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Up-and-coming fantasist Mary Robinette Kowal enchanted fans with her novels
Shades of Milk and Honey and Glamour in Glass, which introduced Regency
glamourists Jane and David Vincent. In Without a Summer, Jane and Vincent
take a break from their international travels. But in a world where magic is real,
nothing—even the domestic sphere—is quite what it seems.

After a dramatic trip to Belgium, Jane and Vincent go to Long Parkmeade to
spend time with Jane's family, but quickly turn restless. The spring is
unseasonably cold, and no one wants to be outside. Mr. Ellsworth is concerned
by the harvest, since a poor one may imperil Melody's dowry. And Melody has
concerns of her own, given an inadequate selection of eligible bachelors locally.

When Jane and Vincent receive a commission from a prominent London family,
they take it, and bring Melody with them. They hope the change of scenery will
do her good and her marriage prospects—and mood—will be brighter in London.
Talk here frequently turns to increased unemployment of coldmongers and riots
in nearby villages by Luddites concerned that their way of life is becoming
untenable. With each passing day, it's more difficult to avoid getting embroiled in
the intrigue, which does not really help Melody's chances for romance. It doesn't
take long for Jane to Vincent realize that in addition to arranging a wedding, they
must take on one small task: solving a crisis of national proportions.
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Editorial Review

Review

“The setting and the intricate techniques of glamour manipulation continue to intrigue, and the thoughtful
portrayal of the difficulties of Jane and Vincent's affectionately nontraditional partnership is thoroughly
engaging.” ?Publishers Weekly on Glamour in Glass

“Kowal does a startlingly good job of presenting a mindset that is very alien to me.... The language was
delightfully in keeping with the time period, while not being needlessly cumbersome and opaque. The story
and characterization were lovely, and I enjoyed the world-building, too.” ?Patrick Rothfuss, bestselling
author of The Wise Man's Fear, on Glamour in Glass

About the Author
Mary Robinette Kowal was the 2008 recipient of the John W. Campbell Award for Best New Writer and a
Hugo winner for her story “For Want of a Nail.” Her first two novels, Shades of Milk and Honey and
Glamour in Glass, began the Glamourist Histories, which Without a Summer continues. She served two
terms as the vice president of Science Fiction and Fantasy Writers of America. A professional puppeteer and
voice actor, she lives in Chicago with her husband, Rob, and more than a dozen manual typewriters.

Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.

One
 

Birds and Snow
Jane, Lady Vincent could never be considered a beauty, but possessed of a loving husband and admirable
talent, had lived thirty years in the world with only a few events to cause her any true distress or vexation.
She was the eldest of two daughters of a gentleman in the neighbourhood of Dorchester. In consequence of
her mother’s nerves, Jane had spent the better part of her youth acting as mother to her younger sister,
Melody. Her sister had received nature’s full bounty of beauty, with all the charms of an amiable temper. At
the age of twenty, it was therefore surprising to find Melody not only unmarried, but without any prospects.
Since Jane’s marriage, she had rarely been to visit her parents, but finding herself there for an extended
holiday visit, she had ample opportunity to observe her sister. While Melody still possessed the natural grace
she always had, the bloom upon her cheeks seemed dimmed. Jane suspected that the unseasonable March
snows, which kept so many families indoors, had limited the opportunities for the society that her sister so
delighted in. If could she leave the house to take walks, perhaps that might have restored her humour, but in
want of occupation, Melody had become afflicted with severe melancholy.
Jane knew all too well how the want of purpose could oppress even the brightest spirit.
And so Jane had taken it upon herself to host a card party, inviting all those neighbours who were willing to
make the trip to Long Parkmead.
She expected this would delight Melody, but was surprised to find, upon glancing up from a game of whist,
that her sister stood by the window, looking out at the snow. Her golden curls seemed to cry for sunlight
quite as much as the daffodils, which peeked above the layer of snow outside.
Jane reached the end of her game and waited while she and her partner, her mother’s friend Mrs. Marchand,



counted their tricks. Mrs. Marchand was only too delighted to discover that they had nearly twice as many
points as their rivals. Leaving her to triumph in their victory, Jane excused herself from the table upon the
pretext of wishing to cool her temples by the window and went to her sister.
“Have you had much luck this evening?”
“Hm? Oh … some.” Melody pulled her shawl up around her shoulders. “I won a round of lottery.”
She seemed disinclined to say more, where once she would have soliloquised about how many fish tokens
she had won at the card game.
“And you are satisfied with that?”
Melody shrugged. “My head aches.”
Knowing that the headache was a fancy of her sister’s to explain away her lowness, Jane sighed. Her breath
frosted the window for a moment. Struck by an idea, she leaned forward and blew on the glass. She drew a
bird on the fogged pane. “Do you remember when we tried to draw snowflakes in all the windows for
Christmas?”
Melody shook her head, a single line appearing between her brows. Forcing a smile, Jane tried not to let the
disappointment show on her face. It had been one of the treasured memories of her childhood. “I suppose it
is not surprising. I was thirteen, so you could have been no older than three, I think. You wanted to learn
glamour but were too young to hold the folds. I showed you how to fog the glass and you went around
ornamenting all the windows.”
“Little has changed then, since I still cannot work glamour.” Melody glanced over her shoulder. “How is
Vincent enduring the party?”
“Tolerably, though I had to rescue him from Mrs. Marchand once, who tried to insist on his being the fourth
for a hand of whist.” Jane wrinkled her nose at the thought of her taciturn husband being forced to sit next to
their sociable neighbour. He now stood engaged in conversation with her father. Though he held her father in
high esteem, Vincent still had an edge of tension to his stance, simply from being in a room with so many
people.
“La! He is patience embodied.”
“I promised him that as soon as we perform the tableau vivant Mama requested, he can retreat under the
pretence of fatigue.” An illusion such as a tableau vivant would not ordinarily be enough to tax the strength
of a professional glamourist, but Jane was quite willing to take advantage of her mother’s sometimes
excessive imagination to offer her husband an escape.
“I declare, I do not know how you managed to attach such a hermit, but sometimes I am exceedingly
jealous.” The shadow came back to Melody’s countenance as she leaned forward to blow on the window.
With a finger, she drew a simple snowflake. “I almost remember, I think.”
“I look forward to wishing you joy.”
“You may hold that wish for a long time.”
“With your beauty? My dear sister, you were made to attach gentlemen.” Jane tried to tease her sister back
into something like her natural spirits.
“Really?” Melody dropped her finger and turned to face Jane fully. “Who should I attach?” She glanced
toward the room filled with their friends and neighbours.
Standing with her sister made the room change in aspect, as though a glamour had been drawn over it. Where
before Jane had noted the merriment and general air of pleasant conversation, she now attended to the
individuals. The room seemed composed almost entirely of women, young and old. There were men, to be
certain: Mr. Prater, the old vicar; their father, Mr. Ellsworth; Mr. Marchand and his assembly of daughters …
but there was not a single young bachelor. Once their neighbourhood had held several eligible gentlemen,
but many of them had gone away to fight Napoleon and never returned. Others had left for different reasons.
Jane had thought that Melody’s depression was due to being confined indoors, but her loneliness was of a far
deeper nature than that.
*   *   *
The morning after the card party, Jane made her way down the hall to her father’s comfortable study at the



back of the house. He had always been a source of steady counsel for her, and she had hopes that he might
have some thoughts on what to do for Melody.
Voices met her in the hall. She hesitated on the threshold of the study.
Mr. Ellsworth looked up from a sheet of paper that he was bent over with Mr. Maulsby, the estate manager
for Long Parkmead. “Come in, Jane. We will be but a moment longer.”
She slipped into the leather wingback chair by the fire and made herself comfortable. She had known Mr.
Maulsby all her life and he had long been a good steward for her father’s estate. Before him, Mr. Maulsby’s
father had attended to the running of the fields and harvests and all the other things, which good English
culture required. He was a tall man with a perpetual stoop to his shoulders, which Jane thought must come
from spending so much time hunched over his papers or looking at the ground. His hair had silvered in time,
like her father’s, but remained as thick on his head as always. He nodded to her as she settled in her chair,
but did not break his conference with his employer.
“I’ll tell you true, Mr. Ellsworth, I think we have to replant the south and east fields. The sprouts were just
coming up when this hit and now they’re black in the ground.” The manager tapped the paper with one nail-
bitten finger. “Perhaps the northwest one too, but that gets more sun because of the elevation, so it might be
all right if the snow passes soon.”
“You are certain? No—no, I know that you are, or you would not come to me.” Mr. Ellsworth sighed heavily
and scratched his thinning pate. “Well. Well. You had best order the seed, then, before the prices go up any
further.”
“Yes, sir. That I’ll do.” Mr. Maulsby rolled up the paper. “It’s worse up north, I hear. The ground’s not
thawing at all. If this keeps up, we’ll see food riots.”
“Let us hope, then, that the weather warms soon.”
“Aye, or we’ll have troubles in the autumn bringing in the harvest.”
“We shall fret about that when it happens.” Mr. Ellsworth clapped the estate manager on the shoulder and
saw him out. After the man had gone, her father stood in the door for a moment before sighing heavily.
When he turned back to Jane, he had a smile on his face, which she was certain he wore solely for her
benefit. “What can I do for you, my dear?”
“I feel that I should ask the same of you.”
Mr. Ellsworth grimaced. He glanced down the hall and shut the door. “You will not tell your mother?”
She shook her head. Mrs. Ellsworth was a good woman and not without understanding, but her worries
sometimes carried her far beyond reason. Jane was well used to guarding her mother from things that would
upset her without need.
Settling into the chair opposite her, Mr. Ellsworth crossed his legs and stared into the fire. He was silent for
some minutes, fingers moving across the arm of the chair as though he were plotting on the leather what to
tell her. “Well. Well … as you might have heard, the cold has killed our barley shoots. We can replant, but it
is an expense I had not looked for.” He offered her a sorrowful smile. “It will not ruin us. Others will not be
so lucky. But there is still a cost, and I worry, as always, about making sure that my daughters are provided
for.”
Jane reached over and took his hand. “You know that I am provided for, at least.”
He chuckled. “I am your father. One never ceases to worry.” He patted her hand. “But—but you are correct.
Melody is my chief concern. I will not need to touch her portion, or anything so severe, but in spite of my
steward’s brave words, I must plan as though this harvest might fail.”
“Do you think that likely?”
“No. But then, I have never seen it snow so late in the year. A flurry, perhaps, but we are very nearly in April
and there are eight inches of snow upon the ground. I would be a fool not to consider how we might retrench
if the harvest were to fail.” He shook his head and patted her hand again. “Do not let your mother hear the
word ‘retrench.’”
Jane could well imagine the terrors her mother would create at any talk of practising economy. “I promise I
shall not.”



He released her hand to tend the fire. “I had hoped to send Melody to London for the Season. She is…”
“Depressed.”
“Yes.”
Jane had the uncomfortable sense that her father was waiting for her to offer a cure for her sister’s
depression. She had none. “Perhaps Bath? It is not so expensive, and might offer her some prospects.”
“Do you think? The last trip went so poorly that I fear a trip to Bath might revive her wounded sensibilities.”
Jane bit the inside of her lip. She had not considered that at all. The road to Bath was where Melody had lost
all hope for the man she had loved. “We are both resolved, though, that a change of scene would do her
good?”
“Indeed.” Mr. Ellsworth shifted his chair closer to the fire. “But perhaps we are showing unnecessary alarm,
and London will be possible after all.”
Outside the window, the snow continued to fall. Jane could not allow herself to hope that her father’s
optimism was correct.
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Users Review

From reader reviews:

Emil Townsend:

A lot of people always spent all their free time to vacation or even go to the outside with them friends and
family or their friend. Were you aware? Many a lot of people spent these people free time just watching TV,
or maybe playing video games all day long. In order to try to find a new activity here is look different you
can read any book. It is really fun to suit your needs. If you enjoy the book which you read you can spent all
day every day to reading a guide. The book Without a Summer (Glamourist Histories Book 3) it is rather
good to read. There are a lot of folks that recommended this book. We were holding enjoying reading this
book. In the event you did not have enough space to bring this book you can buy typically the e-book. You
can m0ore simply to read this book from the smart phone. The price is not very costly but this book features
high quality.

Darryl Payton:

Your reading sixth sense will not betray you actually, why because this Without a Summer (Glamourist
Histories Book 3) reserve written by well-known writer who really knows well how to make book that may
be understand by anyone who all read the book. Written throughout good manner for you, dripping every
ideas and producing skill only for eliminate your own hunger then you still question Without a Summer
(Glamourist Histories Book 3) as good book not just by the cover but also by content. This is one guide that
can break don't judge book by its include, so do you still needing a different sixth sense to pick this!? Oh
come on your reading through sixth sense already said so why you have to listening to another sixth sense.

Madeline Cecil:

Many people spending their time by playing outside using friends, fun activity with family or just watching



TV the whole day. You can have new activity to invest your whole day by examining a book. Ugh, ya think
reading a book can actually hard because you have to take the book everywhere? It okay you can have the e-
book, delivering everywhere you want in your Smart phone. Like Without a Summer (Glamourist Histories
Book 3) which is finding the e-book version. So , try out this book? Let's observe.

Jennifer Klein:

Don't be worry when you are afraid that this book can filled the space in your house, you can have it in e-
book method, more simple and reachable. This specific Without a Summer (Glamourist Histories Book 3)
can give you a lot of pals because by you checking out this one book you have factor that they don't and
make a person more like an interesting person. This book can be one of one step for you to get success. This
e-book offer you information that perhaps your friend doesn't realize, by knowing more than some other
make you to be great individuals. So , why hesitate? Let us have Without a Summer (Glamourist Histories
Book 3).
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