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Praise for Jenny Colgan

‘I love this book! It’s funny, page-turning and addictive . . . just like Malory Towers for grown-ups’

Sophie Kinsella

‘I have been waiting twenty-five years for someone to write a bloody brilliant boarding school book, stuffed full of unforgettable characters, thrilling adventures and angst and here it is’

Lisa Jewell

‘A wonderful first novel that had me in tears and fits of laughter. Definitely an A*!’

Chris Manby

‘If you were a fan of Malory Towers or St Clare’s books in your – ahem – youth, you’ll love this modern boarding school-based tale . . . Top of the class!’

Closer (four-star review)

‘This brilliant boarding school book, with its eccentric cast of characters and witty one-liners, should prove an unmissable dose of nostalgia. Whether you’ve recently left school, have rose-tinted memories of it or are a teacher looking for some escapism from classroom dreariness, this book will certainly score A*’

Glamour

‘Good old-fashioned fun and escapism . . . A fabulously fresh and fun read’

Heat (four-star review)

‘This is Malory Towers . . . for grown-ups’

Company

‘If you’re looking for delightful childhood reminiscing or perhaps are the person who fantasised about being in a boarding school as a youngster, then this is the book for you!’

BookPleasures.com
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Jenny Colgan is the author of numerous bestselling novels, including The Little Shop of Happy Ever After and Summer at the Little Beach Street Bakery, which are also published by Sphere. Meet Me at the Cupcake Café won the 2012 Melissa Nathan Award for Comedy Romance and was a Sunday Times top ten bestseller, as was Welcome to Rosie Hopkins’ Sweetshop of Dreams, which won the RNA Romantic Novel of the Year Award 2013. Jenny was born in Scotland and has lived in London, the Netherlands, the US and France. She eventually settled on the wettest of all of these places, and currently lives just north of Edinburgh with her husband Andrew, her dog and her three children: Wallace, who is twelve and likes pretending to be nineteen and not knowing what this embarrassing ‘family’ thing is that keeps following him about; Michael-Francis, who is ten and likes making new friends on aeroplanes; and Delphine who is eight and is mostly raccoon as far as we can tell so far.


Things Jenny likes include: cakes; far too much Doctor Who; wearing Converse trainers every day so her feet are now just gigantic big flat pans; baths only slightly cooler than the surface of the sun; and very, very long books, the longer the better. For more about Jenny, visit her website and her Facebook page, or follow her on Twitter @jennycolgan and on Instagram @jennycolganbooks.
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To librarians.
Because you built me.




Introduction


Woah. So, anyway, here is sequel to a book I wrote ten years ago. I know. This is so weird, I never quite thought we’d get here.


To those who kept the faith: thank you. You should know that we are picking up again five seconds after we left off, even though when we left off there was no such thing as Facebook or Snapchat . . . sigh. I miss those days.


Anyway, if you’re new, I would probably read Class and Rules first, which cover the first and second years. My publisher will kill me for saying that, but honestly, they’re meant to be read in sequence, and this is the third year of Downey House.


Here’s just to recap the history a bit:


A few years ago I wanted to read a boarding school book, having loved them when I was younger. But I couldn’t find one for grown-ups. So I wrote a couple.


We then decided (‘we’ being me and my publishers) to release them under a different name, Jane Beaton. I can’t remember why now. It seemed like a good idea at the time.


Anyway, regardless, Class and Rules came out and they had lovely reviews but as it turned out absolutely nobody bought them at all, having never heard of Jane Beaton, which was perfectly understandable, but also made me very sad as I had loved writing them and was very proud of them.


As the years have gone on, though, people kept finding their way to them, little by little – they’ve never been out of print – and finally last year somebody wrote the publishers a letter saying ‘do please let me know what happened to Jane Beaton, as I kept checking the obituaries in case she died’ and someone else wrote and said, ‘I’m going in for an operation and in case I don’t come round*, I would very much like to know what happens to Maggie and David,’ at which point we thought, okay, enough is enough – and so we reissued the first two, Class and Rules, last year, and now here is Lessons, the brand-new one, and hopefully now I’ll get to finish all six and we will end up with a slipcase, which is pretty much all I dreamed of all along.


Very warmest wishes,
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__________________


* They were fine! It’s okay!
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SPRING



Chapter One


Maggie clutched the phone and held it away from her face. Was she dreaming? Was it the fact that it was Christmas Eve; how tired she was; how emotional? She stared at the device in her hand.


‘Hello?’ came the voice.


Maggie glanced around. The bells were still ringing for Christmas; everyone else had gone into the church now. She was alone, her breath in front of her face rising like a cloud.


‘David?’ She was whispering, although she didn’t know why.


There was a long exhalation of breath on the other end of the phone, then silence.


‘Uh, hello?’


Now Maggie was starting to feel uncomfortable, her heart beating incredibly quickly. She had no idea at all what he wanted. It could be anything.


The silence grew longer. David screwed up his face; he’d phoned her in desperation, just to hear her voice, but now she was there, he found himself tongue-tied; had no idea what he truly wanted to say.


‘Um . . . hello,’ he said warily.


‘Hello?’ Maggie said again. David winced. This wasn’t helping them move any further forward.


‘I just wanted to say . . . ’


David had the sudden ridiculous feeling that he was about to cry. He thought ruefully of the number of times he’d told the boys in his care that crying was perfectly fine, a natural reaction to the world, and that ‘toughening up’ was a terrible standard for masculinity. And now, here he was, and he couldn’t do it himself. He couldn’t say how he really felt, not at all.


‘ . . . Merry Christmas,’ he finished.


Maggie swallowed hard. It wasn’t very merry from where she was standing.


‘Oh . . . that’s nice,’ she said. ‘Uh. Merry Christmas to you too.’


The silence deepened. Inside the church they’d changed to singing ‘The Holly and the Ivy’.


‘Well,’ said Maggie, angry suddenly that her heart seemed to be ready to break all over again; angry that the sound of his voice had such an effect on her after six months – six months! – had gone by without them being in contact at all. Nothing had changed, and here she was, stuck on an air mattress in the downstairs of her parent’s house, aged thirty-one, with damn little to show for it.


‘Was nice to talk to you,’ she said.


David wanted to kick something. Tell her! Just tell her! Every love poem he’d ever read; all the novels, all the great swooning declarations . . . and here he was, on a freezing night, alone, about to let something precious slip between his fingers yet again.


‘Maggie,’ he said suddenly, boldly. ‘Don’t. Don’t go. Don’t hang up.’


‘What do you want?’ she said wonderingly, and he bit his lip.


‘I just wanted . . . Oh Maggie.’


Maggie’s heart leapt.


‘Yes?’


‘I . . . I’ve been having . . . oh God . . . a shit time.’


‘Me too,’ said Maggie quickly, and there was another pause.


‘Oh . . . what’s up?’ said David, like an idiot.


‘Um . . . just things,’ said Maggie, totally unsure where she stood. ‘What about you?’ she added quickly.
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