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With womenswear sizes ranging from 8 to 22, along with seven downloadable pattern sheets,
The Great British Sewing Bee: The Modern Wardrobe covers everything you need to build
garments that are easy to make, wear and combine.Discover how one pattern could become
three different looks through a series of simple alterations. The 28 projects in this book will help
you gain confidence as you learn how to make clothes you love and cherish. The projects
include: paper bag shorts, dance dress, Oxford Bag trousers, Breton two-piece, a-line dress and
much more. Expand on crucial techniques and further your understanding in how to bring in
more of your own personal style into the clothes you want to wear.Complete with stunning
photography, clear illustrations and instructions, demystify the pattern process to create a variety
of flattering garments for every occasion that suit your style and fit your figure. Starting with the
essentials, learn how to personalise patterns with expert sewing tips on making alterations that
will take you beyond this book as you build on your sewing skills.

“Fast-and-furious.” —The New York Times Book Review“The pace is relentless.... The plot ... [is]
complex without becoming overheated.” —San Antonio Express-News “Though there’s plenty of
twisty plot, it’s Nesbø’s writing—textured, humane, evocative, moody, cinematic—that keeps this
thing rolling forward like a toboggan on a steep slope.” —Minneapolis Star Tribune “The
Redeemer rocks! Jo Nesbø is my new favorite thriller writer and Harry Hole my new hero. This
book had my pulse in the red zone from start to finish.” —Michael Connelly“Full of shocking
chance and nuance, unforeseen twists and ice-crystal clear views of Oslo in winter.” —The Wall
Street Journal“A tour de force.... So tightly constructed and compelling that it’s impossible to put
the book down.” —The Globe and Mail (Canada) “A treat.... Even when you’re positive that the
mystery is entirely done and dusted, it invariably turns out that the pragmatic Detective Harry
Hole has managed to stay three steps ahead, and there’s more to uncover.” —Time Out“Nesbø
is no ordinary writer.... A complex story, impossible to second-guess, which proves that greed,
lust and a desire for revenge lurk within the saintliest of folk.” —The Sunday Telegraph“Rarely
does a mystery novel succeed on so many levels, as the intricate plotting explores psychological
and theological dimensions that go deeper than standard notions of good and evil.... Those with
an affinity for the darkest and most literary crime fiction will want to get here as soon as they
can.”—KirkusReviews (starred review)“The search for redemption is on—redemption through
violence. The deeply flawed Hole is his familiar self: difficult and disrespectful, brilliant and
intuitive.... Told in powerful prose, [The Redeemer]never fails to grip.” —Publishers Weekly“No
doubt about it: Nesbø belongs on every crime-fiction fan’s A-list.” —BooklistAbout the AuthorJo
Nesbø’s books have been translated into forty-seven languages. He is the author of the Harry
Hole series, as well as The Son, Headhunters, and several children’s books. He has received



the Glass Key Award for best Nordic crime novel. He is also a musician, songwriter, and
economist and lives in Oslo. --This text refers to the paperback edition.From the Back
CoverDetective Harry Hole embarrassed the force, and for his sins he’s been reassigned to
mundane surveillance tasks. Butwhile monitoring neo-Nazi activities in Oslo, Hole is
inadvertently drawn into a mystery with deep roots in Norway’sdark past, when members of the
government willinglycollaborated with Nazi Germany. More than sixty years later,this black mark
won’t wash away—and disgraced oldsoldiers who once survived a brutal Russian winter
arebeing murdered, one by one. Now, with only a stained and guilty conscience to guide him, an
angry, alcoholic, error-prone policeman must make his way safely past the trapsand mirrors of a
twisted criminal mind. For a conspiracy is taking rapid and hideous shape around Hole . . . and
Norway’s darkest hour may be still to come.--This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition
edition.Review“Shifting effortlessly between the last days of WWII on the Eastern front and
modern day Oslo, Norwegian Nesbø spins a complex tale of murder, revenge and betrayal. . . .
Perfectly paced and painfully suspenseful.” (Publishers Weekly (starred review) )“Certainly ranks
with the best of current American crime fiction.” (Washington Post Book World )“Paced to grip
and twiddle with your insides, this is a fine thriller.” (Sunday Sport )“Original…demands
concentration but it’s worth the effort.” (Literary Review )“Reading THE REDBREAST is like
watching a hit movie. Author Jo Nesbo’s scenes are so vivid that you can imagine them playing
across the big screen. The pacing is swift. The plot is precise and intricate. The characters are
intriguing.” (USA Today )“[A] bold, ambitious thriller.” (Kirkus Reviews )“Exciting, witty,
melancholy and thought-provoking.” (Daily Telegraph (London) )“An elegant and complex
thriller . . . Ingenious design. . . . Harrowingly beautiful scenes.” (New York Times Book Review ) --
This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Ebook Tops Exclusive: An Essay by Jo
Nesbø on Harry HoleIt is not easy to summarize the protagonist of the series in a few words, but
here are some features of Harry’s personality that are important to me when I write about him:
he’s the type of guy who is driven by his good side as well as his darker side. At times he
believes in his role as law enforcer, at other times he doesn’t. And occasionally he is so gripped
by his emotions that they overwhelm his basic belief in the principles of a state governed by law.
He hunts down criminals with such an intense hatred and finds revenge so hard to resist that at
times he could be mistaken for the antagonists he is fighting. But at the same time he can feel
empathy for, perhaps even a kinship with, the lawbreaker. Harry Hole is a hero with pronounced
weaknesses. All interesting heroes have an Achilles heel, and in Harry’s case, it is alcohol.Harry
feels something akin to what the serial killer feels, the same tension and excitement, when he
approaches a victim and the same anti-climax after the killer is caught. It is Harry’s ambition to
understand both love and evil. He is a passionate guy in all ways. And he is the type of man who
has difficulties controlling his impulses. The fact that he cannot set limits permeates his drinking
habits and his attitude to his job. He takes on cases and is swallowed up by them. It is the same
with his relationships with women. I could have chosen to make Harry and Rakel live happily
ever after and have children, but then we have a completely different person. I like the fact that



he is in transit in his own life, as far as his emotions and his job are concerned. I'm often asked
how much Harry and I have in common. I won't answer that in detail, but when you make a
person a hero, as a writer you are bound to have at least a basic set of values, a goal, a need or
a longing that you can relate to.--This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition
edition.ReviewThe Redeemer rocks! Jo Nesbo is my new favorite thriller writer and Harry Hole
my new hero. This book had my pulse in the red zone from start to finish Interesting and
exciting...Hole and his author provide unusually good reading Literary Review Jo Nesbo is no
ordinary writer Sunday Telegraph publication of a new Nesbo is a cause for
celebration...deserves to be considered as one of the very best crime novels of the year
www.bookgeeks.co.uk Even when you're positive that the mystery is entirely done and dusted, it
invariably turns out that the pragmatic Detective Harry Hole has managed to stay three steps
ahead and there's more to uncover. Time Out The world is finally catching on to the dark delights
of Scandinavian crime fiction, and Norwegian Jo Nesbo is up there at the head of the pack. This
is chilling, spectacular stuff, and anyone looking for serious, and seriously compelling crime
writing need look no further Nesbo's fourth novel [and it] proves to be as brilliant as his other
three...grimly realistic...an engrossing mystery The Scotsman --This text refers to an alternate
kindle_edition edition.From Publishers WeeklyThis sixth installment in Nesbø's popular series
finds Harry Hole, Oslo's most successful and least collaborative police investigator, spending
the Christmas season trying to unravel a knotty murder case while bemoaning the loss of a
friendly superior and working around the demands of the strong-willed new boss. The novel
alternates between Harry's sleuthing and a Croatian assassin's attempt to evade him long
enough to escape the city. John Lee selects a properly surly and world-weary voice for Harry,
and an accented, desperate one for the killer known as the little redeemer. Since the book
travels through various strata of Oslo society and even includes a side trip to the former
Yugoslavia, Lee is given ample opportunity to display a panoply of Norwegian and Croatian
accents. He uses his own rich British accent to guide us smoothly through the novel's descriptive
passages. Since the author packs his fast-paced scenes with crucial details easily missed, Lee's
clear, crisp rendition is a blessing. However, several shifts between Harry's sections and those of
the little redeemer are so abrupt—narrated by that same well-modulated voice—it may take
listeners a moment to realize whose story is being told. A Knopf hardcover. (May) --This text
refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.From Bookmarks MagazineMaybe it's something in
the icy water. Along with Ã…ke Edwardson (Sweden), Karin Fossum (Norway), Stieg Larsson
(Sweden), and Henning Mankel (Sweden), Jo Nesbo¸ is one of a growing number of
Scandinavian crime writers who have burst with great fanfare onto the international scene in the
last few years. Much of the action in The Devil's Star will be familiar to aficionados, though the
author's characters and atmosphere make clear why Nesbo¸'s star is on the rise in America (he's
already wildly popular in Europe). Crime readers who don't yet know Nesbo¸ will embrace the
author, his tormented Harry Hole (comparisons have been made to Michael Connelly's Harry
Bosch), and the complex, noirish Norway hiding beneath the placid surface. --This text refers to



an alternate kindle_edition edition.From BooklistNesbø’s Harry Hole novels have not appeared
in the U.S. in the order in which they were written, and given the stunning events detailed in
Phantom (2012), that disjointed chronology may prove disconcerting for readers of The
Redeemer. Still, it is a fine crime novel. Redemption of one kind or another has always been on
Harry’s mind (his preferred method for finding it is usually in a whiskey bottle), but here the
theme encompasses nearly every character in the book, from various Salvation Army “soldiers”
with multiple secrets in their closets, through an assassin hired to kill one of those soldiers, and
on to Harry’s former boss, Möller. The freezing Oslo winter nicely parallels the icy righteousness
(“the virtue of the lazy and the visionless”) that drives most of these would-be redeemers. The
thin line separating crooks and cops in all of the intensely character-focused Hole novels has
never been thinner or more treacherous than it is here. As Möller puts it, “It’s chance and nuance
that separate the hero from the villain.” HIGH-DEMAND BACKSTORY: Nesbø’s books have sold
15 million copies in 47 languages. A 150,000 first printing will get his latest U.S. release off and
running. --Bill Ott --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Excerpt. © Reprinted by
permission. All rights reserved.part oneAdvent1august 1991 The Stars She was fourteen years
old and sure that if she shut her eyes tight and concentrated she could see the stars through the
roof. All around her, women were breathing. Regular, heavy, nighttime breathing. One was
snoring, and that was Auntie Sara, who had been given a mattress beneath the open
window. She closed her eyes and tried to breathe like the others. It was difficult to sleep,
especially because everything around her was so new and different. The sounds of the night and
the forest beyond the window in Østgård were different. The people she knew from the meetings
in the citadel and the summer camps were somehow not the same. She was not the same,
either. The face and body she saw in the mirror this summer were new. And her emotions, these
strange hot and cold currents that flowed through her when the boys looked at her. Or when one
of them in particular looked at her. Robert. He was different this year, too. She opened her eyes
again and stared. She knew God had the power to do great things, even allow her to see the
stars through the roof. If it was His wish. It had been a long and eventful day. The dry summer
wind had whispered through the corn, and the leaves on the trees danced as if in a fever,
causing the light to filter through to the visitors on the field. They had been listening to one of the
Salvation Army cadets from the -officer--training school talking about his work as a preacher on
the Faeroe Islands. He was -good--looking and spoke with great sensitivity and passion. But she
was preoccupied with shooing away a bumblebee that kept buzzing around her head, and by the
time it moved off, the heat had made her drowsy. When the cadet finished, all faces were turned
to the territorial commander, David Eckhoff, who had been observing them with his smiling,
young eyes, which were actually over fifty years old. He saluted in the Salvation Army manner,
with his right hand raised above his shoulder and pointing to the kingdom of heaven, amid a
resounding shout of “Hallelujah!” Then he prayed for the cadets’ work with the poor and the
pariahs to be blessed, and reminded them of the Gospel of Matthew, where it said that Jesus
the Redeemer was among them, a stranger on the street, maybe a criminal, without food and



without clothing. And that on Judgment Day the righteous, those who had helped the weakest,
would have eternal life. It had all the makings of a long speech, but then someone whispered
something and he said, with a smile, that Youth Hour was next on the program and today it was
Rikard Nilsen’s turn. She had heard Rikard make his voice deeper than it was to thank the
commander. As usual, he had prepared what he was going to say in writing and memorized it.
He stood up and recited how he was going to devote his life to the fight, to Jesus’s fight for the
kingdom of God. His voice was nervous, yet monotonous and soporific. His introverted glower
rested on her. Her eyes were heavy. His sweaty top lip was moving to form the familiar, secure,
tedious phrases. So she -didn’t react when the hand touched her back. Not until it became
fingertips and they wandered down to the small of her back, and lower, and made her freeze
beneath her thin summer dress. She turned and looked into Robert’s smiling brown eyes. And
she wished her skin were as dark as his so that he would not be able to see her blush. “Shh,” Jon
had said. Robert and Jon were brothers. Although Jon was one year older, many people had
taken them for twins when they were younger. But Robert was seventeen now and while they
had retained some facial similarities, the differences were clearer. Robert was happy and
carefree, liked to tease and was good at playing the guitar, but was not always punctual for
services in the citadel, and sometimes the teasing had a tendency to go too far, especially if he
noticed others were laughing. Then Jon would often step in. Jon was an honest, conscientious
boy who most thought would go to -officer--training school and -would—-though this was never
formulated out -loud—-find himself a girl in the Army. The latter could not be taken for granted in
Robert’s case. Jon was three-quarters of an inch taller than Robert, but in some strange way
Robert seemed taller. From the age of twelve Jon had begun to stoop, as though he were
carrying the woes of the world on his back. Both were -dark--skinned, -good--looking, with
regular features, but Robert had something Jon did not have. There was something in his eyes,
something black and playful, which she wanted and yet did not want to investigate further. While
Rikard was talking, her eyes were wandering across the sea of assembled familiar faces. One
day she would marry a boy from the Salvation Army and perhaps they would both be posted to
another town or another part of the country. But they would always return to Østgård, which the
Army had just bought and was to be their summer site from now on. On the margins of the
crowd, sitting on the steps leading to the house, was a boy with blond hair stroking a cat that had
settled in his lap. She could tell that he had been watching her, but he had looked away just as
she noticed. He was the one person here she -didn’t know, but she did know that his name was
Mads Gilstrup, that he was the grandchild of the people who had owned Østgård before, that he
was a couple of years older than her and that the Gilstrup family was wealthy. He was attractive,
in fact, but there was something solitary about him. And what was he doing here, anyway? He
had been there the previous night, walking around with an angry frown on his face, not talking to
anyone. She had felt his eyes on her a few times. Everyone looked at her this year. That was
new, too. She was jerked out of these thoughts by Robert taking her hand, putting something in it
and saying: “Come to the barn when the -general--in--waiting has finished. I’ve got something to



show you.” Then he stood up and walked off, and she looked down into her hand and almost
screamed. With one hand over her mouth, she dropped the object into the grass. It was a
bumblebee. It could still move, despite not having legs or wings. At last Rikard finished, and she
sat watching her parents and Robert and Jon’s parents moving -toward the tables where the
coffee was. They were both what Army people in their respective Oslo congregations called
“strong families,” and she knew watchful eyes were on her. She walked -toward the outhouse.
Once she was around the corner, where no one could see her, she scurried in the direction of
the barn. “Do you know what this is?” said Robert with the smile in his eyes and the deep voice
he had not had the summer before. He was lying on his back in the hay whittling a tree root with
the penknife he always carried in his belt. Then he held it up and she saw what it was. She had
seen drawings. She hoped it was too dark for him to see her blush again. “No,” she lied, sitting
beside him in the hay. And he gave her that teasing look of his, as if he knew something about
her she -didn’t even know herself. She returned his gaze and fell back on her elbows. “This is
where it goes,” he said, and in an instant his hand was up her dress. She could feel the hard tree
root against the inside of her thigh and, before she could close her legs, it was touching her
underpants. His breath was hot on her neck. “No, Robert,” she whispered. “But I made it for you,”
he wheezed in return. “Stop. I don’t want to.” “Are you saying no? To me?” She caught her breath
and was unable either to answer or to scream because at that moment they heard Jon’s voice
from the barn door: “Robert! No, Robert!” She felt him relax and let go, and the tree root was left
between her clenched thighs as he withdrew his hand. “Come here!” Jon said, as though talking
to a disobedient dog. With a chuckle Robert got up, winked at her and ran out into the sun to his
brother. She sat up and brushed the hay off her, feeling both relieved and ashamed at the same
time. Relieved because Jon had spoiled their crazy game. Ashamed because he seemed to
think it was more than that: a game. Later, during grace before their evening meal, she had
looked up straight into Robert’s brown eyes and seen his lips form one word. She -didn’t know
what it was, but she had started to giggle. He was crazy! And she was . . . well, what was she?
Crazy, too. Crazy. And in love? Yes, in love, precisely that. And not in the way she had been when
she was twelve or thirteen. Now she was fourteen and this was bigger. More important. And
more exciting. She could feel the laughter bubbling up inside her now, as she lay there trying to
stare through the roof. Auntie Sara grunted and stopped snoring beneath the window.
Something screeched. An owl? She needed to pee. She didn’t feel like going out, but she had to.
Had to walk through the dewy grass past the barn, which was dark and quite a different
proposition in the middle of the night. She closed her eyes, but it didn’t help. She crept out of her
sleeping bag, slipped on some sandals and tiptoed over to the door. A few stars had appeared in
the sky, but they would disappear when day broke in the east in an -hour’s time. The cool air
caressed her skin as she scampered along, listening to the unidentifiable sounds of the night.
Insects that stayed quiet during the day. Animals hunting. Rikard said he had seen foxes in the
distant copse. Or perhaps the animals were the same ones that were out during the day, but just
made different sounds. They changed. Shed their skins, so to speak. The outhouse stood alone



on a small mound behind the barn. She watched it grow in size as she came closer. The strange,
crooked hut had been made with untreated wooden boards that had warped, split and turned
gray. No windows, a heart on the door. The worst thing about it was that you never knew if
anyone was already in there. And she had an instinct that someone was already in there. She
coughed so that whoever was there might signal his presence. A magpie took off from a branch
on the edge of the wood. Otherwise all was still. She stepped up onto the flagstone. Grabbed the
lump of wood that passed for a door handle. Pulled it. The black room gaped open. She
breathed out. There was a flashlight beside the toilet seat, but she -didn’t need to switch it on.
She raised the seat lid before closing the door and fastening the door hook. Then she pulled up
her nightgown, pulled down her underwear and sat down. In the ensuing silence she thought
she heard something. Something that was neither animal nor magpie nor insects shedding skin.
Something that moved fast through the tall grass behind the toilet. Then the trickle started and
the noise was obscured. But her heart had already started pounding. When she had finished,
she quickly pulled up her underpants and sat in the dark listening. But all she could hear was a
faint ripple in the tops of the trees and her blood throbbing in her ears. She waited for her pulse
to slow down, then she unhooked the catch and opened the door. The dark figure filled almost
the entire doorway. He must have been standing and waiting silently outside on the stone step.
The next minute she was splayed over the toilet seat and he stood above her. He closed the
door behind him. “You?” she said. “Me,” he said in an alien, tremulous, husky voice. Then he was
on top of her. His eyes glittered in the dark as he bit her lower lip until he drew blood and one
hand found the way under her nightgown and tore off her underwear. She lay there crippled with
fear beneath the knife blade that stung the skin on her neck while he kept thrusting his groin into
her before he had even got his trousers off, like some crazed, copulating dog. “One word from
you and I’ll cut you into pieces,” he whispered. And not one word issued from her mouth.
Because she was fourteen years old and sure that if she shut her eyes tightly and concentrated
she would be able to see the stars through the roof. God had the power to do things like that. If it
was His wish. --This text refers to the paperback edition.Read more
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bltbuttie, “fantastic book!. So pleased i bought this although i need to find a bigger printer to
stop use ink and 60 pages of a4 paper for the patterns! But useful and lots of handy tips”

Eileen Porter, “To follow the show. I was so glad to receive this at the start of the show so I can
follow and make the same mistakes or not !!”

The book by Juliet Uzor has a rating of  5 out of 4.6. 37 people have provided feedback.
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