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Bae Suah, one of the most highly acclaimed contemporary Korean authors, 
has published more than a dozen short story collections and novels, and 
has won a number of prestigious awards. She has also translated several 
books from the German, including works by W. G. Sebald, Franz Kafka, 
and Jenny Erpenbeck. Her novel Nowhere to Be Found was longlisted for 
the PEN Translation Prize and the Best Translated Book Awards.

Deborah Smith has translated two other books by Bae (Recitation and 
A Greater Music), and won the Man Booker International Prize for her 
translation of Han Kang’s The Vegetarian. She is the founder of Tilted 
Axis Press.

“Bae dissolves conventional linear narrative, as though it were impos-
sible for cause and effect to exist concurrently with such repression.”

—Joanna Walsh, The National

“Bae Suah offers the chance to unknow—to see the everyday afresh 
and be defamiliarized with what we believe we know—which is no 
small offering.”

— Sophie Hughes, Music & Literature

OCTOBER 10, 2017
FIRST ENGLISH TRANSLATION

$15.95 (pb) | Short Fiction
212 pgs. | 5.5” x 8.5”

978-1-940953-65-6

$12.95  (ebook) 
978-1-940953-70-0

(World)

Also Available: 
A Greater Music. $13.95 (pb), novel, 978-1-940953-46-5; $9.99 (ebook), 978-1-940953-47-2

BAE SUAH
NORTH STATION

Trans. from the Korean by Deborah Smith

A writer struggles to come to terms with the death of her beloved 
mentor; the staging of an experimental play goes awry; time 

freezes for two lovers on a platform, waiting for the train that will 
take one of them away; a woman living in a foreign country dis-

covers she has been issued with the wrong ID. 
 Emotionally haunting, intellectually stimulating, the seven stories in North Station represent 
the range and power of Bae Suah’s distinctive voice and style, which delights in digres-
sions, multiple storylines, and sudden ruptures of societal norms. Heavily influenced by the 
German authors she’s read and translated, Bae’s stories combine elements of Korean and 
European storytelling in a way that’s unforgettable and mesmerizing.
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His mind is taken over by the memory 

of a city one summer in the 1970s, 

when the scent of seltzer was strong in the 

air and the hot, humid streets swam when 

he looked down on them from the balcony. 

The memory of the rattan bed and its thin 

blanket, the tiled bathtub, and the enormous 

rusted tap shaped like a cross. The woman’s 

address was all he knew of her; and the 

woman lived in that city. When she had first 

handed him the scrap of paper onto which 

she had written her address, at the time 

when their fate—which would eventually 

leave them each remembered by the other 

as no more than an address—had just been 

set in motion, he felt the memory of that city, 

which he’d thought he had long forgotten, 

rise up inside him as a damp rainbow, 

accompanied by a single cry. Like an aged 

peacock winging wearily up above the tree-

tops, some early morning in India. When he 

spent a week lodging on an unfamiliar bal-

cony, battling clouds of mosquitos and sleep 

thin yet sticky as a swamp, the footsteps of 

the woman as a young child might have 

passed through the alley directly below him. 

Had she appeared again after all this time, 

here in this place, waiting for the last train? 

It was barely a day since his first sight of 

her, and confusion still gripped him; still, he 

was tormented by the illusion of having been 

pursuing her all this 

time without know-

ing it, and of the 

various cities he’d 

since traveled through—ever since the one 

he hadn’t at the time known was hers—hav-

ing been for ages in this long pursuit, as he 

fumbled after the footprints of the woman he 

had unknowingly left behind.

 Now the backdrop that frames the wom-

an’s head and shoulders is a night festooned 

with spiderwebs, a corner of this world knit-

ted from disordered electric wires, awaiting 

the train’s departure. The train ticket in the 

woman’s pocket gives wordless testament to 

this world. Externally, it is the world of the 

platform’s information board, where the train 

times flash up, of the enormous round clock 

whose minute hand inches forward with a 

click, of billboards for beer and french fries, 

and of the lit balconies lining the rail tracks. 

That world, patient as the hunched elderly. A 

world of pipes, ducts, and conduits. A world 

of pipes that grope their way forward in the 

darkness, electric wires and water pipes 

and measuring instruments and fiber-optic 

cables and transmitters, existing for the sake 

of drainage, ventilation, and the night strolls 

of ladybugs, a place for a pigeons to roost 

or a guiding device for the blind. But upon 

closer inspection it revealed its connection 

to the world of the bathhouse’s mini radio, 

which had played Telemann in the mornings, 

of the glasses and wallets and pen nibs he’d 

lost, the various addresses that had been 

given him, the cities and countless streets to 

which those addresses had silently pointed, 

the secret alleys and neighbors whose faces 

he hadn’t known. Now, this hour, fragments 

of all the trivial worlds, all the scenes of his 

life he’d swept past with such indifference, 

captured his consciousness, invading his 

memory in one great rush. As everything 

that makes up life and lifestyle, they were 

the origin of all the countless memories, 

thoughts, and impressions he’d ever jotted 

down, casually, even unconsciously, the 

secret museum of every inspiration his life 

had ever known. They were the eyes of the 

innumerable totality of objects simultaneously 

fixing him with their stares. And, at the same 

time, it was an incredibly simple action, 

formed from a single melody, nothing other 

than the sleep of the world. From a single 

melody where both the eyes and the mind 

are closed. Closing one’s eyes, an action of 

surrendering oneself to the world, and the 

peacock shade beneath shuttered eyelids. 

The act of sleeping, the conscious aware-

ness of it, came so close to something pure 

and absolute as to provoke an internal cry: 

“For god’s sake stay like this!” Just as he, 

looking up at the platform clock this very 

moment, longed to command time to stop in 

its tracks. 

 The woman has her cold, firm hand 

resting on the platform bench, and his own 

palm presses gently down on it. Rigid in 

these positions, they both face the direction 

from which the train will come. How he’d 

longed for a single night’s worth of sleep 

on the woman’s balcony. Once again, 

he recalls the rattan bed. The depth and 

warmth of that night of mosquitos, that night 

of fog, that sour smell hanging low over the 

ground . . . He was lying down. Drinking 

in the soft snuffle of the woman’s breath-

ing, with his face, his own sleep, buried in 

the nape of her neck. Each gust of wind 

produced a furious crackling from the tarp 

stretched over the balcony. He thinks he can 

hear rain. He is lying down on the fold-up 

bed beneath the tarp with his clasped hands 

resting on his stomach, his senses half-open 

to the foreign language drifting up like the 

low hum of insects, the clamor of the market 

and the smoke from the mosquito coil, the 

strong warmth of unfamiliar spices rising 

from the kitchen. If he could somehow find 

himself back there again, perhaps he would 

fall asleep after shouting “stay like this!” out 

loud. Sleeping, he will fly through the distant 

streets as he clings to the woman’s bosom, 

and her eyelids and the night will tickle his 

sleeping toes.

BAE SUAH
FROM NORTH STATION
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An actor, musician, and novelist, Madame Nielsen is one of Denmark’s 
most daring artists. A finalist for the Nordic Council Prize, Nielsen is most 
well known for “dying” in 2001 and trying to live in Denmark without any 
identity papers. In addition to The Endless Summer, Madame Nielsen has 
released another novel (Invasionen) and an album (We Are Multitude). 

Gaye Kynoch is the translator of a book about Karen Blixen (Isak Dinesen) 
and Lime’s Photograph by Leif Davidsen.

FEBRUARY 13, 2018
FIRST ENGLISH TRANSLATION

$14.95 (pb) | Novel
103 pgs. | 5” x 8”

978-1-940953-69-4

$9.95 (ebook) 
978-1-940953-71-7

(World)

“The Endless Summer by Madame Nielsen is my literary discovery of 
the year.”

—Sjón

“At the same time romantic and grim, not just a novel about the heart-
breaking illusions of youth, but also a self-consuming love affair with 
death.”

—Carsten Jensen (author of We, the Downed)

A passionate love story about a Danish woman and a much 
younger Portuguese artist, The Endless Summer confronts ideas 

of time, sexuality, and tragedy in a style reminiscent of both Proust 
and Lars Von Trier.

 Emotional and visceral, the novel drifts through time and space, relating the lives, loves, 
and dissolutions of everyone who surrounds this unexpected couple, including the woman’s 
former husband who holds the family at gunpoint, her daughter and her lovers, who include 
a boy who finds himself and his true sexual identity in America, and the young boy who “is 
perhaps a girl, but does not yet know it,” who narrates it all. 
 Propelled by a captivating story, the real charm of the novel resides in its impeccable 
style and atmosphere, which gathers a sense of longing, a slight nostalgia for times that 
ache with possibility, while knowing that even the endless summer doesn’t last forever. 

MADAME NIELSEN
THE ENDLESS SUMMER

Trans. from the Danish by Gaye Kynoch
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It begins with a boy, a young boy, who 
is perhaps a girl, but does not yet know 

it. The young boy, so fetching, so delicate, 
so tender, so shy, plays guitar in a band. 
They’re playing at a party for a crowd of 
young people they don’t know, and who 
don’t know them, and it’s their first gig, and 
it’s that very evening. (And later, first the girl 
comes, and then, but just in a glimmer, like 
a shadow, a dazzling shadow, a shadow 
of light, the mother, then the two little broth-
ers, who climb up the walls, on the shelves 
and on the cupboards in the dark rooms in 
the basement under the farmhouse where 
she has withdrawn in order to escape the 
stepfather’s eyes, his sickly nasal voice, his 
gun and his inferiority and hatred of every 
woman, fear he disguises as disdain, and 
where she now lives, the girl, in the base-
ment, the walls papered with posters of Paul 
Young, who is still young and beautiful and 
soft in the pictures and later, very soon, will 
be fat and alcoholic and, following a swift 
and efficient downward spiral, will die, and 
then, like an epiphany, a dazzling light, the 
mother, her aristocratic figure, the long gra-
cious limbs and strong bones, the sleek ivo-
ry-colored hair flowing down her back, the 
stallion she rides in the mist rising off the early 
summer morning fields seen through one of 
the small grimy window panes in the base-
ment where he has just stirred and propped 
himself up on one elbow under the duvet in 

the damp warmth 
of the girl’s languid 
body, the girl who 
is still asleep at 
his side, the dark round and soft girl with 
the delicate bones and big soft breasts, 
the eternally languid pleasure-lover and the 
aristocratic fair Nordic mother, her straight 
back and the steamy breath from the horse’s 
slimily-soft nostrils, and then, with no warn-
ing, the stepfather, one morning, alone in 
the big rustic kitchen, the slender young boy 
and the stepfather who sits down opposite 
him and starts talking about weapons, guns 
and pistols, and especially the bullets and 
particularly the dum-dum bullets, their magic 
effect, the almost invisible hole in the flesh, 
just here, right in the solar plexus where the 
bullet enters, almost without leaving a trace, 
and at the very moment it penetrates the 
darkness it explodes its way out and leaves 
the back, or what once was a back, one 
big ragged bleeding crater, the stepfather’s 
story about the bullets and the girl’s about 
the detectives paid by the stepfather to fol-
low the mother everywhere as soon as she 
turns out of the avenue and is out of sight 
(and out of shooting range), and who clean 
him out so that he, who just a few years ago 
along with his older brother Buller inherited 
everything from their father and from one 
day to the next was a multimillionaire and 
bought an estate in Jutland, a magnificent 

manor house with sixteen toilets and bath-
rooms, can now hardly afford petrol for 
his second-hand car, the detectives, who 
he, the young boy, never sees at all, albeit 
their shadows fall around him in the empty 
rooms when he walks through the house on 
his own, not a word, even though everyone 
except the two little brothers knows about 
their existence, quite openly, like a religious 
taboo everyone simply accepts as a matter 
of course, the mother and her daughter and 
the stepfather who knows that they know 
but doesn’t let it affect him, doesn’t try to 
hide anything, as if the terror is even more 
deadly from being obvious and unmention-
able, and as if the mother’s aristocracy, her 
untouchability, is even more supreme from 
her getting on with life, her daily round, as 
if nothing has happened, which just makes 
the stepfather’s hatred and desperation and 
inferiority and obsession even greater and 
more bombastic, it consumes him, with 
every day he grows paler and thinner and 
savagely embittered, and determined it will 
be over his dead body that he lets go of 
this woman, lets her go free, even if it will 
consume him, and it will, but not now, first 
he’ll just disappear, one day he’s suddenly 
gone, and the summer has started, an end-
less summer, in which nothing happens, in 
which he, the slender boy, falls out of the 
world, the world he came from, and into this 
other world, which is a world in itself, where 

time and light stand still and the dust rotates 
and no one does anything, nothing other 
than living as if they were in a different era 
and a completely different location, as if the 
white farmhouse is a governor’s residence on 
St. Croix in the final days of the empire when 
everything is too late and thus suddenly at 
last possible. The mother spends her days on 
the back of her stallion and doesn’t come in 
until darkness falls, and she sits in the kitchen 
with a glass of wine, surrounded by candles, 
and the girl and the young boy stay in bed 
until late in the afternoon and never get 
properly up, but wander around the house 
wearing one another’s clothes, the young 
boy dressed like a yet to be sexed toreador 
or a virgin, and sit in the kitchen and drink 
milky coffee and bake bread with the last 
of the flour and fill it with scraps of cheese 
and onion and herbs and eat steaming slices 
and hunks that fall apart while they laugh 
and sink onto her big iron bed, which has 
now been moved upstairs into the smaller 
of the two sitting rooms, and make love for 
hours on end without knowing who is who, if 
there is one gender or many, and for a brief 
moment forgets his fear of body and death, 
which is coming, it’s coming, don’t worry, it’ll 
come, death comes in every story like this 
one, in the final cadence or maybe abruptly 
like a dum-dum bullet forcing an entry in the 
midst of life and leaving it ripped apart, 
spread out across the earth.

MADAME NIELSEN
FROM THE ENDLESS SUMMER
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Maria José Silveira is the author of ten novels, including the prize-winning 
Her Mother’s Mother’s Mother and Her Daughters, the film rights to which 
were sold to TV Globo. 

Eric M. B. Becker is editor of Words Without Borders and an award-win-
ning journalist and literary translator. He received a PEN/Heim Translation 
grant for his work on Mia Couto, and has also translated works by Lygia 
Fagundes Telles, Noemi Jaffe, and others.

Spanning 500 years of Brazilian history, Her Mother’s Mother’s 
Mother and Her Daughters chronicles a family of women, 

beginning in 1500 with the birth of Inaiá, daughter of a Tupiniquim 
warrior, and ending in 2001 with Inaiá’s distant descendent, Maria Flor. As each new 
daughter takes the place of her mother, and the mothers before her, Maria José Silveira’s 
captivating, cinematic prose takes us through the formation of the country itself, as well as 
through the roles, customs, challenges, and intrigues of the women within it.
 Subversive and refreshing, Silveira blends great storytelling with personal politics to 
critique the machismo, authoritarianism, and abuses of power prevalent in Brazilian culture.

“Silveira’s daring novel shows the machismo, authoritarianism, and 
abuses of power prevalent in culture, but through outstanding charac-
ters, it also includes a lot of sensitivity and knowledge.”

—UOL

“A very personal, but at the same time, highly engaging narrative. . . . 
A generous, intelligent and refined novel.”

—Márcio Souza

DECEMBER 12, 2017
FIRST ENGLISH TRANSLATION

$16.95 (pb) | Novel
374 pgs. | 5.5” x 8.5”

978-1-940953-67-0

$13.95 (ebook)
978-1-940953-72-4

(World)

MARIA JOSÉ SILVEIRA

HER MOTHER’S MOTHER’S 
MOTHER AND HER DAUGHTERS

Trans. from the Portuguese by Eric M. B. Becker
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The adults in the tribe now spent a good 

part of their time felling trees of a certain 

red wood, trees the color of burning embers, 

those magnificent trees whose dye would be 

used to make the most fashionable clothes in 

Europe. The right to don this majestic color, 

previously reserved for kings and Church 

prelates, had been extended to all, and the 

demand for the tree’s purple-colored dye had 

intensified. Those natives who possessed 

steel machetes, gifts from the caraíbas, 

were able to cut the trees with much greater 

speed, frenetically hacking away, proudly 

gathering rows of Brazilwood trunks in a few 

short hours. Had Inaiá lived a bit longer, she 

would have seen how, day after day, these 

trees with their metallic green leaves, yellow 

flowers, and red trunks—found everywhere 

in her childhood—slowly headed toward 

extinction.

 What was Inaiá like, you ask?

 Well. Inaiá was never especially beau-

tiful. I realize you all would like it if this 

woman with whom it all began, this nearly 

mythological mother figure, were as perfect 

as in a fairytale. But she wasn’t. If I said she 

was, it would be bending the truth, although 

any judgment is relative, of course, both 

because the standards of beauty of an indig-

enous tribe at that time are not the same as 

ours today, and because beauty has never 

been an absolute truth. There will always be 

those who consider 

what the majority 

finds beautiful to 

be ugly, and those 

who find beauty in what the majority judges 

to be lacking in it. But it’s pure foolishness 

to try to idealize the very first woman in our 

family. There’s no reason for it. It’s enough 

to know that, in every way possible, the first 

inhabitants of our country attracted many a 

stare, as was noted by none other than the 

illustrious penman Sir Pêro Vaz de Caminha 

in the first document written about this new 

land. It appears he was unable to take his 

eyes off them, as he himself admits, and 

was incapable of concealing his fascina-

tion: “So young and so full of charm, with 

long hair black as night, and their bare 

bodies so upright, so composed, their hair 

so immaculate that, after observing them at 

great length, we too felt no shame.”

 We’ll never know for sure if all the women 

were so eyecatching—and if Caminha saw 

them from a distance or was able to examine 

them up close—but that shouldn’t cause you 

to think that Inaiá was a beauty among 

beauties, because she was nothing of the 

kind. She was plump and of average height, 

a bit asymmetrical in relation between her 

torso and her legs, the latter being skinnier 

than some might like, her buttocks were 

simply average, neither large nor small, 

neither firm nor flaccid, her bosom ample 

but fated to succumb to the law of gravity 

at an early age, and her black hair was 

long and straight like that of all the native 

women, neither more nor less silky than all 

the rest. She had a flat nose, average black 

eyes, the same red mouth as her sisters, and 

a birthmark—this last detail a characteristic 

all her own—a dark triangle near the base 

of the nape of her neck that tilted left near 

its peak. But beyond this, not even Inaiá’s 

personality was particularly exceptional. 

She performed daily chores eagerly and 

splashed about as she took baths in the 

river, and was as social and carefree as her 

sisters, as well-mannered and happy to be 

alive as they were.

 After a time, she no longer trailed the 

groups of white men. She maintained a 

distance, along with her sisters, the whole 

of them laughing out loud. But their laughter 

was already different, something in their 

gazes had changed. That was when one 

of the men—a caraíba about her age by 

the name Fernão, with an extraordinarily 

white face nearly devoid of hair, with bright 

eyes that looked like little rocks made of 

crystal-clear seawater—cast his eyes on her, 

smiled, and began to repeat:

 “Here, over here. Pretty girl, come here.”

 Inaiá went. She was twelve years old. 

 A smile on her face (she had never 

been so close to a caraíba), the curious 

Inaiá inched forward. She reached out to 

touch him, touched him and laughed, she 

smelled him, smelled him and laughed, his 

flesh was so white beneath that second skin 

and she laughed, his hair the color of falling 

leaves, she touched him and smelled him 

and laughed: Those eyes, yes, I want to see 

up close these crystals the color of the sea 

as it nears the sand, the sea without waves, 

the sea just after the day has begun.

 She laughed, and laughed, and laughed.

 Birds of a thousand colors flew up into 

the sky and the verdant trees slowly closed 

in around the two of them.

 You might not believe it, but Inaiá was the 

first woman Fernão had known. The young 

man from Lisbon had no doubt laid his hands 

on a working girl or two on dark nights near 

the port, but on account of his tender age, 

his inexperience, or his innocence, he’d 

been content not to take it further.

 While Inaiá continued exploring Fernão’s 

strange white body, its every scent and its 

workings, he also explored the body of this 

young woman with the reddish skin, taking 

in her smell, her taste like the forest. The two 

of them stood there between the leaves, 

Inaiá laughing, always laughing, as was 

her radiant nature, and Fernão finding cause 

for laughter in hers, the two of them young, 

complete, at peace.

AND HER DAUGHTERS MARIA JOSÉ SILVEIRA
FROM HER MOTHER’S MOTHER’S MOTHER 



Winner of the 2014 Helikon Award 
for Bulgarian Novel of the Year

In June of 1923, a military coup established Aleksandar Tsankov as the new leader of 
Bulgaria. His fascist policies—especially aimed at the Bulgarian Communist Party—led to 

the failed September Uprising and an extended period of martial law. 
 At that same time, Geo Milev—one of Bulgaria’s most beloved poets—started a politi-
cally charged literary magazine with Georgi Sheytanov, a notorious anarchist on the run. 
Eighteen months later, the government assassinated both of them, although Milev’s body 
wouldn’t be found for another thirty years.
 In this multilayered historical novel that calls to mind Laurent Binet’s HHhH, Hristo 
Karastoyanov deconstructs this period, blending this adventurous tale of resistance with 
current-day reflections on what this period meant to Bulgaria and the world. 
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Hristo Karastoyanov is a multi-award winning contemporary Bulgarian 
novelist, playwright, and political essayist whose work has been translated 
into English, Turkish, and German. All seven of his novels have been short-
listed for the prestigious Helikon Award. 

Izidora Angel is a Bulgarian-born writer and translator. She has written 
essays and critique in English and Bulgarian for the Chicago Reader, 
Publishing Perspectives, Banitza, Egoist, and others. She received a grant 
from English PEN for her work on The Same Night Awaits Us All.

“Karastoyanov’s novel is set in Bulgaria in the 1920s, but also invokes 
the spirit of John Lennon, and brings to mind Dostoevsky’s Demons with 
its anarchists and assassins, lighthouses, zeppelins, and synthesis of 
modernist narrative techniques and Balkan storytelling.”

—Berliner Zeitung

JANUARY 9, 2018
FIRST ENGLISH TRANSLATION

$15.95 (pb) | Novel
342 pgs. | 5.5” x 8.5”

978-1-940953-68-7

$12.95 (ebook) 
978-1-940953-74-8

(World)

HRISTO KARASTOYANOV

THE SAME NIGHT 
AWAITS US ALL

Trans. from the Bulgarian by Izidora Angel



Fall/Winter 2017 Open Letter18 19

They took him across the mountains to 
Gorna Dhjumaya where his arrival was 

met by the same pathological slaughterers 
whose names had been on everyone’s lips 
that year—the year an undeclared, loath-
some war pitted neighbor versus neighbor. 
And it is said that these thugs then began 
to assess his verdict. But he wasn’t about to 
have any of it. 
 “Me,” he said, “you don’t sentence. Me, 
you either shoot or you let go.”
 Who can say if that’s how it really 
happened? Maybe it’s not all true, but it’s 
certainly faithful to the truth. 
 [. . .]
 Sheytanov must have known that exactly 
two weeks prior to his own capture, the poet 
Geo Milev had already been to court and 
that his lawyer had astutely not shown up 
on time which necessitated him to act as his 
own defendant—that much was written in 
the newspapers. The case itself had been 
absurd: a poet on trial for writing a poem. 
And the people in the dust-filled courtroom 
had not listened to a single word the poet 
said—that everything he’d written was in the 
name of humanity, brotherhood, and love 
and peace on earth, that this was an idea 
anchoring his entire body of work, and that 
the real question at hand for the Bulgarian 
court was: would it convict a poet for his 
words? But when has a court ever listened to 
a poet? He was convicted, and it was then, 

in the middle of 
May, beyond the 
Balkan mountains 
and amidst the 
cautiously verdant forests above Kilifarevo 
that Sheytanov likely first read the headline 
inside that rag known as Utro: “Guilty: 
Author-Provocateur of September Convicted 
for Instigating Class Division and Hatred!” 
And perhaps while reading that same paper 
he had also learned what the poet’s sen-
tence had been, and who knows, maybe 
he had simply groaned that a year in jail 
along with a twenty thousand-leva fine was 
the lesser of two evils. The twenty thousand 
wouldn’t be a problem to get hold of, just as 
the five thousand leva bail before it hadn’t 
and he’d brought it to Mila, the poet’s wife, 
when they’d first arrested her husband back 
in January. Mila had run around in despair 
then, making the rounds at all the publishers 
her husband worked with, the bookstores 
and newspaper stands whose owners owed 
him money—getting a hundred leva here, 
two hundred there—all the while growing 
disheartened with the realization she’d never 
actually come up with the full amount. Shey-
tanov brought her the accursed five-thousand 
leva in the afternoon: ten lousy bills the color 
of dirty violet . . . Her eyes, behind frames 
thin as a spider’s web had looked distraught, 
and he, seeing her so scared, had lied for 
the first time in his life. He told her everything 

would be all right. But they both knew the ten 
worthless pieces of paper solved nothing, 
that the bail money would not bail the poet 
out, that January was not the end but only 
the beginning . . .
 The twenty thousand in question now 
didn’t seem like a big deal, either, and the 
year in jail . . . well, what’s a year in jail? 
Nothing. He’d done it.
 “He got off easy,” he said to Mariola 
and ditched the paper. “What’s a year 
compared to eight! The prosecutor and the 
judge must be fans . . .”
 Indeed. The prosecutor, one Manyo 
Genkov, really had tried his best: instead of 
asking for the minimum three-year sentence 
he had pleaded for one year, and the 
judge had groaned with hasty relief and 
banged his gavel. And as he sat there amid 
the Kilifarevo forests, he likely wished for 
nothing more than to have been inside that 
courtroom, slinging jokes at the poet to cheer 
him up, shouting: “Milev! I disagree with the 
sentence. This man is making a mockery 
of your work. Only a year for that poem?! 
For shame! These people aren’t taking you 
seriously, Milev. You should’ve been hit with 
the maximum for writing that fine poem!” Or 
something in that vein.
 But who could have possibly told him 
that while he read the now three-day-old 
newspaper, the poet had already been 
summoned for an “informal inquiry” in 
connection with his now seemingly settled 

case? And how could he have known that 
the poet wasn’t summoned to the courthouse 
as he should have been—but to the Police 
Directorate? 
 That was that.
 [. . .]
 In late afternoon on the fifteenth of 
May, nineteen twenty five, the poet’s wife 
and her sister made their way to the Police 
Directorate right next to Luvov Most, Lions’ 
Bridge—a white-stone building with a pen-
tagram above it, yet to be filled with ghosts, 
vengeful vampires, karakonjuli, and angels 
with blood-drenched wings. They brought 
the poet’s coat, because they’d sent him 
off with nothing more than a handkerchief 
at dawn, and it had been a frigid day this 
fifteenth of May. It had been so cold, in fact, 
that both women’s fingers had frozen inside 
their lace gloves—as if in that spring day 
winter had returned.
 It goes without saying that the women 
weren’t at all allowed in, and while they 
stood outside and the murk over Sofia 
descended, they’d caught sight of the poet 
behind a window on the top floor.
 But Sheytanov, up in the Kilifarevo hills, 
had no way of knowing any of this.
 The poet too had no way of knowing 
the last thing he would ever pen was his 
signature acknowledging receipt of a three 
hundred-leva loan from the secretary of the 
“Invalid” Union of Officers. Which he would 
never repay . . .

HRISTO KARASTOYANOV
FROM THE SAME NIGHT AWAITS US ALL
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Jóanes Nielsen is the author of four novels, a collection of stories, three 
volumes of essays, and eight poetry collections. He’s been nominated on 
five occasions for the Nordic Council’s Literature Prize. 

Kerri A. Pierce has published translations from seven different languages, 
including Justine by Iben Mondrup and The Faster I Walk, The Smaller I Am 
by Kjersti A. Skomsvold, which was a finalist for the International IMPAC 
Dublin Literary Award.

One of the first Faroese books to be translated into English, 
The Brahmadells is an epic novel chronicling the lives of a 

particular family—nicknamed “the Brahmadells”—against the larger 
history of the Faroe Islands, from the time of Danish rule, through its 

national awakening, to its independence. 
 Filled with colorful characters and various family intrigues, the novel incorporates a 
number of genres and styles as it shifts from individual stories to larger world issues. There 
are historical documents, including nineteenth-century medical journals, documents detailing 
the lives of real historical figures, digressions about religion, a measles outbreak, and many 
other travails, large and small.   
 Epic in its scope, importance, and literary approach, The Brahmadells is a playful, 
engrossing look at life in an island nation whose rich history is relatively unknown to most 
English readers.

JÓANES NIELSEN
THE BRAHMADELLS

NOVEMBER 14, 2017
FIRST ENGLISH TRANSLATION

$16.95 (pb) | Novel
351 pgs. | 5.5” x 8.5”

978-1-940953-66-3

$13.95 (ebook) 
978-1-940953-73-1

(World)

Trans. from the Faroese by Kerri A. Pierce 

“Captivating and wild. . . . There is a vast, oceanic narrative power 
in Jóanes Nielsen’s Faroese chronicle The Brahmadells.”

—Anders Juhl Rasmussen

“Immensely charming and basically irresistible.”
—Erik Skyum-Nielsen
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JÓANES NIELSEN
FROM THE BRAHMADELLS

That morning Tóvó’s mother woke him. 

During the last two days she had been 

up to his room a few times, but she had 

not said a word. She was not her usual 

self, and now that the measles and its side 

effects no longer gripped her, she sometimes 

broke into such heartrending sobs that Tóvó 

had to cover his ears, and when that did 

not help, he simply left the house. He had 

no idea these crying spells heralded a bud-

ding insanity, and that in the coming years 

his mother would earn the nickname Crazy 

Betta.

 In his Observations, Panum wrote: . . . 

there is hardly any other country, or indeed 

any metropolis, in which mental diseases are 

so frequent in proportion to the number of 

people as on the Faroes.

Tóvó’s brother, Lýðar, and his sister, Ebba, 

were still confined to their beds, and their 

grandfather had placed a vomit bucket on the 

bench in between them. An old home remedy 

suggested that tidal seawater had curative 

powers, and so their great-grandfather often 

made the trip to the little promontory of Bur-

satangi to rinse out the bucket. He covered it 

with a lid to keep the flies out, but nonetheless 

they buzzed around this interesting wooden 

container. Sometimes they sat on the rim, 

and as they cleaned their shiny legs, Tóvó 

struck. Most flies he 

killed as soon as 

he caught them, but 

others he tortured to 

death. He would place the prisoner on its 

back and feel the faint buzzing of the fly’s 

body as a tickle against his forefinger and 

thumb, and before the tiny heart would beat 

its last, he’d have the fly’s plucked wings and 

legs arranged on the bench. Other flies he 

drowned in a quart measure-pot. Like a ship 

with no oarsman, the fly would sail around 

and around the small, tin-lined sea. The fly 

tried reach the edge, but every time it had 

almost gotten two or three legs beneath it, 

it would be mercilessly shoved away again, 

until eventually it gave up fighting for its 

miserable life.

 The tobacco tin, which Tóvó had stashed 

behind the Heergaard stove’s clawed lion 

feet, often contained nineteen dead flies. 

A piece of twine was wrapped around the 

container, and when Tóvó removed the lid, it 

smelled slightly of rot, but mostly of chewing 

tobacco. The flies that had not been tortured 

to death lay with wings pressed tight to their 

bodies and skinny legs curled up. Like they 

were begging forgiveness for their very 

existence.

 Whether tortured, crushed, or drowned, 

the flies all had one thing in common: they 

were victims in the war Tóvó single-handedly 

waged against the measles. From what he 

understood, measles were a kind of fly. One 

single glance from those itty bitty measles-

eyes and people immediately went feverish 

and began to cough and rave like mad. 

Some also sang like mad, a humming mixed 

with guttural sounds, until they were either 

exhausted, asleep, or blue in the face.

 Still, Tóvó did not understand why the 

measles flies had not beamed their rays in 

Great-Grandfather’s direction, or why Mogul 

was unaffected. A few cows, on the other 

hand, definitely had measles, the way they 

were behaving.

 [. . .]

Now everything was different. There was no 

one left to milk the cows, which had gone 

mad and bellowed through people’s doors.

 The fact Mogul numbered among Tóvó’s 

worries was due to the reaction he had 

had against his father the day Martimann 

was going to kill the dog, but the boy 

dared not tell anyone that, not even his 

great-grandfather.

 However, he did ask Great-Grandfather 

why he did not get sick.

 Old Tóvó replied that, fact of the matter 

was, he had already had the measles when 

he was a child, back in 1781 when the 

measles had last swept through the island, 

and you could not get the disease twice. 

That was also why he was not afraid to 

visit people and help them. And perhaps 

the old man sensed that something else was 

bothering the boy, because he added that 

foul-breathed dogs could not get the disease 

either.

 Tóvó asked if the disease really did come 

flying through the air. His great-grandfather 

explained that a ship had come from Den-

mark on Annunciation Day, and that that ship 

had brought the disease to Tórshavn.

 Tóvó had heard of Denmark and he 

knew that a prince lived there. He had even 

seen the prince when he had come to Havn 

in a warship two years ago. Suddenly, he 

frowned and asked: why would the prince 

send a ship full of measles-flies to the Faroes?

 Old Tóvó suppressed a smile when he 

looked into the boy’s serious and lovable 

face. He had not been as fond of his own 

children as he was of Tóvó. And the boy 

was so clever. The journey between thought 

and question happened in the blink of an 

eye. His great-grandfather knew about all 

the dead flies Tóvó kept in that tobacco 

tin, and one day he had watched the boy 

drown one poor creature in the quarter 

measure-pot. However, he said nothing, just 

waited outside until the deed was done.
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In addition to his poetry, Per Aage Brandt has published a large number 
of books on the subjects of semiotics, linguistics, culture, and music. He 
has also translated Molière and the Marquis de Sade, among others, and 
has had some of his translations set to music in Frederik Magle’s Cantabile.

Thom Satterlee received his MFA in Literary Translation from the University 
of Arkansas, and has published two previous collections of Danish poetry 
in translation. He has received fellowships from the National Endowment 
for the Arts and PEN America, and won the Translation Prize from the 
American-Scandinavian Foundation.

A cognitive scientist by trade, Per Aage Brandt’s poems resemble 
little puzzle boxes—all quite short with lines of almost identical 

length. But within this seemingly rigid structure, he explores a vast 
range of topics, from death and communication to catastrophes, 

economics, intimacy, dreams, and cats. At once philosophical and playful, these poems 
stimulate the mind and are also disarmingly human.

        if I were a suicide bomber, by profession,
        so to speak, I would choose a deserted 
        place, climb up on a big boulder, focus 
        my mind intensely on the world’s most 
        insane, stupid, malodorous, and in every 
        respect repulsive ideas, evoke and display
        them, scrutinize their features very precisely
        before my inner eye and ear, and then,
        when all finally was totally clear,
        I would activate the detonator in my belt
                   (goodbye, ideas)

“Smart, impish, and spare, Per Aage Brandt finds the physical in the 
metaphysical, and the fizz in the physiological.”

—Joanna Trzeciak

PER AAGE BRANDT
IF I WERE A SUICIDE BOMBER 

SEPTEMBER 12, 2017
FIRST ENGLISH TRANSLATION

$16.95 (pb) | Poetry
261 pgs. | 5.5” x 8.5”

978-1-940953-64-9

$11.95 (ebook) 
978-1-940953-75-5

(World)

Trans. from the Danish by Thom Satterlee 
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PER AAGE BRANDT
FROM IF I WERE A SUICIDE BOMBER

Translator’s Introduction

After almost ten years of translating the 
poetry of Per Aage Brandt, my convic-

tion that he is unique—or at the very least, 
highly unusual—has only grown stronger. 
Start with the surface elements: how many 
poets end their poems with titles, as Per 
Aage often does? And even among those 
rare poets who employ “post-titles,” Per Aage 
must be considered singular because of his 
varied and inventive uses of it—as an aside, 
or an allusion, or an opportunity to switch 
from his native Danish into one of the many 
other languages he speaks, including English, 
French, German, and Latin. Or what about 
his close attention to the right-hand margin of 
his poems? In most of his poems, each line 
ends within a space or two of the others, 
giving his work a machine-like appearance. 
The same effect occurs when he stretches or 
shrinks the line by uniform increments, and to 
preserve this important formal feature I have 
sometimes taken liberties, even breaking up 
words not broken in the Danish, in order to 
give the translation the same shape as its 
original. Then there is his use of the Danish 
word Poesi instead of the more common 
Digte in the titles of his many collections of, 
well . . . not poems, but poetry; or maybe 
better yet, verse, since that word originally 
meant “turn,” as a plow turns at the end of a 
furrow and as Per Aage does with great pre-

cision at the ends 
of his lines.
     You might expect 
such a rigid artistic 
program to become increasingly restrictive 
and for the poet either to move onto dif-
ferent forms or to run out of things to say 
with the old. But that just isn’t the case with 
Per Aage. After more than forty years and 
thirty volumes, his work maintains its original 
principles and continues to show inventive-
ness. I think this freshness comes from his 
being as unbounded with the content of 
his work as he is bounded by its forms. A 
note on the back cover of one of his most 
recent collections lists the subjects covered 
as “anxiety, consciousness, death, dreams, 
ecology, economics, existence, aberration, 
the everyday, identity, irony, intimacy, cats, 
catastrophes, communication, war, the body, 
art, love, desire, power, nature, poetry, poli-
tics, religion, the soul, writing, disturbance, 
surrender, spirit, and certain other matters.” 
There’s hardly anything in the world that fails 
to interest this poet, and nothing that he fails 
to make more interesting once he’s written 
about it. 
 While it wouldn’t be wrong to describe 
Per Aage as a philosophical poet, as the list 
above suggests, it would probably send the 
wrong message, or not enough messages; 
not enough slightly contradicting messages. 
Professionally, he is a cognitive scientist with 

many books and scholarly articles to his name, 
and his work engages several branches of 
philosophy. But he is also a jazz pianist. He 
is also a concerned and at times bewildered 
cat owner. He has lived in Denmark, but also 
for long stretches in the USA, Argentina, and 
France. He writes poems about ideas, but 
also about the baby rabbit his cat brings into 
the house; poems about musical composition, 
but also about the composer relaxing in front 
of his fireplace. As one critic put it, “Per Aage 
Brandt’s poetry is paradoxical: it is intellectual 
and stringent, but also playful and nutty . . . 
it is disarmingly human.”
 It’s those last two words that I find especial-
ly true of Per Aage’s poetry, and what I most 
hope to convey through these translations.

Poems

I close my eyes and play a ghost sonata on

the bone flute, a long thigh bone, I dream-

play, spirits rise from the dust like columns,

their voices sound like laundry snapping in

the breeze, just consonants, but the thoughts go

into marrow, suck and spit, turn into long vowels 

•

behind the next street corner hilltop bookcase

a deadly enemy is waiting for dusk to arrive

in order to strike out or perhaps not waiting but

even now brandishing a knife at your 

 appearance

and one is obliged to present oneself as visible

that’s the price for coming and going and being

(I can hop I can run)

•

there is nothing one can do so you might as well

just go home where there is also nothing you can

do to things for they stand where they stand and

they cannot be moved so you don’t get far with

that my friend see how and whither the weather 

blows its winds and just fall if you cannot stand
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An aging writer, disillusioned with the 
state of literary culture, attempts to 

disappear in the most cosmically dramatic 
manner: traveling to the Hadron Collider, 

merging with the God particle, and transforming into an omnipresent 
deity. With biting humor and a propulsive, contagious style, amid 
the accelerated particles of his characteristic obsessions, Fresán 
takes us on a whirlwind tour of writers and muses, madness and 
genius, friendships, broken families, and alternate realities, exploring 
themes of childhood, loss, memory, aging, and death.

T ómas Jónsson, a retired, senile bank 
clerk, decides that he’s going to write 

his own memoir—a sure bestseller. Egoistic, 
cranky, and digressive, Tómas blasts away 

while relating pick-up techniques, meditations on chamber pot use, 
ways to assign monetary value to noise pollution, and much more. 
His rants parody and subvert the idea of the memoir—something 
that’s as relevant today as ever. Considered by many to be the “Ice-
landic Ulysses,” Tómas Jónsson, Bestseller was a bestseller, heralding 
a new age of Icelandic literature.

One of the most important works of 
twentieth-century Brazilian literature, 

the novel relates the dissolution of a proud 
family that blames its ruin on the youngest 
son’s marriage to a vibrant, unpredictable, and incendiary young 
woman. This family’s downfall, peppered by stories of decadence, 
adultery, incest, and madness, is related through letters, diaries, mem-
oirs, statements, and confessions penned by the various characters. 
Salacious, literary, and introspective, it is Cardoso’s masterpiece.

Frontier opens with a young woman head-
ing out on her own to create a life in 

Pebble Town, a somewhat surreal place at 
the base of Snow Mountain, where wolves 
roam the streets and enlightened individuals can enter a paradisia-
cal garden. Exploring life here through a dozen characters, Can 
Xue’s latest novel attempts to unify the grand opposites of life—bar-
barism and civilization, the spiritual and the material, the mundane 
and the sublime, beauty and death, Eastern and Western cultures.

Winner of the 2017 Best Translated Book Award for Fiction

“Lúcio Cardoso’s lurid and voluminous masterpiece follows the un-
raveling of the Meneses family. . . . Complex, gorgeous, and 
heartbreaking.”—Foreword Reviews

“There’s a new world master among us, and her name is Can Xue.”
—Robert Coover

“One of the most raved-about works of translated fiction this year.”
—Flavorwire

“A kaleidoscopic, open-hearted, shamelessly polymathic storyteller, 
the kind who brings a blast of oxygen into the room.”
—Jonathan Lethem

“A picaresque, Rabelesian, joyful experiment where the main char-
acter even assigns a passport to his penis.”—Sjón

Trans. from the Spanish by Will Vanderhyden

Trans. from the Icelandic by Lytton Smith

Trans. from the Portuguese by Margaret Jull Costa 
& Robin Patterson, Intro. by Benjamin Moser

Trans. from the Chinese by Karen Gernant & 
Chen Zeping; Intro. by Porochista Khakpour

LÚCIO CARDOSO

CAN XUE

RECENT HITS

RECENT HITS

CHRONICLE OF THE MURDERED HOUSE

FRONTIER

$17.95 (pb) | Novel
592 pgs | 5.5” x 8.5”

978-1-940953-50-2

$9.99 (ebook)
978-1-940953-51-9

(World)

$16.95 (pb) | Novel
361 pgs | 5.5” x 8.5”
978-1-940953-54-0

$9.99 (ebook)
978-1-940953-55-7

(World)

$18.95 (pb) | Novel
552 pgs | 6” x 9”
978-1-940953-56-4

$15.95 (ebook)
978-1-940953-57-1

(World)

$17.95 (pb) | Novel
411 pgs | 5.5” x 8.5”
978-1-940953-60-1

$14.95 (ebook)
978-1-940953-61-8

(World)

GUÐBERGUR BERGSSON

RECENT HITS
TÓMAS JÓNSSON, BESTSELLER

RODRIGO FRESÁN

RECENT HITS
THE INVENTED PART
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BACKLISTBACKLIST
We hope these books become the classics of tomorrow.Open Letter searches for works that are extraordinary and influential.

Ābele, Inga (Latvia) 
High Tide. $15.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-934824-80-1; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-934824-82-5

Aidt, Naja Marie (Denmark) 
Rock, Paper, Scissors. $16.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-940953-16-8; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-940953-17-5

Allen, Esther et al. (ed.) (World) 
The Man Between: Michael Henry Heim & 
 a Life in Translation. $12.95 (pb), essays, 
 978-1-940953-00-7; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-940953-04-5

Bae, Suah (South Korea) 
A Greater Music. $13.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-940953-46-5; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-940953-47-2

Basara, Svetislav (Serbia) 
The Cyclist Conspiracy. $15.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-934824-58-0; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-934824-61-0

Bergsson, Guðbergur (Iceland) 
Tómas Jónsson, Bestseller. $17.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-934824-60-1; $14.95 
 (ebook) 978-1-940953-61-8

Blas de Roblès, Jean-Marie (World) 
Island of Point Nemo. $17.95 (pb), 
 novel, 978-1-940953-62-5; $14.95 
 (ebook) 978-1-940953-63-2

Can, Xue (China)
Frontier. $16.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-940953-54-0; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-940953-55-7

Vertical Motion. $13.95 (pb), short fiction, 
 978-1-934824-37-5; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-934824-51-1

Cardoso, Lúcio (Brazil) 
Chronicle of the Murdered House. $17.95 (pb), 
 novel, 978-1-940953-50-2; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-940953-51-9

Chejfec, Sergio (Argentina) 
The Dark. $14.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-934824-43-6; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-934824-88-7

My Two Worlds. $12.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-934824-28-3; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-934824-49-8

The Planets. $13.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-934824-39-9; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-934824-66-5

Chirinos, Eduardo (Peru) 
The Smoke of Distant Fires. $13.95 (pb), poems, 
 978-1-934824-38-2

Duras, Marguerite (France) 
Abahn Sabana David. $12.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-940953-36-6; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-940953-40-3

L’Amour. $12.95 (pb), novel, 978-1-934824-79-5

The Sailor from Gibraltar. $12.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-934824-04-7

Énard, Mathias (France) 
Street of Thieves. $15.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-940953-01-4; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-940953-05-2

Zone. $16.95 (pb), novel, 978-1-934824-26-9; 
 $9.99 (ebook) 978-1-934824-83-2

Fernández, Macedonio (Argentina) 
The Museum of Eterna’s Novel. $14.95 (pb), 
 novel, 978-1-934824-06-1

Fonseca, Rubem (Brazil) 
The Taker & Other Stories. $15.95 (hc), short 
 fiction, 978-1-934824-02-3

Fresán, Rodrigo (Argentina) 
The Invented Part. $18.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-940953-56-4; $15.95 
 (ebook) 978-1-940953-57-1

Gelman, Juan (Argentina) 
Dark Times Filled with Light. $14.95 (pb), poems, 
 978-1-934824-68-9

Gospodinov, Georgi (Bulgaria) 
The Physics of Sorrow. $14.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-940953-09-0; $9.99
 (ebook) 978-1-940953-10-6

Grunberg, Arnon (Netherlands) 
Tirza. $16.95 (pb), novel, 978-1-934824-69-6

Haddad, Hubert (France) 
Rochester Knockings: A Novel of the Fox Sisters. 
 $16.95 (pb), novel, 978-1-940953-20-5; 
 $9.99 (ebook) 978-1-940953-21-2

Hareven, Gail (Israel) 
Lies, First Person. $15.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-940953-03-8; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-940953-07-6

Igov, Angel (Bulgaria) 
A Short Tale of Shame. $13.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-934824-76-4; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-934824-81-8

Ilf, Ilya and Evgeny Petrov (Russia) 
The Golden Calf. $15.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-934824-07-8; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-934824-52-8

Karabashliev, Zachary (Bulgaria) 
18% Gray. $15.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-934824-71-9; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-934824-72-6

Kjærstad, Jan (Norway) 
The Discoverer. $17.95 (hc), novel, 
 978-1-934824-12-2

Klougart, Josefine (Denmark) 
One of Us Is Sleeping. $15.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-940953-37-3; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-940953-41-0

Labbé, Carlos (Chile) 
Loquela. $13.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-940953-24-3; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-940953-25-0

Navidad & Matanza. $12.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-934824-92-4; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-934824-93-1

Lind, Jakov (Austria) 
Ergo. $13.95 (pb), novel, 978-1-934824-17-7

Landscape in Concrete. $13.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-934824-14-6

Maier, Andreas (Germany) 
Klausen. $14.95 (pb), novel, 978-1-934824-16-0

Mariani, Lucio (Italy) 
Traces of Time. $14.95 (pb), poems, 
 978-1-940953-14-4; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-940953-15-1

Michalopoulou, Amanda (Greece) 
Why I Killed My Best Friend. $13.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-934824-74-0 $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-934824-94-8

Miles, Valerie (World) 
A Thousand Forests in One Acorn: An Anthology 
 of Spanish-Language Fiction. $19.95 (pb), 
 anthology, 978-1-934824-91-7; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-940953-08-3

Mondrup, Iben (Denmark) 
Justine. $14.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-940953-48-9; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-940953-49-6

Monzó, Quim (Catalonia) 
Gasoline. $14.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-934824-18-4; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-934824-62-7

Guadalajara. $12.95 (pb), short fiction, 
 978-1-934824-19-1; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-934824-50-4

A Thousand Morons. $12.95 (pb), short fiction, 
 978-1-934824-41-2

Morante, Elsa (Italy) 
Aracoeli. $14.95 (pb), novel, 978-1-934824-15-3
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We hope these books become the classics of tomorrow.Open Letter searches for works that are extraordinary and influential.

Mozzi, Giulio (Italy) 
This Is the Garden. $13.95 (pb), short fiction, 
 978-1-934824-75-7

Neuman, Andrés (Spain) 
The Things We Don’t Do. $13.95 (pb), short 
 fiction, 978-1-940953-18-2; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-940953-19-9

Nordbrandt, Henrik (Denmark) 
When We Leave Each Other. $14.95 (pb), 
 poems, 978-1-934824-42-9

Nowicki, Wojciech (Poland) 
Salki. $14.95 (pb), novel, 978-1-940953-58-8; 
 $9.99 (ebook) 978-1-940953-59-5

Ólafsson, Bragi (Iceland) 
The Ambassador. $15.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-934824-13-9; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-934824-46-7

The Pets. $12.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-940953-29-8; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-934824-44-3

Ómarsdóttir, Kristín (Iceland)
Children in Reindeer Woods. $14.95 (pb), 
 novel, 978-1-934824-35-1

Paz, Diego Trelles (ed.) (World)
The Future Is Not Ours. $15.95 (pb), anthology, 
 978-1-934824-64-1

Pfeijffer, Ilja Leonard (Netherlands)
Rupert: A Confession. $14.95 (hc), novel, 
 978-1-934824-09-2

Pilch, Jerzy (Poland)
The Mighty Angel. $15.95 (hc), novel, 
 978-1-934824-08-5; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-934824-47-4

My First Suicide. $15.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-934824-40-5; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-934824-67-2

A Thousand Peaceful Cities. $14.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-934824-27-6; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-934824-48-1

Raud, Rein (Estonia)
The Brother. $13.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-940953-44-1; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-940953-45-8

Rodoreda, Mercè (Catalonia)
Death in Spring. $13.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-940953-28-1; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-934824-45-0

The Selected Stories of Mercè Rodoreda. 
 $15.95 (pb), short fiction, 
 978-1-934824-31-3; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-934824-53-5

War, So Much War. $13.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-940953-22-9; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-940953-23-6

Ruskov, Milen (Bulgaria)
Thrown into Nature. $15.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-934824-56-6; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-934824-60-3

Saccomanno, Guillermo (Argentina)
Gesell Dome. $18.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-940953-38-0

Saer, Juan José (Argentina)
The Clouds. $14.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-940953-34-2; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-940953-35-9

La Grande. $16.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-934824-21-4; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-934824-96-2

The One Before. $12.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-934824-78-8; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-940953-13-7

Scars. $14.95 (pb), novel, 978-1-934824-22-1; 
 $9.99 (ebook) 978-1-934824-98-6

The Sixty-Five Years of Washington. $14.95 (pb), 
 novel, 978-1-934824-20-7; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-934824-99-3

Sedakova, Olga (Russia)
In Praise of Poetry. $12.95 (pb), poems, 
 978-1-940953-02-1; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-940953-06-9

Shishkin, Mikhail (Russia)
Maidenhair. $17.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-934824-36-8

Sigurðsson, Sölvi Björn (Iceland)
The Last Days of My Mother. $13.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-934824-73-3; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-934824-95-5

Sosnowski, Andrzej (Poland)
Lodgings. $13.95 (pb), poems, 
 978-1-934824-32-0

Stambolova, Albena (Bulgaria)
Everything Happens as It Does. $12.95 (pb), 
 novel, 978-1-934824-84-9; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-934824-87-0

Stein, Benjamin (Germany)
The Canvas. $16.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-934824-65-8

Tenev, Georgi (Bulgaria)
Party Headquarters. $12.95 (pb), 
 novel, 978-1-940953-26-7; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-940953-27-4

Ugresic, Dubravka (Europe)
Europe in Sepia. $13.95 (pb), essays, 
 978-1-934824-89-4; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-934824-90-0

Karaoke Culture. $15.95 (pb), essays, 
 978-1-934824-57-3; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-934824-59-7

Nobody’s Home. $16.95 (hc), essays, 
 978-1-934824-00-9

Vaculík, Ludvík (Czech Republic)
The Guinea Pigs. $13.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-934824-34-4

Volpi, Jorge (Mexico)
Season of Ash. $15.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-934824-10-8

Volodine, Antoine (France)
Bardo or Not Bardo. $12.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-940953-33-5; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-940953-42-7

Post-Exoticism in Ten Lessons, Lesson Eleven. 
 $12.95 (pb), novel, 978-1-940953-11-3; 
 $9.99 (ebook) 978-1-940953-12-0

Radiant Terminus. $17.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-940953-52-6; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-940953-53-3

Weinberger, Eliot (ed.) (World)
Elsewhere. $12.95 (pb), poetry anthology, 
 978-1-934824-85-6; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-934824-86-3

Winterbach, Ingrid (South Africa)
The Book of Happenstance. $14.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-934824-33-7

The Elusive Moth. $14.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-934824-77-1

To Hell with Cronjé. $15.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-934824-30-6

Wolf, Ror (Germany)
Two or Three Years Later. $14.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-934824-70-2

Words Without Borders (ed.) (World)
The Wall in My Head. $15.95 (pb), anthology, 
 978-1-934824-23-8

Zambra, Alejandro (Chile)
The Private Lives of Trees. $12.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-934824-24-5



North Station by Bae Suah ($15.95)  . . . . . . . . . . . . 

The Endless Summer by Madame Nielsen ($14.95)  . . . . .

Her Mother’s Mother’s [. . .] by Maria José Silveira ($16.95)  . .

The Same Night Awaits Us All by Hristo Karastoyanov ($15.95) 

The Brahmadells by Jóanes Nielsen ($16.95)  . . . . . . . .

QTY. PRICEFALL/WINTER 2017 BOOKS

PLUS POSTAGE
(u.s: $2 per book; international: $4 per book)

BACKLIST BOOKS:

Mail this order form to: Open Letter, University of Rochester, Dewey Hall 1-219, 
Box 278968, Rochester, NY, 14627. Or visit: www.openletterbooks.org.

TOTAL

TWELVE-MONTH SUBSCRIPTION: THE NEXT 10 BOOKS TO BE RELEASED FOR ONLY $100 . . .
(about one book a month over 12 months. 
domestic shipping: free. international shipping: add $30)

SIX-MONTH SUBSCRIPTION: THE NEXT 5 BOOKS TO BE RELEASED FOR ONLY $60 . . . . .
(about one book a month over 6 months. 
domestic shipping: free. international shipping: add $15)

MAILING/BILLING ADDRESS

EMAIL NEWSLETTER SIGN-UP

PAYMENT:
-visa, mastercard, or discover

-or mail with check payable to “open letter—university of rochester”

CARD#

NAME ON CARD PHONE
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To find and learn more, please visit www.openletterbooks.org.Three Percent & Open Letter are premier resources for international literature.

PERSONAL ORDER FORMON THE WEB

THREE PERCENT

www.rochester.edu/threepercent

daily weblog

international reviews

Three Percent Podcast

news and events

commentary

literary translation

book culture

insight into publishing

resource for educators and editors

Best Translated Book Award

over 30,000 visits monthly

OPEN LETTER

www.openletterbooks.org 

international catalog

book excerpts

events and readings

e-newsletter

order online

subscription series

review and desk copies

merchandise

donate

EXP.3-DIGIT CVC BILLING ZIP

If I Were a Suicide Bomber by Per Aage Brandt ($14.95)  . .
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CONTACT AND GENERAL INFORMATION

GENERAL INQUIRIES
Open Letter

University of Rochester
Dewey Hall 1-219

Box 278968
Rochester, NY 14627

tel: (585) 319-0823
e-mail: contact@openletterbooks.org

BOOKSTORE/TRADE ORDERS
Open Letter titles are sold 

and distributed throughout 
North America by:

Consortium Book Sales & Distribution
www.cbsd.com

1-800-283-3572
Sales.Orders@cbsd.com

For bookstores in Europe, 
orders should be placed through:

Turnaround Distribution
Unit 3, Olympia Trading Estate

Coburg Road, Wood Green
London N22 6TZ

UNITED KINGDOM
tel: 020 8829 3000
fax: 020 8881 5088

e-mail: orders@turnaround-uk.com
teleordering mnemonic: TURN

PERSONAL ORDERS
Individuals can purchase Open Letter titles 

through our online store, literary bookstores 
everywhere, and all major online retailers.

www.openletterbooks.org

PRESS & MARKETING INQUIRIES
Chad W. Post, Publisher

chad.post@rochester.edu
585.319.0823

ACADEMIC DESK/EXAM 
COPY REQUESTS

To apply, please send an email to
contact@openletterbooks.org

with the following information:
Name, position, school, department, 

mailing address, the book being requested, 
course title, and course starting date.

CUSTOMER SERVICE
Bookstore/Trade outlets:

All customer service matters should 
be addressed with our distributor:

Consortium Book Sales & Distribution

Personal orders:
Please send any questions regarding 

personal book orders and subscriptions to 
contact@openletterbooks.org



U
ni

ve
rsi

ty
 o

f R
oc

he
ste

r
D

ew
ey

 H
al

l 1
-21

9,
 B

ox
 2

78
96

8
Ro

ch
es

te
r, 

N
Y 

14
62

7


