics,
and Ilustrated books, and of course, the New Editions of Old Favourites
shelves, with those long out of print titles from Fidra and others. We also
stock comics and storypapers, old postcards and scraps, and a popular line in
children's prints.

We issue quarterly catalogues of children's books and smaller lists of Crime
Fiction twice a year. I like to make a catalogue a good read in itself, with lots
of pithy plot descriptions and the odd little comment on this and that. We
also stand at some of the major PBFA bookfairs, mainly Bath, York and
Harrogate.

The shop is open 7 days a week, Mon- Fri 10.30 - 5, Saturday 10 - 5, and
Sunday 11 - 4.30. Do come and see us!

The Old Children's Bookshelf,

175 Canongate,

Edinburgh, EH8 8BN.

Tel: 0131 558 3411  Email: shirleyOCB@ aol.com
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Stockists of Fidra Books’ titles:

UK:

Jane Badger Books
01933 410943
janebadger.books@btinternet.com

Badger Books
janetnic@badgerbooks.co.uk

Pat Barrett
01283 840969
pat@pbarrett6.fsnet.co.uk

Gill Bilski
01494 433895
gill@bilski.freeserve.co.uk

Bowbridge Publishing
info@bowbridgepublishing.com

Buried Treasure Books
kategameson@blabeinn.freeserve.co.uk

The Children’s Bookshop
01497 821083
Judith@childrensbookshop.com

Patricia Clear
0208 681 0251
patricia@mybooks.freeserve.co.uk

Sally Dore
0117 942 2620
sdore@waitrose.com

Barbara Dryden
boswell@dryden.co.uk

Gemini Books
01743 343750
Gemini-books@uwclub.net

Ken Harrison
01538 387000
kenharrison@woodleigh82.worldonline.co.uk

Lou Harrison
tpbooks@btinternet.com

The Haunted Bookshop
01223 312913
sarah.keyl@ntlworld.com

C L Hawley Books
01756 792380
clh@clhawley.co.uk

A Jolly Good Read
01241 877552
books@ajollygoodread.co.uk

Kidz Books
01224 640785
sales@kidz-books.net

Leah’s Books
Lydia@leahsbooks.com

The Old Children’s Bookshop
0131 558 3411
shirleyOCB@aol.com

Betula O’Neill
0117 904 2766
topsy-turvy@blueyonder.co.uk

Peakirk Books
01733 253182
peakirkbooks@btinternet.com

Robertson Books
0131 343 3118
vanessa@robertsonbooks.co.uk

Roses’s Books
01291 689755
maria@stellabooks.com

Australia:

Caerwen Books
08 9454 7583
thoth@iinet.net.au
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