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Description :

Prsentation de I'diteurBlending science fiction and dark fantasy, this monumental Victorian thriller isa
dazzling feast for the senses: an action-packed roller-coaster ride of suspense, betrayal, and richly fevered
dreams. It starts with a simple note. Roger Bascombe regretfully wishes to inform Celeste Temple that their
engagement is forthwith terminated. Determined to find out why, Miss Temple takes the first step in a
journey that will propel her into adizzyingly seductive, utterly shocking world beyond her imagining.
Nothing could have prepared Miss Temple for the things she would find behind the closed doors of
forbidding Harschmort Manor: men and women in provocative disguise, acts of licentiousness and violence,
heroism and awakening. But she will also find two allies: Cardinal Chang, a brutal assassin with the heart of
apoet, and aroyal doctor named Svenson, at once fumbling and heroicboth of whom, like her, lost someone
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at Harschmort Manor. As the unlikely trio search for answers, hurtling them from elegant brothels to gadlit
alleyways to shocking moments of self-discovery, they are confronted by puzzles within puzzles. And the
closer they get to the truth, the more their lives are in danger. For the conspiracy they facean astonishing
alchemy of science, perverted religion, and lust for poweris so terrifying as to be beyond belief. Praise for
The Glass Books of the Dream Eaters The most original thing Ive read in years: deftly executed, relentlessly
inventive, and with atrio of the most unusual and engaging heroes who ever took on a sinister cabal out to
rule the world by means of sex and dreams.Diana Gabaldon A tale that combines swashbuckling adventure,
a big dose of science fiction and burgeoning romance.USA Today Rich. . . studded with treats.. . .
beautifully written.Entertainment Weekly Sweeping, highly original and absorbing . . . defies
categorization.The Dallas Morning NewsFrom the Hardcover edition.Extraitit would be simple enough to
follow him. Roger was a man of habits, and even when his hours of work wereirregular he would still take
his mid-day meal, whenever he did take it, at the same restaurant. Miss Temple found an antiquarian book
shop across the streetwhere, as she was obliged to purchase something for standing so long watching
through its window, she on impulse selected a complete four-volume Illustrated Lives of Sea Martyrs. The
books were detailed enough to warrant her spending the time in the window, apparently examining the
colored plates, while actually watching Roger first enter and then, after an hour, re-emerge, alone, from the
heavy doors across the street. He walked straight back into the Ministry courtyard. Miss Temple arranged for
her purchase to be delivered to the Boniface, and walked back into the street, feeling like afool. She had re-
crossed the square before her reason convinced her that she was not so much afool as an inexperienced
observer. It was pointless to watch from outside the restaurant. It was only from inside that she could have
determined whether or not Roger dined alone, or with others, or with which particular others, or whether
with any of whom he might have shared significant wordsall crucial information. Further, unless he had
merely thrown her over for his workwhich she doubted, scoffingshe was like to learn nothing from observing
his working day. It was after workobviouslythat any real intelligence would be gathered. Abruptly, for by
this time she was across the square and in the midst of the shops, she entered a store whose windows were
thick with all shapes of luggage, hampers, oilskins, gaiters, pith helmets, lanterns, telescopes, and a ferocious
array of walking sticks. She emerged some time later, after exacting negotiations, wearing aladies black
traveling cloak, with a deep hood and several especially cunning pockets. A visit to another shop filled one
pocket with opera glasses, and avisit to athird weighed down a second pocket with aleather bound
notebook and an all-weather pencil. Miss Temple then took her tea. Between cups of Darjeeling and two
scones slathered with cream she made opening entries in the notebook, prefacing her entire endeavor and
then detailing the day's work so far. That she now had a kind of uniform and a set of tools made everything
that much easier and much less about her particular feelings, for tasks requiring clothes and accoutrements
were by definition objective, even scientific, in nature. In keeping with this, she made a point to write her
entriesin akind of cipher, replacing proper names and places with synonyms or word-play that hopefully
would be impenetrable to all but herself (al referencesto the Ministry were to "Minsk™ or even just
"Russia’, and Roger himselfin a complex train of thought that started with him as a snake that had shed his
skin, to a snake being charmed by the attractions of others, to India, and finally, because of his still-
remarkable persona presencebecame "the Rgjah"). Against the possibility that she might be making her
observations for some time and in some discomfort, she ordered a sausage roll for later. It was placed on her
table, wrapped in thick wax paper, and presently bundled into another pocket of her cloak. Though the
winter was verging into spring, the city was still damp around the edges, and the evenings colder than the
lengthening days seemed to promise. Miss Temple |eft the tea shop at four o'clock, knowing Roger to leave
usually at five, and hired a carriage. She instructed her driver in alow, direct tone of voice, after assuring
him he would be well paid for histime, that they would be following a gentleman, most likely in another
carriage, and that she would rap on the roof of the coach to indicate the man when he appeared. The driver
nodded, but said nothing else. She took his silence to mean that this was a usual enough thing, and felt all the
more sure of herself, settling in the back of the coach, readying her glasses and her notebook, waiting for
Roger to appear. When he did, some 40 minutes later, she nearly missed him, amusing herself for the
moment by peering through the opera glasses into nearby open windowsbut some tingling intuition caused
her to glance back at the courtyard gates just in time to see Roger (standing in the road with an air of
confidence and purpose that made her breath catch) flag down a coach of his own. Miss Temple rapped
sharply on the roof of the coach, and they were off. The thrill of the chasecomplicated by the thrill of seeing
Roger (which she was nearly certain was the result of the task at hand and not any residual affection)was



quickly tempered when, after the first few turns, it became evident that Roger's destination was nothing more
provocative than his own home. Again, Miss Temple was forced to admit the possibility that her rejection
might have been in favor of norival, but, as it were, immaculate. It was possible. It might even have been
preferable. Indeed, as her coach trailed along the route to the Bascombe housea path she knew so well asto
once have considered it nearly her ownshe reflected on the likelihood that it was that another woman had
taken her place in Roger's heart. To her frank mind, it was not likely at al. Looking at the facts of Roger's
daya Spartan path of work to meal to work to home where undoubtedly he would, after ameal, immerse
himself in still more workit was more reasonable to conclude that he had placed her second to his vaulting
ambition. It seemed a stupid choice, as she felt she could have assisted him in any number of sharp and
subtle ways, but she could at |east follow the (faulty, childish) logic. She was imagining Roger's eventual
realization of what he had (callously, foolishly, blindly) thrown aside, and then her own strange urge to
comfort him in this sure-to-be-imminent distress when she saw that they had arrived. Roger's coach had
stopped before his front entrance, and her own a discreet distance behind. Roger did not get out of the coach.
Instead, after adelay of some minutes, the front door opened and his manservant Phillips came toward the
coach bearing a bulky black-wrapped bundle. He handed this to Roger through the open coach door, and
then in turn received Roger's black satchel and two thickly bound portfolios of paper. Phillips carried these
items of Roger Bascombe's work day back into the house, and closed the door behind him. A moment later,
Roger's coach jerked forward, returning at some pace into the thick of the city. Miss Temple rapped on her
coach's ceiling and was thrown back into her seat as the horses leapt ahead, resuming their trailing
surveillance. By thistimeit was fully dark, and Miss Temple was more and more forced to rely on her driver
that they were on the right path. Even when she leaned her head out of the windownow wearing the hood for
secrecyshe could only glimpse the coaches ahead of them, with no longer a clear confidence about which
might be Roger's at all. Thisfeeling of uncertainty took deeper hold the longer they drove along, as now the
first tendrils of evening fog began to reach them, creeping up from the river. By the time they stopped again,
she could barely see her own horses. The driver leaned down and pointed to a high, shadowed archway over
agreat staircase that led down into a cavernous gas-lit tunnel. She stared at it and realized that the shifting
ground at its base, which she first took to be rats streaming into a sewer, was actually a crowd of dark-
garbed people flowing through and down into the depths below. It looked absolutely infernal, a sickly-
yellow portal surrounded by murk, offering passage to hideous depths. " Stropping, Miss,” the driver called
down and then, in response to Miss Temple's lack of movement, "train station." She felt asif she'd been
slappedor at |east the hot shame she imagined being actually slapped must feel like. Of course it was the
train station. A sudden spike of excitement drove her leaping from the cab to the cobblestones. She quickly
thrust money into the driver's hand and launched herself toward the glowing arch. Stropping Station. This
was exactly what she had been looking forRoger was doing something else. It took her afew desperate
moments to find him, having wasted valuable seconds gaping in the coach. The tunnel opened into alarger
staircase that led down into the main lobby and past that to the tracks themselves, all under an intricate and
vast canopy of ironwork and soot-covered brick. "Like Vulcan's cathedral,” Miss Temple smiled, the vista
spreading out beneath her, rather proud of so acutely retaining her wits. Beyond coining similes, she had the
further presence of mind to step to the side of the stairs, use alamp post to perch herself briefly on arailing,
and with that vantage use the opera glasses to look over the whole of the crowdwhich her height alone would
never have afforded. It was only a matter of moments before she found Roger. Again, instead of
immediately rushing, she followed his progress across the lobby to a particular train. When she was sure she
had seen him enter the train, she climbed off of the railing and set off first to find out where it was going,
and then to buy aticket. She had never been in a station of such sizeStropping carried all traffic to the north
and westmuch less at the crowded close of aworking day, and to Miss Temple it was like being thrust into
an ant-hill. It was usual in her life for her small size and delicate strength to pass unnoticed, taken for
granted but rarely relevant, like an unwillingness to eat eels. In Stropping Station, however, despite knowing
where she was going (to the large chalk board detailing platforms and destinations), Miss Temple found
herself shoved along pell mell, quite apart from her own intentions, the view from within her hood blocked
by a swarm of elbows and ...Revue de presse’Oh, this guy is goooood! Thisisthe most original thing I've
read in years: deftly executed, relentlessly inventive, and with atrio of the most unusual and engaging heroes
who ever took on a sinister cabal out to rule the world by means of sex and dreams.” Diana Gabaldon"A tale
that combines swashbuckling adventure, a big dose of science fiction and burgeoning romance."USA Today
studded with treatsbeautifully writtenEntertainment Weekly"A combination of science fiction, dark fantasy,



thriller and gothic horror, this novel is as flat-out fun, engaging and funny as any tale of mystery and
imagination | can recall."John R. Alden, Cleveland Plain Dealer” Sweeping, highly original and absorbing.
Defies categorization."Dallas Morning News



