NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLING Al

- CHOCOLAT AND FIVE QUARTERS OF |

] 0.
H A R H S

sleep, palCESEEa

“A hauntingly evocative
laudanum-dream of a novel.”
—Christopher Fowler,

Time Out (LonpoN)

P.S.
INSIGHTS,
INTERVIEWS"

& MORE :



Sleep,
Dale SSister

Joanne Harris



HARPERE@ PERENNIAL

This book is a work of fiction. The characters, incidents, and dialogue are drawn
from the author’s imagination and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance
to actual events or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

First published in Great Britain in 1994 by Arrow, a division of Random House
Group Inc.

P.S.™ is a trademark of HarperCollins Publishers.

SLEEP, PALE SISTER. Copyright © 1994 by Joanne Harris; 2004 Frogspawn, Led. All
rights reserved. Printed in the United States of America. No part of this book may
be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission
except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews. For
information address HarperCollins Publishers, 10 East 53rd Street, New York,
NY 10022.

HarperCollins books may be purchased for educational, business, or sales pro-
motional use. For information please write: Special Markets Department,
HarperCollins Publishers, 10 East 53rd Street, New York, NY 10022.

FIRST U.S. EDITION
Designed by Nicola Ferguson

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data

Harris, Joanne.

Sleep, pale sister / Joanne Harris.

p. cm.

ISBN-13: 978-0-06-078711-0 ISBN-10: 0-06-078711-2

1. Artist—Fiction. 2. Murder victims—Fiction. 3. Artists’ models—Fiction.

4. London (England)—Fiction. 5. Mothers and daughters—Fiction.

6. Prostitutes—Crimes against—Fiction. I. Title.

PR6058.A68828557 2005

823'.941—dc22 2004065066

05 06 07 08 09 % /RRDH 10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2



Praise for the work of
JOANNE HARRIS

c7iq5 9 (Xee/s
C

“Harris makes it look easy. . . . The stories deftly guide readers
through a labyrinth of sensations from tenderness and sympathy
to the bizarre to the humorous. Well-drawn, thoroughly believ-
able characters populate this hugely entertaining collection.”
—Library Journal

Doly Sools
“Compelling. . .. A layered, mesmerizing gothic thriller.”
—Orlando Sentinel
Coastliners
“Harris develops her beguiling story in layers . . . writing with

power and grace about the family ties that bind.”
—Publishers Weekly (starred review)

Sive Quarters of the Orange

“Her prose reads like poetry, and it is a physical experience to fall
into her imagery.”
—New York Times
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“Harris’s voice is crisp and sure. . . . [Blackberry Wine] is a well-
crafted escape into a world where lessons can be learned and evil
is sometimes just dumb enough to be given the slip.”

—Seattle Times
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thanks to everyone who helped to bring this sleeper back
.‘”f all to Christopher, who liked it from the start; to

ward, and Brie; to my lovely editor Jennifer and all
; ' t William Morrow; to Graham Ovenden for the
coigerﬁ: ways wanted; to the booksellers, reps and stockists who
work to keep my books on the shelves, and finally to all those
fans of my earlier novels who have written, railed, persisted,
queried and clamoured to see this one back in print.



oIntroduction

Manuscript, from the estate of Henry Paul Chester
January, 1881

at my name and the letters which follow it I am filled
ankness. As if this Henry Chester, painter, twice
e Royal Academy, were not myself but some ill-
nt of somebody’s imagination, the cork to a bottle
tatiing a genie of delicate malevolence that permeates my
being and launches me into a realm of perilous adventure, in
search of the pale, terrified ghost of myself.

The name of the genie is chloral, that dark companion of my
sleeping hours, a tender bedfellow now grown spiteful. Yet we
have been wedded too long now for separation, the genie and L.
Together we will write this narrative, but I have so little time!
Already, as the last shreds of daylight fall from the horizon, I seem
to hear the wings of the black angel in the darkest corner of the
room. She is patient, but not infinitely so.

God, that most exquisite of torturers, will deign to give me a
little time to write the tale which I shall take with me to my cold
cell under the earth—no colder, surely, than this corpse I inhab-
it, this wilderness of the soul. Oh, He is a jealous God: pitiless as
only immortals can be, and when I cried out for Him in my filth
and suffering He smiled and replied in the words He gave to
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Moses from the burning bush: 7 Am That I Am. His gaze is with-
out compassion, without tenderness. Within it I see no promise
of redemption, no threat of punishment; only a vast indifference,
promising nothing but oblivion. But how I long for it! To
melt into the earth, so that even that all-seeing gaze could not find
. me...and yet the infant within me cries at the dark, and my poor,
crippled body screams out for time . . . A little more time, one
more tale, one more game.

And the black angel lays her scythe by the door and sits beside
me for a final hand of cards.

I should never write after dark. At night, words become false,
troubling; and yet, it is at night that words have the most power.
Scheherazade chose the night to weave her thousand and one sto-
ries, each one a door into which time and time again she slips
with Death at her heels like an angry wolf. She knew the power
of words. If I had not passed longing for the ideal woman, I
should have gone in search of Scheherazade; she is tall and slim,
with skin the colour of China tea. Her eyes are like the night; she
walks barefoot, arrogant and pagan, untrammelled by morality or
modesty. And she is cunning; time and again she plays the game
against Death and wins, reinventing herself anew every night so
that her brutish ogre of a husband finds every night a new
Scheherazade who slips away with the morning. Every morning
he awakes and sees her in daylight, pale and silent after her night’s
work, and he swears he will not be taken in again! But as soon as
dusk falls, she weaves her web of fantasy anew, and he thinks:
once more . ..

Tonight 7 am Scheherazade.









ok _at me that way—I can’t bear it! You're thinking how
changed. You see the young man in the picture, his
, curling dark hair, his untroubled eyes—and you
he could be me. The carelessly arrogant set of the
ja Bigh cheekbones, the long, tapered fingers seem to hint
at some hidden, exotic lineage, although the bearing is unmis-
takably English. That was me at thirty-nine—look at me care-
fully and remember . . . I could have been you.

My father was a minister near Oxford, my mother the daugh-
ter of a wealthy Oxfordshire landowner. My childhood was
untroubled, sheltered, idyllic. I remember going to church on
Sundays, singing in the choir, the coloured light from the
stained-glass windows like a shower of petals on the white sur-
plices of the choristers . ..

The black angel seems to shift imperceptibly and, in her eyes,
I sense an echo of the pitiless comprehension of God. This is not
a time for imagined nostalgia, Henry Paul Chester. He needs
your truth, not your inventions. Do you think to fool God?

Ridiculous, that I should still feel the urge to deceive, I who
have lived nothing buz a life of deceit for over forty years. The
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truth is a bitter decoction: I hate to uncork it for this last meeting.
And yet I am what [ am. For the first time I can dare to take God’s
words for myself. This is no sweetened fiction. This is Henry
Chester: judge me if you wish. I am what I am.

There was, of course, no idyllic childhood. My eatly years are
blank: my memories begin at age seven or eight; impure, troubled
memories even then as I felt the serpent grown within me. I do
not remember a time when I was not conscious of my sin, my
guilt: no surplice, however white, could hide it. It gave me wicked
thoughts, it made me laugh in church, it made me lie to my father
and cross my fingers to extinguish the lie.

There were samplers on the wall of every room of our house,
embroidered by my mother with texts from the Bible. Even now
I see them, especially the one in my room, stark on the white wall
opposite my bed: 1 AM THAT 1 AM. As I passed the summers and
winters of my boyhood, in my moments of peace and the con-
templation of my solitary vices I watched that sampler, and some-
times, in my dreams, I cried out at the cruel indifference of God.
But I always received the same message, stitched now for ever in
the intricate patterns of my memory: 1 AM THAT 1 AM.

My father was God’s man and more frightening to me than
God. His eyes were deep and black, and he could see right into
the hidden corners of my guilty soul. His judgement was as piti-
less and impartial as God’s own, untainted by human tenderness.
What affection my father had he lavished on his collection of
mechanical toys, for he was an antiquarian of sorts and had a
whole room filled with them, from the very simplest of counter-
weighted wooden figures to the dreamlike precision of his
Chinese barrel-organ with its hundred prancing dwarves.

Of course, I was never allowed to play with them—they were
too precious for any child—but I do remember the dancing
Columbine. She was made of fine porcelain and was almost as big
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as a three-year-old child. Father told me, in one of his rare
moments of informality, that she was made by a blind French
craftsman in the decadent years before the Revolution. Running
his fingers across her flawless cheek, he told me the story: how she
had belonged to some spoiled king’s bastard brat, abandoned
among rotting brocades when the Terror struck and godless heads
rolled with the innocent. How she was stolen by a pauper woman
who could not bear to see her smashed and trampled by the sans-
culottes. The woman had lost her baby to the famine and kept
Columbine in a cradle in her poor hovel, rocking her and singing
lullabies until they found her, mad and starving and alone, and
took her away to the asylum to die.

Columbine survived. She arrived in a Paris antiquarian’s the
year I was born, and Father, who was returning from a trip to
Lourdes, saw her and bought her at once, though her silk dress
was rotten and her eyes had fallen into her head from neglect and
rough handling. As soon as he saw her dance, he knew she was
special: wind the key set into the small of her back and she would
begin to move, stiffly at first, then with a slick, inhuman fluidity,
raising her arms, bowing from the waist, flexing her knees, show-
ing the plump roundness of her porcelain calves under the
dancer’s skirt. Months of loving restoration gave her back all her
beauty, and now she sat resplendent in blue and white satin in my
father’s collection, between the Indian music-box and the Persian
clown.

I was never allowed to wind her up. Sometimes, when I lay
awake in the middlle of the night, I could hear a faint tinkle of
music from behind the closed door, low and intimate, almost car-
nal . .. The image of Father in his nightgown with the dancing
Columbine in his hands was absurdly disquieting. I could not help
wondering how he would hold her; whether he would dare to let
his hand creep beneath the foaming lace of her petticoats . . .



