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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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AUTUMN




Chapter One


Despite the summer sun outside, it was freezing in the long, dim hallway, and Maggie Adair was having the very worst day of her life.


It was the last day of the summer term.


The girls had all left, and the entire ancient, rambling building, with its four towers, was silent. The beautiful greystoned space did not suit being silent; it normally echoed to the sound of footfalls; girls shouting out; giggling and bells; rogue hockey balls bouncing down the old steps; distant choir practice.


All of that had gone, and the panelled hallway, hung with portraits of headmistresses past, was silent and ghostly. Maggie shivered.


Had it really only been that morning? How? How had she gone from getting on a train, on her way to Scotland to marry . . . Oh my God. Stan. Her sweet fiancé Stan, who would be waiting to meet her at the other end.


She sent off a text that just said, Missed train! Too expensive to get next one, will catch tomorrow! then quickly bundled her phone away and refused to look at it, even when it started buzzing and buzzing. She couldn’t . . . She had too many things to think about right now.


She tried to get it straight in her head.


She’d caught the train this morning as she’d always planned. The school year was over and she was heading back to Scotland for the holidays.


On the train she had met Miranda, the ex-girlfriend of David McDonald, the English teacher at Downey boys’ school, just over the hill. The man on whom . . . she’d had a crush. It sounded so ridiculous when she thought about it like that; just exactly like the schoolgirls she dealt with every day on Charlie Puth or Alfie Deyes or whoever it was this week.


But it had been more than that. Hadn’t it? Even though in two years they had shared just one kiss. That was all. And she couldn’t even think about that without a blush starting. But she had put it behind her. For Stan, and the long years they’d spent together.


And then. And then . . .


Oh my God. What had happened? Just as the train had been pulling out, David had vaulted the barrier and started running towards the carriage she and Miranda were sitting in.


And in a split second that had changed – and potentially ruined – her life for ever, she had reached up, slowly, almost as if her hand was under someone else’s control – and pulled the emergency cord.




Chapter Two


The entire train had staggered. An old lady had fallen over, which Maggie felt absolutely awful about. She had rushed to her aid, but the lady had flapped her away. A lot of other people appeared to be swearing at her. There was shouting and consternation, and it had lasted a long time. Meanwhile, Miranda was leaning out of the open window screeching, ‘David! David!’


But neither of them got to see him. As soon as he’d vaulted the barriers, an alarm had gone off, and the police who patrolled even Devon railway stations these days had tackled him, sending him sprawling to the floor, then handcuffed him and bundled him away at the speed of light, Maggie craning her neck to catch a glimpse of him.


The next second, the train was besieged with railway staff, Miranda had somehow disappeared and Maggie found herself completely alone, standing next to the cord, waiting as a very angry-looking guard bore down on her.


After bundling her into a little room off the main concourse to give her an extremely stern talking-to about whether she realised that everyone had thought they were going to blow up the train, and how she absolutely couldn’t behave like that, and how she’d thrown off the entire network, and how the fine might just be the start of it, Maggie had broken down in sobs, completely, and they’d asked if they could phone someone on her behalf, but it couldn’t be David, of course, and oh God, how could she possibly explain this to Stan, and everyone else had dispersed for the summer, which was why they had eventually got in touch with Dr Deveral, the headmistress of Downey House, and why she had been deposited by the British Transport Police back where this had all started.


It was hard to believe it was barely lunchtime.


In the corridor, she buried her face in her hands. She had never felt more alone. She was a grown woman, engaged to be married, who had embarked on a flirtation . . .


No. That didn’t sound right. That wasn’t what she had had with David, not at all. It wasn’t some grubby Facebook affair; it had been more than that. Something deeper and more serious. She tried not to picture him: those dark eyes with their long lashes; that grin that came and went at unexpected moments; his long frame striding across the hills with his dog Stephen Dedalus . . .


A crush, that was what she’d had, she told herself firmly again. A crush like half of the upper fourth also had on him, desperate for glimpses when the classes got together for drama or concerts. She had a deep, passionate crush on a teacher. Not something that had happened to her when she was at school; something that had waited until she was grown up and a teacher herself. She was just a late developer, that was all. And what did she tell her girls when they got helpless, passionate crushes on pop stars or YouTube stars? It’s normal, it’s part of growing up, it will pass and help you to form real adult relationships; proper ones with proper adults with genuine flaws and complexities who see you as you are, rather than an unrealistic, idealised state of romance . . .
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