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Description :

Prsentation de I'diteurWelcome to Riverside, where the aristocratic and the ambitious battle for power and
prestige in the citys labyrinth of streets and ballrooms, theatres and brothels, boudoirs and salons. Into this
aluring and alarming world walks a bright young woman ready to take it on and make her fortune. A well-
bred country girl, Katherine knows all the rules of conventional society. Her biggest mistake is thinking they
apply.Katherines host and uncle, Alec Campion, the capricious and decadent Mad Duke Tremontaine, isin
charge hereand to him, rules are made to be broken. When he decides it would be far more amusing for his
niece to learn swordplay than to follow the usual path to ballroom and husband, her world changes forever.
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And theres no going back. Blade in hand, its up to Katherine to find her own way through a maze of secrets
and betrayals, nobles and scoundrelsand to gain the power, respect, and self-discovery that come to those
who masterExtraitChapter | No one sends for a niece they've never seen before just to annoy her family and
ruin her life. That, at least, iswhat | thought. This was before | had ever been to the city. | had never beenin
aduel, or held asword myself. | had never kissed anyone, or had anyone try to kill me, or worn avelvet
cloak. | had certainly never met my uncle the Mad Duke. Once | met him, much was explained.*** On the
day we received my uncle's letter, | wasin the pantry counting our stock of silverware. Laden with lists, |
joined my mother in the sunny parlor over the gardens where she was hemming kerchiefs. We did these
things ourselves these days. Outside, | could hear the crows cawing in the hills, and the sheep bleating over
them. | wasn't looking at her; my eyes were on the papers before me, and | was worrying about the spoons,
which needed polishing, but we might have to sell them, so why bother now?'Three hundred and thirteen
spoons,” | said, consulting the lists. "We're short three spoons from last time, Mother." She did not reply. |
looked up. My mother was staring out the window and gnawing on one end of her silky hair. | wish | had
hair like that; mine curls, in all the wrong ways. "Do you think," she said at last, "that we should have that
tree taken down?""We're doing silver inventory,” | said sternly, "and we're short."" Are you sure you have
theright list? When did we count them last?'" Gregory's Coming-of-Age party, | think. My hands smelt of
polish all through dinner. And he never even thanked me for it, the pig.""Oh, Katherine."My mother has a
way of saying my name as though it were an entire speech. This one included When will you and How silly
and | couldn't do without you all at once. But | wasn't in the mood to hear it. While it must be done and there
IS no sense shirking, counting silver is not my favorite chore, athough it ranks above fine needlework and
making jam. "I bet no one likes Greg there in the city, either, unless he's learned to be nicer to people.” There
was a sudden jerky movement as she set her sewing down. | waited to be chastised. The silence became
frightening. | looked to see that her hands were clutching the work down in her lap, regardless of what that
was doing to the linen. She was holding her head very high, which was a mistake, because the moment |
looked | knew from the set of her mouth and the wideness of her eyes that she was trying not to cry. Softly |
put down my papers and knelt at her side, nestling in her skirtswhere | felt safe. "I'm sorry, Mama," | said,
stroking the fabric. "I didn't mean it."My mother twisted her finger in alock of my hair. "Katie. . ." She
breathed along sigh. "I've had aletter from my brother."My breath caught. "Oh, no! Isit the lawsuit? Are we
ruined?'" Quite the contrary.” But she didn't smile. The line that had appeared between her brows last year
only got deeper. "No, it's an invitation. To Tremontaine House."My uncle the Mad Duke had never invited
usto visit him. It wouldn't be decent. Everyone knew how he lived. But that wasn't the point. The point was
that almost since | was born, he had been out to ruin us. It was utterly ridiculous. when he had just inherited
vast riches from their grandmother, the Duchess Tremontaine, along with the title, he started dickering over
the bit of land my mother had gotten from their parents for her dowry--or rather, hislawyers did. The points
were all so obscure that only the lawyers seemed to understand them, and no one my father hired could ever
get the better of them. We didn't lose the land; we just kept having to sink more and more money into
lawyers, while the land my uncle was contesting went into a trust that made it unavailable to us, along with
its revenues, which made it even harder to pay the lawyers. . . .I was quite small, but | remember how awful
it always was when the |etters came, heavy with their alarming seals. There would be an hour or two of
perfect, dreadful stillness, and then everything would explode. My father would shout all sorts of things at
my mother about her mad family, and why couldn't she control them al, he might as well have married the
goosegirl for al the good she did him! And she would cry it wasn't her fault her brother was mad, and why
didn't he ask her parents what was wrong with the contract instead of badgering her, and hadn't she done her
duty by him? | heard quite alot of this because when the shouting started she would clutch meto her, and
when it was over she and | would often sneak off to the pantry and steal a pot of jam and eat it under the
stairs. At the dinner table my father would quarrel with my older brothers about the cost of Greg's horses or
Seb's tutors, or what they should plant in the south reach, or what to do about tenants poaching rabbits. | was
glad | was too young for him to pay much attention to; only sometimes he would take my facein hisbig
hands and look at me hard, asif he were trying to find out which side of the family | favored. "You're a
sensible girl," he'd say hopefully. "Y ou're a help to your mother, aren't you?' Well, | tried to be. Father died
suddenly when | was eleven. Things got much quieter then. And just as suddenly, the lawsuits stopped as
well. It was asif the Mad Duke Tremontaine had forgotten all about us. Then, about a year ago, just when we
had begun to stop counting every copper, the letters started coming again, with their heavy seals. It seemed
the lawsuit was back.My brother Sebastian begged to be allowed to go to the city to study law at University,



but Seb was needed at home; he was much too clever about land and farming and things. Instead Gregory,
who was Lord Talbert now, went to the city to find us new lawyers, and take his place on the Council of
Lords. It was expensive having him there, and we were once again without the revenue from my mother's
portion. If we didn't sell the spoons, we were going to have to sell some of my father's land, and everyone
knows once you start chipping away at your estate, you're pretty much done for.And now here was the Mad
Duke, actually inviting usto the city to be his guests at Tremontaine House. My mother looked troubled, but
| knew such an invitation could mean only one thing: an end to the horrible lawsuits, the awful letters.
Surely all was forgiven and forgotten. We would go to town and take our place amongst the nobility there at
last, with parties and dancing and music and jewels and clothes--1 threw my arms around my mother's waist,
and hugged her warmly. "Oh, Mama! | knew no one could stay angry with you forever. | am so happy for
you!"But she pulled away from me. "Don't be. The entire thing isridiculous. It's out of the question.” "But--
don't you wish to see your brother again? If | hadn't seen Greg or Seb for twenty years, I'd at least be
curious.""l know what Davey's like." She twisted the handkerchief in her hand. "He hasn't changed a bit. He
fought with our parents all thetime. . . " She stroked my hair. "Y ou don't know how lucky you are, Kitty, to
have such akind and loving family. | know Papa was sometimes harsh, but he did care for all of us. And you
and | have always been the best of friends, haven't we?'l nodded. "Davey and | were like that. Friends. Good
friends, together against the world. We made up games, and protected each other. But people grow up, don't
they? Y ou can't stay a child forever. When my parents chose a husband for me, we were--he was--well,
Davey just didn't understand that things must change.""He hated Papa, didn't he?'"He was only a boy; what
did he know? Charles was a neighbor, not some stranger. My parents trusted him and knew he'd take good
care of me. Of course | shed afew tears; | wasayoung girl, afraid to leave my home for the first time. My
brother, though--well, he ssmply could not understand that, in the end, one has a duty to one's family. He
never did, and he never will." She was going to ruin that cloth, but | didn't want to stop her flow of words. A
lot had happened in our family that no one had ever explained to me." And now it's the same thing all over
again! " she cried, ripping the hem without seeing it. "Just when we thought things were about to get better,
he went and made them worse, much worse, to please himself and hurt the rest of us. Just the same as
now." She started stabbing at the kerchief with her needle. "How?" | breathed, hoping to still her hands,
hoping to keep the words coming. "How is it the same?'" The duchess," my mother said, her lipstight. She
wasn't even seeing me, | could tell; her eyes were on an invisible past when everything had gone wrong
before | was born. "Our grandmother, the noble Duchess Tremontaine. Who didn't even come to my
wedding; she still wasn't speaking to our mother. But she invited my brother to the city, to stay with her at
Tremontaine House. It was his big chance--our big chance--to reconcile with her, to make something of
himself. And what did he do? He ran away.""Where?'"To University." She bit athread in half. "Right there
in the city, right under the duchess's very nose. Mother was beside herself. Gregory had just been born, and |
had to leave him here all alone with your father and the servants to go and tend to her. Y ou know what she
was like." | nodded; Grandmother Campion had been terrifying. "Next we heard, he'd run away from
University aswell, gone to live in some city sslum. We were sure he was dead. But he wasn't dead. He was
bringing more shame on us by carrying on with a notorious swordsman. It all came out when the d...Revue
de presse’lt's beautifully written, breezy, quick, hysterically funny, poignant and bloody and world-weary
and heartrendingly naive by turns. Thisis afantastic book, a coming-of-age story, and | love it with a quite
deep and unreasonable love".Elizabeth Bear, author of Worldwired"Winning high fantasy ... awelcome
return to the romantic Riverside world Kushner introduced in Swordspoint.” Publishers Weekly"One of the
most gorgeous books I've ever read: it's witty and wonderful, with characters that will provoke, charm and
delight."Holly Black, author of Tithe and Valiant"A magical mixture of Dumas and Georgette Heyer. The
dialogue dazzles and so does the swordplay."Kelly Link, author of Magic For Beginners'A swashbuckler for
womensplendid!" Tamora PierceUnholy fun, and wholly fun...an elegant riposte, dazzlingly executed.
Gregory Maguire, NY T bestselling author of WickedFrom the Trade Paperback edition.



