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Description : 

Prsentation de l'diteurFrom the author of The Gustav SonataWinner of the Whitbread Novel AwardIn the 
year 1629, a young English lutenist named Peter Claire arrives at the Danish Court to join King Christian 
IV's Royal Orchestra. From the moment when he realises that the musicians perform in a freezing cellar 
underneath the royal apartments, Peter Claire understands that he's come to a place where the opposing 

states of light and dark, good and evil, are waging war to the death.Designated the King's 'Angel' because of 
his good looks, he finds himself falling in love with the young woman who is the companion of the King's 

adulterous and estranged wife, Kirsten. With his loyalties fatally divided between duty and passion, how can 
Peter Claire find the path that will realise his hopes and save his soul?Over a million Rose Tremain books 
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soldA writer of exceptional talent ... Tremain is a writer who understands every emotion Independent IThere 
are few writers out there with the dexterity or emotional intelligence to rival that of the great Rose Tremain 

Irish TimesTremain has the painterly genius of an Old Master, and she uses it to stunning effect The 
TimesRose Tremain is one of the very finest British novelists Salman RushdieTremain is a writer of 

exemplary vision and particularity. The fictional world is rendered with extraordinary vividness Marcel 
Theroux, GuardianExtraitLilac and LindenA lamp is lit.Until this moment, when the flame of the lamp flares 

blue, then settles to steady yellow inside its ornate globe, the young man had been impressed by the 
profound darkness into which, upon his late-night arrival at the palace of Rosenborg, he had suddenly 

stepped. Tired from his long sea journey, his eyes stinging, his walk unsteady, he had been questioning the 
nature of this darkness. For it seemed to him not merely an external phenomenon, having to do with an 

actual absence of light, but rather as though it emanated from within him, as if he had finally crossed the 
threshold of his own absence of hope.Now, he is relieved to see the walls of a panelled room take shape 
around him. A voice says: 'This is the Vinterstue. The Winter Room.'The lamp is lifted up. Held high, it 

burns more brightly, as though sustained by purer air, and the young man sees a shadow cast onto the wall. It 
is a long, slanting shadow and so he knows it is his own. It appears to have a deformity, a hump, occurring 

along its spine from below the shoulder-blades to just above the waist. But this is the shadow's trickery. The 
young man is Peter Claire, the lutenist, and the curvature on his back is his lute.He is standing near a pair of 
lions, made of silver. Their eyes seem to watch him in the flickering gloom. Beyond them he can see a table 

and some tall chairs. But Peter Claire is separate from everything, cannot lean on any object, cannot rest. 
And now, the lamp moves and he must follow.'It may be', says a tall gentleman, who hurries on, carrying the 

light, 'that His Majesty, King Christian, will command you to play for him tonight. He is not well and his 
physicians have prescribed music. Therefore, members of the royal orchestra must be ready to perform at all 

times, day and night. I thought it best to advise you of this straight away.'Peter Claire's feelings of dismay 
increase. He begins to curse himself, to berate his own ambition for bringing him here to Denmark, for 

taking him so far from the places and people he had loved. He is at the end of his journey and yet he feels 
lost. Within this arrival some terrifying departure lies concealed. And suddenly, with peculiar speed, the 

lamp moves and everything in the room seems to rearrange itself. Peter Claire sees his shadow on the wall 
become elongated, stretching upwards for a few seconds towards the ceiling before being swallowed by the 
darkness, with no trace of it remaining.Then the end of a corridor is reached and the gentleman stops before 
a door. He knocks and waits, putting a finger to his lips and leaning close against the door to listen for the 
command from within. It comes at last, a voice deep and slow, and Peter Claire finds himself, in the next 
minute, standing before King Christian, who is sitting in a chair in his night-shirt. Before him, on a small 

table, is a pair of scales and by these a clutch of silver coins.The English lutenist bows as the King looks up 
and Peter Claire will always remember that, as King Christian first glimpses him in this dark middle of a 
winter's night, there comes into His Majesty's eyes a look of astonishment and, staring intently at the lute 

player's face, he whispers a single word: 'Bror.''I beg your pardon, Sir ...?' says Peter Claire.'Nothing,' says 
the King. 'A ghost. Denmark is full of ghosts. Did no one warn you?''No, Your Majesty.''Never mind. You 

will see them for yourself. We are one of the oldest nations on earth. But you should know that it is a time of 
storms here, of confusion, of incomprehension, of bitter boiling muddle.''Of muddle, Sir?''Yes. This is why I 

am weighing silver. I weigh the same pieces over and over again, to ensure that there is no error. No 
possibility of error. I am trying, piece by piece and day by day, to reimpose order upon chaos.'Peter Claire 
does not know how to reply to this and he is aware that the tall gentleman, without his noticing, has gone 

from the room, leaving him alone with the King, who now pushes the scales aside and settles himself more 
comfortably in the chair.King Christian lifts his head and asks: 'How old are you, Mr Claire? Where do you 
come from?'A fire is burning in the room, which is the Skrivestue, the King's study, and the small chamber 

smells sweetly of applewood and leather.Peter Claire replies that he is twenty-seven and that his parents live 
in the town of Harwich on the east coast of England. He adds that the sea in winter can be unforgiving 
there.'Unforgiving. Unforgiving!' says the King. 'Well, we must hurry on, pass over or skirt around that 

word. Unforgiving. But I tell you, lutenist, I am tortured by lice. Do not look alarmed. Not in my hair or on 
my pillow. I mean by cowards, rascals, liars, sots, cheats and lechers. Where are the philosophers? That is 

what I constantly ask.'Peter Claire hesitates before answering.'No need to reply,' says the King. 'For they are 
all gone from Denmark. There is not one left.'Then His Majesty stands up and moves towards the fire where 
Peter Claire is standing, and takes up a lamp and holds it near the young man's face. He examines the face 

and Peter Claire lowers his eyes because he has been warned not to stare at the King. This King is ugly. King 



Charles I of England, King Louis XIII of France, these are handsome men at this perilous moment in history, 
but King Christian IV of Denmark - all-powerful, brave and cultured as he is reported to be - has a face like 
a loaf.The lutenist, to whom, by cruel contrast, nature has given an angel's countenance, can smell wine on 

the King's breath. But he does not dare to move, not even when the King reaches up and tenderly touches his 
cheek with his hand. Peter Claire, with his blond hair and his eyes the colour of the sea, has been considered 

handsome from childhood. He wears this handsomeness lightly, frequently forgetting about it, as though 
almost impatient for time to take it away. He once overheard his sister Charlotte praying to God to be given 

his face in exchange for hers. He thought, it is really of little value to me; far better it were hers. And yet 
now, in this unfamiliar place, when his own thoughts are so sombre and dark, the lute player finds that his 
physical beauty is once again the subject of unexpected scrutiny.'I see. I see,' whispers the King. 'God has 

exaggerated, as He so often seems to do. Beware the attentions of my wife, Kirsten, who is a fool for yellow 
hair. I advise a mask when you are in her presence. And all beauty vanishes away, but of course you know 
that, I needn't underline the self-evident.''I know that beauty vanishes, Sir.''Of course you do. Well, you had 
better play for me. I suppose you know that we had your Mr Dowland here at court. The conundrum there 

was that such beautiful music could come from so agitated a soul. The man was all ambition and hatred, yet 
his ayres were as delicate as rain. We would sit there and blub, and Master Dowland would kill us with his 

furious look. I told my mother to take him to one side and say: ''Dowland, this will not do and cannot be 
tolerated,'' but he told her music can only be born out of fire and fury. What do you think about that?'Peter 

Claire is silent for a moment. For a reason he can't name, this question consoles him and he feels his 
agitation diminish by a fraction. 'I think that it is born out of fire and fury, Sir,' he says, 'but also out of the 
antitheses to these - out of cold reason and calm.''This sounds logical. But of course we do not really know 
where music comes from or why, or when the first note of it was heard. And we shall never know. It is the 
human soul, speaking without words. But it seems to cure pain - this is an honest fact. I yearn, by the way, 
for everything to be transparent, honest and true. So why do you not play me one of Dowland's Lachrimae? 
Economy of means was his gift and this I dote upon. His music leaves no room for exhibitionism on the part 
of the performer.'Peter Claire unslings his lute from his back and holds it close against his body. His ear (in 
which he wears a tiny jewel once given to him by an Irish countess) strains to hear, as he plucks and tunes. 

King Christian sighs, waiting for the sweet melody to begin. He is a heavy man. Any alteration of his body's 
position seems to cause him a fleeting moment of discomfort.Now Peter Claire arranges his body into the 
stance he must always adopt when he performs: leaning forward from the hips, head out, chin down, right 
arm forming a caressing half-circle, so that the instrument is held at the exact centre of his being. Only in 

this way can he feel that the music emanates from him. He begins to play. He hears the purity of the sound 
and suspects that this, alone, is what will count with the King of Denmark.When the song is over he glances 
at the King, but the King doesn't move. His wide hands clutch the arms of the chair. From the left side of his 

dark head falls a long, thin plait of hair, fastened with a pearl. 'In springtime,' Christian says suddenly, 
'Copenhagen used to smell of lilac and of linden. I do not know where this heavenly scent has gone.'Kirsten 
Munk, Consort of King Christian IV of Denmark: From Her Private PapersWell, for my thirtieth birthday, I 
have been given a new Looking-glass which I thought I would adore. I thought I would dote upon this new 
Glass of mine. But there is an error in it, an undoubted fault in its silvering, so that the wicked object makes 
me look fat. I have sent for a hammer.My birthday gifts, I here record, were not as marvellous as the givers 
of them pretended they were. My poor old Lord and Master, the King, knowing my fondness for gold, gave 
me a little gold Statue of himself mounted on a gold horse and bearing a gold tilting pole. The horse, being 

in a prancing attitude, has his front legs lifted from the ground, so that the foolish thing would fall over, were 
it not for a small Harlequin pretending to run beside...CritiqueMusic and Silence is a wonderful, joyously 
noisy book. - Steven Poole, The Guardian She is the best historical novelist of her generation. She evokes 

the past with sensuality, wit and superb sleights of hand. - A. N. Wilson, Evening Standard The delicacy of 
this haunting, mythical novel is beautifully complemented by the three-voice narration and the intermittent 

Dowland and Byrd. It creates the mesmerising, unhappy worlds of Christian IV's Denmark, where his 
musicians play unseen in chilly cellars, and of crazed Count O'Fingal's Ireland, where he pursues a tune 

heard in his dream. - Rachel Redford, The Observer Rose Tremain is an even more arresting and 
atmospheric writer than Zafn, and much better at intricate plots. Her Music and Silence is told from three 
points of view, made more vivid on audio by the use of three narrators: Michael Praed, who projects the 
eccentric but guilt-haunted King Christian IV of Denmark (1577-1648), Alison Dowling, horrid as his 
strident, sex-obsessed consort Kirsten, and Clare Wille as the gushingly romantic Francesca, Countess 



O'Fingal. Linking them all is the lute player Peter Claire (cue apt Naxos lute music by Dowling and Byrd) 
and his ill-fated affair with Emilia, Kirsten's companion. - Christina Hardyment, The Times Michael Praed 
shines in his performance of Tremain's 1995 Whitbread Award-winning novel. His intimate, sensual voice 

and use of pacing even within sentences adds nuance to each scene. He has a distinct voice for each 
character, and his variety of accents are believable and without affectation. Especially engaging are the 

story's central characters: King Christian IV of 17th-century Denmark has the quiet, gravelly voice of age 
and profound sadness; the lutenist Peter Claire (the central love interest) is very appealing. Clare Wille 

expertly handles the emotional swings of Christian's childish, scheming and sex-crazed wife, Kirsten. The 
device of alternating voices becomes somewhat annoying in an abridgment, but the plot line is clear, and 

lovely 17th-century lute intervals signal omissions. - Publisher's Weekly English lutenist Peter Claire 
performs in the royal orchestra of King Christian IV's 17th-century Danish court, stirring the hearts of the 
principal women in this novel. Royal family dynamics are interwoven with love and lust as Claire catches 

the eye of the king and achieves a far-flung influence on a number of fronts his political clout reaches from a 
widowed Irish countess of Spanish origins to the workers in the Scandinavian silver mines. Chapters are 

interspersed with delicate lute chords, and the alternating voices of the readers animate the narrative of each 
of the main characters. Feminine and breathy, Alison Dowling and Clare Wille give velvety, expressive 
voices to the female characters' tales. Michael Praed's strong, unaffected speech depicts the intensity and 
desperation of the characters he portrays. Mortal danger and the prospect of tragedy build as the narrators 
deliver their spirited array of voices. --A.W. AudioFile 2009English lutenist Peter Claire performs in the 

royal orchestra of King Christian IV's 17th-century Danish court, stirring the hearts of the principal women 
in this novel. Royal family dynamics are interwoven with love and lust as Claire catches the eye of the king 

and achieves a far-flung influence on a number of fronts his political clout reaches from a widowed Irish 
countess of Spanish origins to the workers in the Scandinavian silver mines. Chapters are interspersed with 

delicate lute chords, and the alternating voices of the readers animate the narrative of each of the main 
characters. Feminine and breathy, Alison Dowling and Clare Wille give velvety, expressive voices to the 

female characters' tales. Michael Praed's strong, unaffected speech depicts the intensity and desperation of 
the characters he portrays. Mortal danger and the prospect of tragedy build as the narrators deliver their 

spirited array of voices. --A.W. AudioFile 2009 


