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Praise for Jenny Colgan


‘This funny, sweet story is Jenny Colgan at her absolute best’

Heat

‘She is very, very funny’

Express

‘A delicious comedy’

Red

‘Fast-paced, funny, poignant and well observed’

Daily Mail

‘Sweeter than a bag of jelly beans . . . had us eating up every page’

Cosmopolitan

‘Will make you feel warm inside – it makes a fab Mother’s Day gift’

Closer

‘Chick-lit with an ethical kick’

Mirror

‘A quirky tale of love, work and the meaning of life’

Company

‘A smart, witty love story’

Observer

‘Full of laugh-out-loud observations . . . utterly unputdownable’

Woman

‘Cheery and heart-warming’

Sunday Mirror

‘A chick-lit writer with a difference . . . never scared to try something different, Colgan always pulls it off’

Image

‘A Colgan novel is like listening to your best pal, souped up on vino, spilling the latest gossip – entertaining, dramatic and frequently hilarious’

Daily Record

‘An entertaining read’

Sunday Express
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A Word from Jenny

I went to a very ordinary school that wasn’t very nice at all. There was a lot of shouting and horrible remarks and fighting and belting going on (and that was just the teachers).

So that probably explains why I have always loved boarding school books so much. Malory Towers, St Clare’s, Frost in May, the Chalet School books, What Katy Did at School, Jane Eyre . . . even Harry Potter when he came along. It seemed so exotic, so much fun.

Of course, when I met girls later in life who really had been to boarding school, they said it wasn’t at all like that really, but I remain convinced that they were just trying to spare my feelings.

As an adult I found I still wanted to read these books – with, perhaps, some more adult themes, and maybe even – gasp! – some private lives for the teachers – but I couldn’t find what I was looking for anywhere. So I have had to write them myself, and this is what you hold in your hand.

With love,


Jenny

x x x
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SUMMER HOLIDAYS




Chapter One

There is a reason why people don’t like answering the phone. Because ever since it was invented, it can pass on the worst news known to man.

It can come at any time of the day or night – although little good is likely to happen if it rings at four o’clock in the morning.

It can come out of a clear blue sky or a dark rainy one. It can come when things are already troubling, or it can come when you are happier than you ever dreamt in your life you could be.

Maggie Adair, an English teacher at the famous Downey House school, sat in the car next to David McDonald, and as they crested the hill, heading off on their first ever holiday together, she felt full with terrified anticipation. She was brimming with happiness, but nervous too. What if he wanted to visit old ruins all day? What if he didn’t appreciate how much she liked to lie down and read on holiday? What if he was funny about local food or talked loudly to the locals in an exaggerated accent?

He glanced at her.

‘You look,’ he said, ‘like a woman terrified she’s made a wrong decision by agreeing to go on holiday with someone she doesn’t know very well.’

‘I know you,’ said Maggie timidly. And it was true. She knew he was a wonderful teacher. A kind and decent man. A reader. A . . . well, she couldn’t think about the rest without blushing. Her bare white shoulders. A trembling mouth on the nape of her neck. She closed her eyes briefly.

That had seemed like a lot at the time. Certainly enough to throw up her whole life; ditch her fiancé, therefore upsetting her entire family back in Glasgow, both by throwing over someone they loved very much, and refusing to leave the Cornish boarding school she taught in to move back to Scotland to teach in what her sister Anne called a ‘real school’.

She had given it all up to follow him, follow her heart. And here they were, and suddenly it felt – not an anticlimax, but rather, something terrifying. She had been in love with him for three years; or at least, in love with an idea of him – his broad smile, his dark, dancing eyes, his long lean frame . . . yes. All of that.

And on David’s part, he had caused a scene at a railway station that had got him arrested and cost him his job; he had given up everything, including a fiancée, and now worked at Phillip Dean, a badly rated school in the area that had trouble holding on to any staff at all.

But now – Maggie could barely believe it – they were actually here, driving away in his car.

Was this . . . was this for keeps? Experimental? All her friends who were on dating apps talked a lot about how many men they met who seemed amazing, perfect on paper, but then vanished into thin air soon afterwards. After all, David had been engaged to somebody else . . . as had she, of course. Were they both all-in?

‘Do you want me to tell you the really annoying stuff first?’ said David. She looked at him, trying not to let the anxiety show on her face.

‘Oh goodness,’ he said. ‘This is bad. Let’s see. I wear a panama hat in the sun otherwise I freckle.’

‘I don’t mind that. Or freckles. I have lots.’

‘Well, that’s a first,’ said David, frowning a little. ‘Uhm, I will always take a train or a boat rather than a plane if I can.’

Maggie smiled. She didn’t see him as someone who got up at 4 a.m. to catch easyJet flights. Although she herself was, very much so. She had always loved her girls’ trips.

‘What’s wrong with that?’

‘Well, it can take me a rather long time to get anywhere.’

Maggie looked out of the car. It had a creaky old canvas cover – it was ancient, Maggie hadn’t even thought they made Saabs any more – and they had pulled it down, so the beautiful Cornish lanes were flitting past them, the wild roses dancing in the light summer breeze, the scent of their petals heavy on the air.

She had pulled the tie out of her long curly red hair – she always wore it up at school – and David enjoyed it streaming behind her, glorious in red and gold and amber. He wanted to bury his hands in it, had to force himself to concentrate on the road.

‘I don’t think you doing things slowly presents much of a problem,’ said Maggie, looking at him and going rather pink. He glanced at her with a sudden jolt and blinked in the sunshine. It was a very quiet road. There were passing points and plenty of high bushes. He was sure they could pull over . . .

Maggie looked at him, her breathing coming a little faster, then impulsively reached out and put a hand firmly on his long thigh. They both looked at it. And that was the exact second the phone rang.
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