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Description :

Prsentation de I'diteurJane Mansfield, a gentleman's daughter in 1813 England, has long wished to escape a
life in which career choices are limited to wife or maiden aunt. But awakening one morning in twenty-first-
century Los Angeles - in the body of someone called Courtney Stone - is not exactly what she had in mind.
Jane must quickly get to grips with aworld in which no one knows her true identity: a dizzying world of
horseless metal carriages, unrestricted clothing, tiny apartments, all manner of flirting , and unheard-of
liberties for womankind. The only thing Jane appears to have in common with the lady in whose life she has
landed is alove for the novels of Jane Austen. But are the wise words of her favourite novelist enough to
guide her through this bewildering new world? And what is she to make of Courtney's attentive friend Wes,
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who is as attractive and confusing as the man who broke her heart back home? As Courtney's romantic
entanglements become her own, Jane wonders: Would she actually be better off back in Regency England -
and will she ever be able to return?02 A time-bending tale of manners, morals and the search for the perfect
man by the author of Confessions of a Jane Austen Addict 13Laurie VieraRigler'sfirst novel, Confessions
of a Jane Austen Addict, isthe parallel story to Rude Awakenings of a Jane Austen Addict. Laurieis aso the
creator of Sex and the Austen Girl, the Babelgum comedy web seriesinspired by Laurie's Austen Addict
novels. A longtime resident of the very same Echo Park/Silverlake neighborhood in Los Angelesin which
Rude Awakenings of a Jane Austen Addict is set, Laurie now livesin nearby Pasadena, California, with her
filmmaker husband and their cat.ExtraitOneA piercing sound, like a ship's horn but higher, shriller, shakes
my frame. | open one eye, then the other; the lids seem stuck together. From a gap in the curtains atiny,
knife-thin strip of light slices the darkness. | clap my hands over my ears, but the sound is relentless. Asis
the pain. It feelsasif an entire regiment of soldiers marches behind my eyes. "Barnes?' My voiceisafaint
croak, too weak for Barnes to hear. No matter; she will of course be roused by the high-pitched horn. Only a
corpse could sleep through such a cacophony.Why hasn't Barnes put a stop to that blasted noise? | fumble
for the bell pull behind me, but my hand feels only bare wall. Odd. | shall have to get out of bed and find
Barnes myself.l swing my legs over the side of the bed; they hit the floor instead of dangling a few inches
above it. Could a headache make one's bed seem lower than it is? The worst of my headaches have been
heralded by broken rainbows of light before my eyes, but never have | experienced such alowering
sensation. Lowering indeed. | can ailmost laugh at my facility with words this morning, despite the sorry
state of my head. And my ears. How harsh and insistent is that sound.My feet touch bare wood floor instead
of the woven rug in its customary place. And my bed shoes? Not there. | fumblein the dark and crash my
right hip into agreat lump of wood; blast it al tol clench my teeth in an effort not to scream. Thisis enough
punishment to put even the punster in me to rest. Barnes must be rearranging furniture again. ExceptThere
are numbers, glowing red, on top of the offending lump of wood. 8 0 8. What is this wondrous thing? The
numbers are in some sort of abox, the front of it smooth and cold beneath my fingertips; the top of it scored
and bumpy. | run my fingers over the bumps, and the shrill sound stops. Oh, thank heaven.Blessed silence. |
move toward the thin strip of light to open the curtains wide; surely the sun's rays shall reveal the source of
this odd geographic puzzle that has become my room. But instead of the thick velvet nap of the curtains that
have hung on my windows these five years at least, my hands grasp what feels like coarse burlap. Perhaps
Barnes dlipped in early and exchanged them so that she could beat the dust from the velvet ones. First the
rearrangement of furniture, then this. I have never known her to engage in such haphazard housekeeping.|
grasp the edges of the burlap curtainswhy are my hands shaking? | pull them open.There are iron bars on my
window.l hear myself gasp. Thisis not, cannot, be my window. Indeed, as | wheel around to take in the
space behind me, | see that thisis not my room. Head pounding, | survey the tall, unornamented chest of
drawers; the wide, low bed devoid of hangings; the box with the glowing numbers atop the chest. Thereis
no pink marble fireplace, no armoire, no dressing table. Thereis, however, alow table bearing alarge,
rectangular box made mostly of glass and a shiny-smooth, gray material that | have never seen before. My
knees shake, amost buckling under me. I must move to the bed; just a minute of sitting down will be
arestorative.l sink down atop atangle of bedclothes, and the glass box roarsto life.l jump back, clutching the
covers. There are small figures talking and dancing inside the glass box. Who are they? | s this some sort of
window? The figures are small, so they must be some distance away. Y et | can distinguish their words and
their features as clearly asif they were right in the room with me. How can this be?'l remember hearing you
once say," says the beautiful lady in the window to the gentleman dancing with her, "that you hardly ever
forgave. That your resentment, once created, was implacable. Y ou are very careful, are you not, in allowing
your resentment to be created?' The gentleman dancing with her says, "I am.” "And never allow yourself to
be blinded by prejudice?’ asks the lady.”l hope not,” says the gentleman. May | ask to what these questions
tend?""Merely to theillustration of your character,” says she. "I'm trying to make it out.”l know these wordsl
have read them! It isthe Netherfield Ball from my favorite book, Pride and Prejudice, and the gentleman and
lady are Mr. Darcy and Miss Elizabeth Bennet. To think that Elizabeth and Darcy are real people, and that |
am watching them, right now, through awindow! Thisis something | cannot explain, nor can | make sense
of the fact that they are apparently far away yet completely distinguishable.l shall call out to the lady and see
if she can solve the mystery. "l beg your pardon, Miss Bennet. We have not been introduced, but | seem to
be your neighbor, and | am lost. Can you hear me?'But the brightly lit figuresin the window make no sign
of having heard me, though | continue to hear their conversation as clearly asif they were right here in the



room with me.l reach out my hand to the glass box and touch its hard, shiny surface. | tap on the glassto see
if 1 can get the attention of the figuresinside; no luck. | move my face closer to the glassto seeif | can get a
better ook, but indeed the figures look flatter and less real somehow the closer | am to the window. How
very curious.But that is not the worst of it. Odder still isthe sound of my own voice, which is, as a matter of
fact, not my voice atall. "Hello? Miss Bennet?' | say, marveling at the tone and accent of what issues from
my own mouth, and not at this point expecting Miss Bennet to hear me. The voiceis not my own, the accent
having hints of something almost of Bristol and perhaps a bit like Captain Stevens sounded when he was
imitating people who lived in the Americas. How incensed my mother would be if she could hear me speak
like a barbaric American. Delightful thought.l glance around the strange room again, and at the glass
window with the people from Pride and Pregjudice conversing with one another asif | were not heretrying to
get their attention, and all at once | understand: Of course. | am having a dream. Nothing like the other
dreams | have had in which | also knew | was dreaming, but a dream nevertheless. What a relief to know that
| do not have to ascertain where | am or find my way back to my own room; all | have to do iswake up. In
the meantime, | shall divert myself by finding out if Barnesis here, and, if so, where; surely she would
delight as much as| in the wondrous sight and sound of Lizzy and Darcy dancing in the glass rectangle. |
shall put on my dressing gown and explore. Where might the gowns be kept? | open a door, revealing at
least two yards of hanging garments, none of which look like my own clothes. | pull out along, filmy,
sashed thing; it might do. If only there were alooking-glass. Ah, thereit is; on the other side of the door to
this vast repository of garments. | pull open the door and see a petite, pale-haired young woman in the glass.
Sheand | gasp in unison. | wheel around, for the woman must be behind me, but there is only the empty
room. Except for Miss Bennet and Mr. Darcy, that is. | turn back to the mirror and the truth literally stares
me in the face: | am looking at my own reflection. Revue de presse’Delightful... romantically
suspenseful." Publishers Weekly "Absolutely uproariously funny."Book Reporter "Hilarious and
touching." Austen BlogPraise for Confessions of a Jane Austen AddictThis frothy take on literary time travel
will appeal most to readers well versed in the celebrated author's memorabl e characters and
themes.Booklist[A] delightful comic romp Jane Austen makes a cameo appearance that is pure pleasure.The
Times Picayune]A] charming novel Rigler writes beautifully alight and deftly orchestrated visit to
1813.Austen Blog"Confessionsis anovel of manners, but with a nifty twist. Laurie Viera Rigler setsthe
sensibilities of a21st century L.A. woman against the manners of Regency England to watch the sparksfly.
By turns funny, thoughtful, romantic and suspenseful, this engaging story is as brisk and delightful as taking
aturn in the shrubbery in the company of a handsome gentleman. If youve ever fantasized about being a
Jane Austen heroine, thisis your book."Judith Ryan Hendricks, author of Bread AloneA rich, saucy lark of a
book for al of uswho have ever looked at our lives and marveled, '"How did | get here?"Marisade los
Santos, author of Love Walked InCourtney, flung into the past, learns the importance of living in the present
even as she challenges our assumptions about identity and memory. | read this wonderful novel inasingle
sitting; Jane Austen fanswill love it!"Masha Hamilton, author of The Camel Book Mobile'Rigler evokes the
Jane Austen period masterfully, along with the perplexity of a 21st century L.A. woman, Courtney Stone,
who lands unexpectedly in the body of a 19th century British woman in aworld of chamber pots,
chaperones, and different rules about finding true love. Courtney's navigation of the delicate 19th century
social scene and her attempts to figure out how to get back to her real 21st century life make for a hilarious
and affecting, all-around wonderful read."Ellen Baker, author ofKeeping the HouseA devotee of all things
Austen discoversthe reality of life in Regency England: rampant body odor, sexual and class repression and
astyle of medical care involving bloodletting Despite the smells, little in [her] current lifestyleincluding
most of the mencan compete with the erotic charge of dancing in a candlelit ballroom.USA Today



