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Description :

Prsentation de I'diteur'Playful and intensely imaginative, Erin Morgenstern has created the circus | have
always longed for. Thisisamarvellous book' Audrey Niffenegger, author of The Time Traveler's WifeThe
circus arrives without warning. No announcements precede it. It is ssmply there, when yesterday it was not.

The black sign, painted in white letters that hangs upon the gates, reads.Opens at NightfallCloses at DawnAs
the sun disappears beyond the horizon, all over the tents small lights begin to flicker, as though the entirety
of the circusis covered in particularly bright fireflies. When the tents are all aglow, sparkling against the
night sky, the sign appears.L e Cirque des RvesThe Circus of Dreams.Now the circus is open.Now you may
enter.ExtraitANTICIPATIONThe circus arrives without warning.No announcements precede it, no paper
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notices on downtown posts and billboards, no mentions or advertisements in local newspapers. It issimply
there, when yesterday it was not.The towering tents are striped in white and black, no golds and crimsonsto
be seen. No color at al, save for the neighboring trees and the grass of the surrounding fields. Black-and-
white stripes on grey sky; countless tents of varying shapes and sizes, with an elaborate wrought-iron fence
encasing them in a colorless world. Even what little ground is visible from outside is black or white, painted
or powdered, or treated with some other circustrick.But it is not open for business. Not just yet.Within hours
everyone in town has heard about it. By afternoon the news has spread several towns over. Word of mouth is
amore effective method of advertisement than typeset words and exclamation points on paper pamphlets or
posters. It isimpressive and unusual news, the sudden appearance of a mysterious circus. People marvel at
the staggering height of the tallest tents. They stare at the clock that sits just inside the gates that no one can
properly describe.And the black sign painted in white |etters that hangs upon the gates, the one that
reads.Opens at NightfallCloses at DawnWhat kind of circusis only open at night? people ask. No one has a
proper answer, yet as dusk approaches there is a substantial crowd of spectators gathering outside the
gates.Y ou are amongst them, of course. Y our curiosity got the better of you, as curiosity iswont to do. You
stand in the fading light, the scarf around your neck pulled up against the chilly evening breeze, waiting to
see for yourself exactly what kind of circus only opens once the sun sets.The ticket booth clearly visible
behind the gates is closed and barred. The tents are still, save for when they ripple ever so dlightly in the
wind. The only movement within the circus is the clock that ticks by the passing minutes, if such awonder
of sculpture can even be called a clock.The circus looks abandoned and empty. But you think perhaps you
can smell caramel wafting through the evening breeze, beneath the crisp scent of the autumn leaves. A subtle
sweetness at the edges of the cold.The sun disappears completely beyond the horizon, and the remaining
luminosity shifts from dusk to twilight. The people around you are growing restless from waiting, a sea of
shuffling feet, murmuring about abandoning the endeavor in search of someplace warmer to pass the
evening. You yourself are debating departing when it happens.First, there is a popping sound. It is barely
audible over the wind and conversation. A soft noise like a kettle about to boil for tea. Then comesthe
light.All over the tents, small lights begin to flicker, as though the entirety of the circusis covered in
particularly bright fireflies. The waiting crowd quiets as it watches this display of illumination. Someone
near you gasps. A small child claps his hands with glee at the sight.When the tents are all aglow, sparkling
against the night sky, the sign appears. Stretched across the top of the gates, hidden in curls of iron, more
firefly-like lights flicker to life. They pop as they brighten, some accompanied by a shower of glowing white
sparks and a bit of smoke. The people nearest to the gates take a few steps back. At first, it isonly arandom
pattern of lights. But as more of them ignite, it becomes clear that they are aligned in scripted letters. First a
Cisdistinguishable, followed by more letters. A g, oddly, and several es. When the final bulb pops aight,
and the smoke and sparks dissipate, it isfinally legible, this elaborate incandescent sign. Leaning to your left
to gain a better view, you can see that it reads.Le Cirque des RvesSome in the crowd smile knowingly, while
others frown and look questioningly at their neighbors. A child near you tugs on her mothers sleeve, begging
to know what it says.The Circus of Dreams, comes the reply. The girl smiles delightedly.Then the iron gates
shudder and unlock, seemingly by their own volition. They swing outward, inviting the crowd inside.Now
the circus is open.Now you may enter.PART I: Primordium”The Whole of Le Cirque desRvesis formed by
aseries of circles. Perhapsit is atribute to the origin of the word ‘circus,’ deriving from the Greek kirkos
meaning circle, or ring. There are many such nods to the phenomenon of the circus in a historical sense,
though it is hardly atraditional circus. Rather than a single tent with rings enclosed within, this circus
contains clusters of tents like pyramids, some large and others quite small. They are set within circular paths,
contained within acircular fence. Looping and continuous.”--Friedrick Thiessen, 1892"A dreamer is one
who can only find his way by moon-light, and his punishment is that he sees the dawn before the rest of the
world."--Oscar Wilde, 1888UNEXPECTED POSTNew Y ork, February 1873The man billed as Prospero the
Enchanter receives afair amount of correspondence viathe theater office, but thisisthe first envelope
addressed to him that contains a suicide note, and it is also the first to arrive carefully pinned to the coat of a
five-year-old girl.The lawyer who escorts her to the theater refuses to explain despite the managers
protestations, abandoning her as quickly as he can with no more than a shrug and the tip of a hat.The theater
manager does not need to read the envelope to know who the girl isfor. The bright eyes peering out from
under a cloud of unruly brown curls are smaller, wider versions of the magicians own.He takes her by the
hand, her small fingers hanging limp within his. She refuses to remove her coat despite the warmth of the
theater, giving only an adamant shake of her head when he asks her why.The manager takes the girl to his



office, not knowing what else to do with her. She sits quietly on an uncomfortable chair beneath a line of
framed posters advertising past productions, surrounded by boxes of tickets and receipts. The manager
brings her a cup of teawith an extralump of sugar, but it remains on the desk, untouched, and grows
cold.The girl does not move, does not fidget in her seat. She stays perfectly still with her hands folded in her
lap. Her gaze is fixed downward, focused on her boots that do not quite touch the floor. Thereisasmall
scuff on one toe, but the laces are knotted in perfect bows.The sealed envel ope hangs from the second
topmost button of her coat, until Prospero arrives.She hears him before the door opens, his footsteps heavy
and echoing in the hall, unlike the measured pace of the manager who has come and gone several times,
quiet asacat.Thereis aso a...package for you, sir, the manager says as he opens the door, ushering the
magician into the cramped office before slipping off to attend to other theater matters, having no desire to
witness what might become of this encounter.The magician scans the office, a stack of lettersin one hand, a
black velvet cape lined with shockingly white silk cascading behind him, expecting a paper-wrapped box or
crate. Only when the girl looks up at him with his own eyes does he realize what the theater manager was
referring to.Prospero the Enchanters immediate reaction upon meeting his daughter is a simple declaration
of: Well, fuck.The girl returns her attention to her boots. The magician closes the door behind him, dropping
the stack of letters on the desk next to the teacup as he looks at the girl.He rips the envel ope from her coat,
leaving the pin clinging steadfastly to its button.While the writing on the front bears his stage name and the
theater address, the letter inside greets him with his given name, Hector Bowen.He skims over the contents,
any emotional impact desired by the author failing miserably and finally. He pauses at the only fact he
deems relevant: that this girl now left in his custody is, obviously, his own daughter and that her nameis
Celia. She should have named you Miranda, the man called Prospero the Enchanter says to the girl with a
chuckle. | suppose she was not clever enough to think of it.The girl looks up at him again. Dark eyes narrow
beneath her curls.The teacup on the desk begins to shake. Ripples disrupt the calm surface as cracks tremble
across the glaze, and then it collapses in shards of flowered porcelain. Cold tea poolsin the saucer and drips
onto the floor, leaving sticky trails along the polished wood.The magicians smile vanishes. He glances back
at the desk with afrown, and the spilled tea begins seeping back up from the floor. The cracked and broken
pieces stand and re-form themselves around the liquid until the cup sits complete once more, soft swirls of
steam rising into the air.The girl stares at the teacup, her eyes wide.Hector Bowen takes his daughters face in
his gloved hand, scrutinizing her expression for amoment before releasing her, his fingers leaving long red
marks across her cheeks.Y ou might be interesting, he says.The girl does not reply.He makes several attempts
to rename her in the following weeks, but she refuses to respond to anything but Celia.* Several months later,
once he decides she is ready, the magician writes aletter of his own. He includes no address, but it reaches
its destination across the ocean nonethel ess.Revue de pressePlayful and intensely imaginative, Erin
Morgenstern has created the circus | have always longed for . . . Thisisamarvelous book.” Audrey
Niffenegger, author of The Time Travelers WifeA world of ailmost unbearable beauty. Thisis one of the best
books | have ever read.Brunonia Barry, author of The Lace ReaderWelcome to Le Cirque des Rves: Within
these nocturnal black-and-white-striped tents lies an utterly unique experience, afeast for the senses. Beyond
the smoke and mirrors, however, afierce competition is under waya duel between two young magicians,
Celiaand Marco, who have been trained since childhood expressly for this purpose by their mercurial
instructors. Unbeknownst to the players, thisis a game in which only one can be left standing, and the circus
is but the stage for a remarkable battle of imagination.But when Celia and Marco innocently tumble head
first into lovea deep, magical love that makes the lights flicker and the room grow warm whenever they so
much as brush handstheir masters intervene with dangerous consequences.Erin Morgensterns singular and
spell-casting debut is a mesmerizing love story for the ages.A riveting debut . . . pullsyou into aworld as
dark asit isdazzling, fully realized but still something out of a dream. Y ou will not want to leaveit.Ta
Obreht, author of The Tigers Wife"So magical that there is no escaping its spell. If you choose to read just
one novel thisyear, thisisit."Danielle Trussoni, author of Angelology"Pure pleasure. . . You can be certain
this riveting debut will create a group of rveursall its own." Aimee Bender, author of The Particular Sadness
of Lemon CakeA gorgeously imagined fable. . . An enchanting read. Katherine Dunn, author of Geek Love



