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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!




Characters


Staff


Headteacher: Dr Veronica Deveral


Head of English: Miss June Starling


Matron: Miss Doreen Redmond


Cook: Mrs Joan Rhys


Caretaker: Mr Harold Carruthers


Physics: Mr John Bart


Music: Mrs Theodora Offili


French: Mademoiselle Claire Crozier


English: Miss Margaret Adair


IT: Mrs Margia Radzicki


Maths: Miss Ella Beresford


PE: Miss Janie James


Drama: Miss Fleur Parsley


History: Miss Catherine Kellen


Geography: Miss Deirdre Gifford


Pupils


Middle School Year Three


Sylvie Brown


Ismé Elgar-Phipps


Imogen Fairlie


Simone Pribetich


Andrea McCann


Felicity Prosser


Zazie Saurisse


Alice Trebizon-Woods


Astrid Ulverton



CHRISTMAS



Chapter One


Doing your duty, Maggie found, was fine as long as you kept busy. Very, very busy. She was up with the first bell at 7 a.m., marking or reviewing lesson plans; she even tidied up her filing system, which surprised Miss Starling no end, having become inured to the fact that Maggie was a hopeless case.


She could manage – she was too tired to cry – as long as she was busy. So she threw herself into the world of the school, volunteering for everything, looking to distract herself. And as luck would have it, the next distraction was a very big one indeed: the Christmas show.


Mrs Offili, the music teacher, was delighted to have her on board and sure they’d soon have everyone shipshape. The fourth form had written their own pantomime – Maggie dreaded to think – and the first and second forms would provide the choir and orchestra for the singing parts; could she devise something for the third years to do?


She had said yes without even thinking about it. And it was actually rather fun. She had gathered them together after prep to have a discussion about it, anticipating a certain amount of scorn, but in fact, they were far keener than she’d expected.


Fliss had form with Christmas concerts, and had been prepared to take a back seat, but Ismé had looked, for once, almost cheerful at the prospect. She hadn’t backed down from her full-on stance in class at all, not a whit, even though some of the teachers had taken a rather dimmer view than Maggie and she’d had plenty of detentions, which she shrugged off. Maggie secretly admired her. She wouldn’t be silenced. But as Mrs Offili pointed out, when Ismé held up a forty-five-minute class for fifteen minutes arguing that Bach should have been a woman, it wasn’t really helping anyone.


Thank goodness for Simone, though, Maggie found herself thinking. With the extra workload for her GCSEs, the girl was doing very little but study.


In fact, so embarrassed was Simone by the shape of her body, and still so upset that Ash hadn’t contacted her, she’d thrown herself into work and was in the library the entire time, even after Ash had tentatively emailed her. Simone had looked at the email, then, unable to decide what to do, deleted it immediately.


The year group decided upon an adaptation of The Snow Queen, which hadn’t been performed in the school for years, and Maggie was happy to furnish them both with the play parts and copies of the original story.


To her total lack of surprise, Alice immediately flicked through to the Snow Queen part. The girl was a decent if rather mannered actress who had definite leanings in that direction. And in fact, her occasionally high-handed manner would suit the character. It was rather harder to see Simone, who genuinely could act, fitting into the role.


Maggie decided to hold auditions on a Sunday morning, before girls started getting picked up by parents, who often visited to take them out for the day


Saturdays were overwhelmingly concerned with sporting issues, but Sundays were theoretically a day off, and Maggie found them difficult. The rest of the week she was incredibly busy, and on Saturday night she and Claire could at least hunker down with a bottle of wine and some cheese Claire got illegally sent in, and watch television (which Maggie was allowed to choose).


But on Sundays, despite being surrounded by hundreds of people; despite the fact that they got a cooked breakfast, Maggie found herself unbearably lonely. She thought of what her sister would be up to with the boys; her mum and dad putting on their best and going to Mass, mostly so her mother could have a blether with all the other ladies afterwards; then a roast at home for everyone. She wondered if Stan still went there for his Sunday dinner. Probably, she thought gloomily.


She phoned every week at 4 p.m. – if she called at any other time, her mother started to panic – and they’d trade news. But light news. What her mother’s neighbours had done. What was going on in the lives of people Maggie only dimly remembered from school. For the most part they seemed to all be happily getting married and popping out sprogs at a rate of knots, and it was absolutely nothing Maggie wanted to hear; it felt rather like ‘here’s what you would have won’ when she was six hundred miles away, totally alone.


She knew her mother wasn’t doing it to be mean; she didn’t have a cruel bone in her body. But she also knew her mother’s disappointment was real; having to explain to all her friends at church that the wedding was off had been incredibly humiliating, not to mention Father McSorley; having to face Stan’s parents, who had always been very kind to her. It was a weekly penance, a reminder to Maggie that she had upended not just her own life, not just Stan’s, but practically everyone she’d ever been in contact with.


It was a very, very lonely place to be.

OEBPS/images/sign.png
gje,my

XXX





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
b &
<5
L

e~
Lessons 7
: 7

\

e Part Two






OEBPS/images/title.png
—_—
sphere





OEBPS/images/half.png
TENNY
COLGAN





