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Description :

Prsentation de |'diteurAfter a15 year wait LESTAT is back in Anne Rice'slong awaited new Vampire
Chronicles novel The vampire world isin crisis - their kind have been proliferating out of control and, thanks
to technol ogies undreamed of in previous centuries, they can communicate as never before. Roused from
their earth-bound slumber, ancient ones are in thrall to the VVoice, which commands that they burn fledgling
vampires in cities from Paris to Mumbai, Hong Kong to Kyoto and San Francisco. Immolations, huge
massacres, have commenced all over the world.Who - or what - isthe Voice? What does it desire, and why?
There is only one vampire, only one blood drinker, truly known to the entire world of the Undead. Will the
dazzling hero-wanderer, the dangerous rebel-outlaw Lestat heed the call to unite the Children of Darkness as


http://f3db.com/pub/links.php?id=B00U88FGXK

they face this new twilight? Anne Rice's epic, luxuriant, fiercely ambitious new novel brings together all the
worlds and beings of the legendary VVampire Chronicles, from present-day New Y ork and Ancient Egypt to
fourth-century Carthage and Renaissance Venice; from Louis de Pointe du Lac; Armand the eternally young;
Mekare and Maharet; to Pandora and Flavius; David Talbot, vampire and ultimate fixer from the Secret
Talamasca; and Marius, the true child of the Millennia. It aso introduces many other seductive supernatural
creatures, and heralds significant new blood.ExtraitThe VoiceY ears ago, | heard him. Hed been babbling.It
was after Queen Akasha had been destroyed and the mute red-haired twin, Mekare, had become the Queen
of the Damned. Id witnessed all thatthe brutal death of Akashain the moment when we all thought we would
die, too, along with her.It was after 1d switched bodies with amortal man and come back into my own
powerful vampiric bodyhaving rejected the old dream of being human again.It was after 1d been to Heaven
and Hell with a spirit called Memnoch, and come back to Earth a wounded explorer with no appetite
anymore for knowledge, truth, beauty.Defeated, Id lain for years on the floor of a chapel in New Orleansin
an old convent building, oblivious to the ever-shifting crowd of immortals around mehearing them, wanting
to respond, yet somehow never managing to meet a glance, answer a question, acknowledge akiss or a
whisper of affection.And thats when | first heard the Voice. Masculine, insistent, inside my brain.....Hear
me, come to me. And hed say that over and over again, night after night, until it was noise. . . . The Voice
rumbled and bellowed and whispered whenever | was there, rolling their names around in a stew of invective
and rumination and demand. One evening, the Voice said, Beauty iswhat drove it, dont you see? It was the
mystery of Beauty. A year later, | was walking along the sands of South Beach in Miami when he broke that
one on me again. For the moment, the mavericks and rogues had been leaving me aone. They were afraid of
me, afraid of all the old ones. But not enough. Drove what, dear Voice? | asked. | felt it was only fair to give
him afew minutes before shutting him down. Y ou cannot conceive of the magnitude of this mystery. He
spoke in a confidential whisper. Y ou cannot conceive of this complexity. He was saying these words as if
hed just discovered them. He wept. | swear it. He wept. It was an awful sound. | dont glory in any beings
pain, not even the pain of my most sadistic enemies, and here was the V oice weeping. | was hunting,
thirsting though | didnt need to drink, at the mercy of the craving, the deep agonizing lust for heated,
pumping human blood. | found ayoung victim, female, irresistible in her combination of filthy soul and
gorgeous body, white throat so tender. | had her in the fragrant darkened bedroom of her own lodgings,
lights of the city beyond the windows, having come over the roofs to find her, this pale woman with glorious
brown eyes and walnut-shaded skin, black hair like the snakes of Medusa, naked between the white linen
sheets, struggling against me as | sank my fangs right into the carotid artery. Too hungry for anything else.
Give me the heartbeat. Give me the salt. Give me the Viaticum. Fill my mouth. . . . On thisdreary cold night,
|d been thirsty, more thirsty than | could bear. Oh, | dont technically need the blood anymore. | have so
much blood from Akashain my veinsthe primal blood from the old Mother that | can exist forever without
feeding. But | was thirsting, and | had to have it to stanch the misery, or so | told myself, on alittle late night
rampage in the city of Amsterdam, feeding off every reprobate and killer | could find. 1d hidden the bodies.
Id been careful. But it had been grimthat hot, delicious blood pumping into me and all those visions with it
of filthy and degenerate minds, all that intimacy with the emotions | deplore. Oh, same old, same old. | was
sick at heart. In moods like this, Im a menace to the innocent and | know it only too well. Around four in the
morning, it had me so bad, | wasin alittle public park, sitting on an iron bench in the damp, doubled over, in
abad seedy part of the city, the late night lights looking garish and sooty through the mist. And | was cold
all over and fearing now that | simply wasnt going to endure. | wasnt going to make it in the Blood. | wasnt
going to be atrue immortal like the great Marius, or Mekare or Maharet or Khay- man, or even Armand.
Thiswasnt living, what | was doing. And at one point the pain was so acute, it was like a blade turning in my
heart and in my brain. | doubled over on the bench. | had my hands clasped on the back of my neck, and |
wanted nothing so much asto die, simply to close my eyes on al of life and die. And the Voice came, and
the Voice said: But | loveyou! | was startled. | hadnt heard the Voice in such alongtime, and there it was,
that intimate tone, so soft, so utterly tender, like fingers touching me, caressing my head. Why? | asked. Of
all of them, | love you the most, said the Voice. | am with you, loving you now. What are you? Another
make-believe angel ? | said. Another spirit pretending to be a god, something like that? No, he said. But the
moment hed started to speak, | had felt this warmth in me, this sudden warmth such as addicts de- scribe
when they are infused with the substance they crave, thislovely reassuring warmth that 1d found so
fleetingly in the blood, and 1d begun to hear the rain around me, hear it not as this dismal drizzle but asa
lovely soft symphony of sounds on the surfaces around me. | love you, said the Voice. Now, get up. Leave



this place. You must. Get up. Start walking. Thisrain isnot too cold for you. Y ou are too strong for thisrain
and too strong for this sorrow. Come on, do as| tell you. . .. And | had. | had gotten up and started walking
and made my way back to the elegant old Hotel De L Europe where | was lodged, and Id gone into the large,
exquisitely wall- papered bedroom and closed the long velvet draperies properly over the coming sun. Glare
of white sky over the Amstel River. Morning sounds. Then, I1d stopped. Id pressed my fingersto my eyelids
and buckled, buckled under the weight of aloneliness so terrible | would have chosen death then if only 1d
had such a choice. Come now, | love you, said the Voice. Youre not alonein this! Y ou never were. | could
feel the VVoice inside me, around me, embracing me. Finaly, | lay down to sleep. He was singing to me now,
singing in French, singing some lyrics put to the beautiful Chopin etude, Tristesse. . . . Lestat, go home to
France, to the Auvergne where you were born, he whispered, just asif he were beside me. Y our fathers old
chateau there. Y ou need to go there. All of you human beings need a home. So tender it sounded, so sincere.
So strange that he would say this. | did own the old ruined chateau. Y ears ago, | had set architects and
stonemasons to rebuild it, though why | did not know. | saw an image of it now, those ancient round towers
rising from that cliff above fields and valleys where in the old days so many had starved, where life had been
so bitter, where | had been bitter, aboy bound and deter- mined to run away to Paris, to see the world. Go
home, he whispered. Why are you not winking out the way | am, Voice? | asked. The sunsrising. Because it
is not morning where | am, beloved Les- tat. Ah, then you are ablood drinker, arent you? | asked. | felt 1d
caught him. | began to laugh, to cackle. Of course you are. He was furious. Y ou miserable, ungrateful,
degenerate Brat Prince, he was muttering . . . and then hed left me again. Ah, well. Why not? But | hadnt
really solved the mystery of The Voice, not by along shot. . . . When | woke, it was of course early evening,
and Amsterdam was filled with roaring traffic, whizzing bicycles, myriad voices. Scent of blood pumped
through beating hearts. Still with me, Voice? | asked. Silence. Yet | had the distinct feeling, yes, the feeling
that he was here. Id felt wretched, afraid for myself, wondering at my own weakness, inability to love. And
then this happened. | went to the full-length mirror on the bathroom door to adjust my tie. Y ou know what a
dandy | am. Well, even down and out, | wasin afinely cut Armani jacket and dress shirt, and, well, | wanted
to adjust this bright, flashing, beautifully hand-painted silk tie andmy reflection wasnt there! | was there, but
not my reflection. It was another me, smiling at me with triumphant glittering eyes, both hands up against
the glassasif he werein a prison cell behind it. Same clothes, yes, and me down to the last detail of long
blond curling hair and glittering blue- gray eyes. But not areflection at all. | was petrified. The dim echo of
doppelgnger rosein my ears, and all the horror such a concept connotes. | dont know if | can describe how
chilling this wasthis figure of myself inhabited by another, leering at me, deliberately menacing me. |
remained sober-faced, and | continued to adjust my tie, though | could see no reflection of what | was doing.
And he continued to smile in that icy mocking way, as the laughter of the Voice rosein my brain. . . . | went
to Anatoliato escapeit al. | wanted to see Hagia Sophia again, to walk under those arches. | wanted to
wander the ruins of Gbekli Tepe, the oldest Neolithic settlement ever discovered. To hell with the problems
of thetribe . . .Revue de presse'Rice is a superb storyteller with afabulously rich imagination, and such
ringing authority of tone that youll believe vampiresreally exist." (Kate Saunders The Times)"Few
contemporary American or British novelists have had as much cultural impact over the past four decades as
Anne Rice" (Washington Post)"Rice is a charismatic and passionate storyteller” (Alexandra Heminsley
Indepenent on Sunday)"Anneis back with abang" (Sun)" Sappy, vegetarian Edward Cullen lacks teeth
compared to Rice's dastardly Lestat. Put it thisway: Meyer is vampire-lite; Rice serves up no-holds barred in
delicious, full-fat glory" (Susan Swarbrick The Herald)" The Queen of modern vampire fiction" (Fortean
Times)"Distinctive lyricism... clever, well plotted and engaging” (Herald)"Beautiful writing” (Jonathan
Wright SFX)"Anne Rice creates arevolution or sortsin the book that will hopefully lead to new installments
of the Vampire Chronicles, the path for thisis now wide open and | for one look forward to what comes
next" (5 stars Nerdly (Blog))"Thisis awelcome return to the luxurious, elegant world of these bloodsuckers,
and Rice proves shes still more than capable of biting wit and some gruesome horror" (Jonathan Hatfull
SciFiNow)



