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Description : 

Prsentation de l'diteurSet in 18th century Korea and the present day, Margaret Drabble's The Red Queen is a 
rich and atmospheric novel about love, and what it means to be remembered.200 years after being plucked 

from obscurity to marry the Crown Prince of Korea, the Red Queen's ghost decides to set the record straight 
about her extraordinary existence - and Dr Babs Halliwell, with her own complicated past, is the perfect 

envoy. Why does the Red Queen pick Babs to keep her story alive, and what else does she want from her? A 
terrific novel set in 18th century Korea and the present day, The Red Queen is a rich and atmospheric novel 

about love, and what it means to be remembered'Elegant . . . a seductive beguiling narrator . . . delicious 
history' Daily Express'One of our foremost women writers' Guardian'Carefully wrought and beautifully 
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written The Red Queen is another fine addition to the Drabble oeuvre' Literary Margaret Drabble was born 
in 1939 in Sheffield, Yorkshire, the daughter of barrister and novelist John F. Drabble, and sister of novelist 

A.S. Byatt. She is the author of eighteen novels and eight works of non-fiction, including biographies of 
Arnold Bennett and Angus Wilson. Her many novels include The Radiant Way (1987), A Natural Curiosity 

(1989), The Gates of Ivory (1991), The Peppered Moth (2000), The Seven Sisters (2002) and The Red 
Queen (2004) all of which are published by Penguin. In 1980, Margaret Drabble was made a CBE and in 

2008 she was made DBE. She is married to the biographer Michael Holroyd, and lives in London and 
Somerset.ExtraitWhen I was a little child, I pined for a red silk skirt. I do not remember all the emotions of 
my childhood, but I remember this childish longing well. One of my many cousins came to visit us when I 

was five years old, and she had a skirt of red silk with patterned edgings, lined with a plain red silk of a 
slightly darker shade. It was very fashionable, and very beautiful. The gauzy texture was at once soft and 

stiff, and the colour was bold. Woven into it was a design of little summer flowers and butterflies, all in red. 
I loved it and I fingered it. That skirt spoke to my girlish heart. I wanted one like it, but I knew that my 

family was not as wealthy as my mothers sisters family, so I checked my desire, although I can see now that 
my mother and my aunt could read the longing in my eyes. My aunt and my cousins were delicate in their 
tastes, and like most women of that era, like most women of any era, they liked fine clothes. They came to 

envy me my destiny, and all its lavish trimmingswell, for a time I believe they envied me. But I was brought 
up in a hard school, and, as a small child, I had no red silk skirt, and I concealed my longing as best I could. 
This hard school served me well in my hard life. My mother, too, endured hardship in her early years. I used 
to wonder, childishly, whether it was my longing for red silk that brought all these disasters upon me and my 
house. For my desire was fulfilled, but no good came of it, and it brought me no happiness.I was still a child 

when I received a red silk skirt of my own. It was brought to me from the palace,with other precious 
garments made for me at the queens command. I was presented with a long formal dress jacket of an opaque 
leaf-green brocade, and a blouse in buttercup-yellow silk with a grape pattern, and another blouse of a rich 
pale foxglove silk. I had been measured for these robes by the matron of the court, and they were lifted out 

and displayed to me by a court official, with much ambiguous and bewildering deference. I think my 
response to these rich and splendid artefacts was lacking in spontaneous delight and gratitude, though I did 
do my best to conceal my fear. The red silk skirt was not a gift from the palace, although it was included in 
the fine royal display of gifts. I was to learn later that it had been made for me by my mother, as a reward 

and as a compensation for my elevation. She had made it secretly, at night, hanging curtains over her 
windows to hide the lights in her chamber as she worked. This is how she performed many of her household 

tasksdiscreetly, quietly, modestly. My mother liked to hide her thrift and industry, and she avoided 
compliments on her domestic labours.At this time, I knew nothing of this special undertaking on my behalf. 
I stared at the red silk skirt in ungracious silence.My mother reminded me that I had once expressed a wish 
for such things, and she watched my face for smiles of gratitude. I did not remember having expressed this 
wish, but I confess that she was right to have divined it in me. But now I was too sad and too oppressed to 
raise my eyes to look at my new finery. My illustrious future hung heavily upon me. I was nine years old, 
and I was afraid.I have been dead now for 200 years, but I have not been idle. I have been rethinking my 

story, and my history.Many thought I was fortunate to die in my bed, an old woman of eighty years. Indeed, 
it is remarkable that I managed to live so long, in such turbulent times. But how could I have allowed myself 
to die earlier? Many times I wished to die, and sometimes I thought it my duty to die. But in universal terms, 

in human terms, it was my duty to live. My life was needed. My son and my grandson needed me. I could 
not abandon them. I survived for them. (I could even argue that my kingdom needed me, but that would be a 

grandiose claim, a masculine and dynastic claim, and I do not make it.) And now, 200 years later,with the 
knowledge of two centuries added to my own limited knowledge on earth, I intend to retell my story. I hope 

to purchase a further lease of attention, and a new and different readership. I have selected a young and 
vigorous envoy, who will prolong my afterlife and collaborate with me in my undying search for the 

meaning of my sufferings and my survival.From the Hardcover edition.Revue de presseMargaret Drabble is 
a writer of shining wit and splendid seriousness.Alice MunroThere is more creative energy in a Drabble page 

than in most other novelists whole books.Financial TimesAs meticulous as Jane Austen, and as deadly as 
Evelyn Waugh.Los Angeles TimesFrom the Hardcover edition. 


