
Spring/
Summer 
2018



Spring/
Summer 
2018



4
Fox
Dubravka Ugresic 
(April 2018)

8
The Bottom of the Sky
Rodrigo Fresán
(May 2018)

12
Ma Bole’s Second Life
Xiao Hong
( July 2018)

16
Narrator
Bragi Ólafsson
(August 2018)

20

22

26

27

28

Recent Hits 

Backlist

On the Web

Personal Orders

Information

Executive 
Committee

George Carroll 
Redsides Publishing 

Services

Jennifer Grotz 
Department of English, 
University of Rochester 

John Michael 
Department of English, 
University of Rochester 

Jacob Rakovan 
The Spirit Room,

Poetry & Pie 

Claudia Schaefer 
Professor of Spanish, 

University of Rochester

Joanna Scott 
Roswell S. Burrows 

Professor of English, 
University of Rochester

Stephen Sparks
Point Reyes Books

Declan Spring
New Directions 

Publishing

Advisory 
Committee

Esther Allen
Baruch College

Harold Glasser 
Merck & Co., Inc.

Bradford Morrow 
Conjunctions

Contact/Billing Info:

NAME                                                                                     

ADDRESS                                                                                  

CITY                                               STATE           ZIP                 

EMAIL                                                                                         

PHONE                                                  NEWSLETTER SIGN-UP 

In what name should this donation be made?
(PRINT NAME EXACTLY AS YOU WISH IT TO APPEAR IF ATTRIBUTED)

                                                                                          

PLEASE KEEP THIS DONATION ANONYMOUS

Payment Options:

1) Check payable to Open Letter—University of Rochester

2) Charge:         Visa           MasterCard           Discover

CARD#                                            3-DIGIT CVC         EXP.         

SIGNATURE                                                                         

(You can also donate online at www.openletterbooks.org)

I support the mission of Open Letter with this gift of:

   $50           $150           $300           $                  

University of Rochester
Dewey Hall 1-219
Box 278968
Rochester, NY, 14627

Open Letter BooksThrough gifts from people who love literature and value cultural exchange, we’re able to place 
books in more hands, host free programs and events, run the Three Percent website, curate the 
Best Translated Book Awards, educate a new generation of literary translators, and much more.

SPRING/SUMMER 2018SUPPORT OPEN LETTER
CONTENTSDONATE



Spring/Summer 2018 Open Letter4 5

Dubravka Ugresic is the author of six works of fiction, and as many col-
lections of essays, including the NBCC award finalist, Karaoke Culture. 
Exiled from Croatia, she currently lives in the Netherlands. In 2016, she 
was awarded the Neustadt International Prize for Literature for her body 
of work. 

Ellen Elias-Bursać is a translator of more than a dozen works, including 
several by David Albahari and Dubravka Ugresic. 

David Williams is the author of Writing Postcommunism, and translated 
Ugresic’s Europe in Sepia and Karaoke Culture. 

“Like Nabokov, Ugresic affirms our ability to remember as a source for 
saving our moral and compassionate identity.”

—John Balaban, Washington Post

“Ugresic’s wit is bound by no preconceived purposes, and once the 
story takes off, a wild freedom of association and adventurous discern-
ment is set in motion. . . . Ugresic dissects the social world.”

—World Literature Today

APRIL 17, 2018
FIRST ENGLISH TRANSLATION

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

978-1-940953-76-2

$14.95  (ebook) 
978-1-940953-77-9

(North America)

Also Available: 
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

DUBRAVKA UGRESIC
FOX

Trans. from the Croatian by Ellen Elias-Bursać & David Williams

Winner of the 2016 Neustadt International Prize for Literature

W ith characteristic wit and narrative force, Fox takes us from 
Russia to Japan, through Balkan minefields and American 

road trips, and from the 1920s to the present, as it explores the power of storytelling and 
literary invention, notions of betrayal, and the randomness of human lives and biographies. 
 Using the duplicitous and shape-shifting fox of Eastern folklore as a motif, Ugresic con-
structs a novel that reinvents itself over and over, blending nuggets of literary trivia (like how 
Nabokov named the Neonympha dorothea dorothea butterfly after the woman who drove 
him cross-country) with the timeless story of a woman trying to escape her hometown and 
find love to magical effect. 
 Propelled by literary footnotes and “minor” characters, Fox is vintage Ugresic, recovering 
the voices of those on the margins with a verve that’s impassioned, learned, and hilarious.  
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Dorothy Leuthold became an essential 
footnote to the history of modern litera-

ture through no effort of her own. She had 
no qualifications for it (Can somebody actu-
ally qualify to be a footnote? Oh, yes!), nor 
did she have the inclination to be anything of 
the kind. Leuthold is, nevertheless, a footnote 
appended to the great cultural text known as 
“Vladimir Nabokov.” And while this is a cul-
tural text that expands daily, Leuthold remains 
the same miserly and mysterious footnote she 
was at the outset, and this—in our day and 
age, when the number of footnotes and their 
size often threaten to engulf the text—is a 
genuine rarity.
 Dorothy G. (Gretchen) Leuthold was 
born on April 8, 1897, in the little town of 
Waseca, Minnesota. Her parents, Charles 
and Josephine Cincthold, were of German 
extraction as was, indeed, half of Waseca. 
Apparently she never married, so why Doro-
thy changed her name from Cincthold to 
Leuthold is not clear. Her entire life is a blank 
except for a single detail that has propelled 
her from total anonymity to the literary cock-
tail party whose guests are condemned to 
revel on forever. True, at the party Leuthold 
would be a wallflower, a see-through figure, 
a person few would ever notice, the woman 
in the corner who’d be taken for a maidser-
vant and prompted with a gesture to fill the 
glasses for the guests. Yet her name is right 

there on the guest 
list. Chance may 
have put Leuthold 
on the list, but she 
was no party crasher.
 Dorothy Leuthold arrived in New York 
from Waseca in 1930. She found an apart-
ment on Manhattan’s Upper West Side and 
a job at one of the branches of the celebrat-
ed New York Public Library; apparently she 
also attended classes at Columbia University.
 Andrew Field, an early biographer of 
Nabokov’s, was one of the first to write 
of Dorothy Leuthold. Having arrived in the 
United States in 1940, Russian writer Vladi-
mir Nabokov, an impassioned lepidopterist, 
planned to spend the summer of 1941 col-
lecting butterflies with his wife Véra and son 
Dmitri, although to do so would be a struggle. 
Véra had been suffering from back pain that 
whole winter and they weren’t sure she’d be 
able to undertake the trip, and besides they 
had no vehicle, no car of their own.
 “They did go, and on their first trip 
across America the Nabokovs were fortu-
nate enough to have a driver. Her name 
was Dorothy Leuthold, and she was the 
last of Nabokov’s private language pupils, 
an unmarried American woman who had 
worked for years in the New York Public 
Library system. Nabokov had met her quite 
by chance, and she had expressed a desire 

to supplement her knowledge of Russian, 
which was very limited but included, for rea-
sons Nabokov could never fathom, all the 
swear words, the meanings of which she 
evidently did not properly grasp. Then, when 
the Nabokovs told her that they were going 
to California, she offered them her car, a 
brand-new Pontiac that she had just bought. 
But neither Nabokov nor his wife had any 
more occasion to know how to drive a car 
than to understand a bank statement—both 
were simple enough matters abstractly, but 
neither had obtruded upon their lives in the 
course of two decades. Their friend and 
pupil, when she learned that, said, ‘Oh, I’ll 
drive you.’ Not only did she drive them, she 
also planned their itinerary, which took a 
southerly course and included a particularly 
memorable stop in Arizona, for it was there, 
on the south rim of the Grand Canyon on a 
very cold day in June (they had departed 
on May 26), that Nabokov walked down 
a path into the gorge and captured a new 
butterfly, which he gallantly named after their 
chauffeur, who had made the trip just to fol-
low her whim and improve her Russian and 
be kind to some newly arrived immigrants.”*

 Dorothy Leuthold would bring the Nabo-
kovs to Palo Alto and then drive the car back 
to the East Coast. At Stanford that summer, 

*Andrew Field, VN, The Life and Art of Vladimir 
Nabokov. New York 1986, pp. 207-208.

Nabokov would offer a course on creative 
writing, called “The Art of Writing,” as well 
as a course on Russian literature.
 Although Dorothy Leuthold is mentioned 
by many authors, notably Brian Boyd, 
another of Nabokov’s biographers, Nabo-
kov himself, and Robert Michael Pyle in his 
article “Between Climb and Cloud: Nabo-
kov among the Lepidopterists,” the itinerary 
they followed on their trip from the East 
Coast to the West Coast—which Leuthold 
planned and pursued with a martial rigor—
has stirred more interest than has the actual 
person of Dorothy Leuthold. The trip, which 
began on May 26 and lasted precisely 
nineteen days, was, among other things, 
an excellent introduction to the America of 
motels that Nabokov would later describe 
in his masterpiece, Lolita. The very names 
suggest the Nabokovs stayed in cheap 
roadside lodgings (Motor Court Lee-Mead, 
Cumberland Motor Court, Wonderland 
Motor Courts, Motor Hotel), while other 
names of equally cheap lodgings tend to 
push the reader toward the symbolism of 
the “memorable experience” (the hotel, for 
instance, where they stayed at the Grand 
Canyon and where Nabokov made the big 
“find” of his butterfly was called Bright Angel 
Lodge!).

DUBRAVKA UGRESIC
FROM FOX
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Rodrigo Fresán is the author of ten novels, including The Invented Part, 
The Dreamed Part, and Mantra. A self-professed “referential maniac,” his 
works incorporate dozens of pop culture references alongside high literary 
ideas.  

Will Vanderhyden received an MA in Literary Translation Studies from the 
University of Rochester and has translated fiction by Carlos Labbé, Juan 
Marsé, Elvio Gandolfo, and more. 

MAY 29, 2018
FIRST ENGLISH TRANSLATION

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

978-1-940953-78-6

$12.95 (ebook) 
978-1-940953-79-3

(World)

Also Available: 
The Invented Part. $18.95 (pb), novel, 978-1-940953-56-4; $15.95 (ebook), 978-1-940953-57-1

“Fresán is a wonderful writer, he is heir to Adolfo Bioy Casares and 
Jorge Luis Borges, but has his own voice in his own time.”

—John Banville

“It’s the book of the future, the book that begins to write itself when 
everything has ended. . . . Between Bioy Casares and Philip K. Dick, 
but with a voice all its own, it is both powerful and artistic.”

—Enrique Vila-Matas

A n homage to American science-fiction films and novels, The 
Bottom of the Sky is the story of two boys, a disturbingly 

beautiful girl, and their joint love for other planets. Their friendship 
is formed during the heyday of sci-fi writing, a time defined by 

almost cult-like literary groups and pulp covers awash in gaudy alien landscapes. 
 But time has passed, and the three members of The Faraways have drifted apart. The 
future they once dreamed of is now happening, but interstellar travel to Urkh 24 has been 
replaced with 9/11, the Gulf War, and a mysterious “incident” at the center of it all. 
 A Kurt Vonnegut novel told by David Lynch, filtered through the madness of Philip K. 
Dick, The Bottom of the Sky is a triumph of style, or, as Fresán says in the afterword, “a 
clump of simultaneously broadcast messages, like a storyline that only wants to be a suc-
cession of marvelous moments seen all at the same time.”

RODRIGO FRESÁN
THE BOTTOM OF THE SKY

Trans. from the Spanish by Will Vanderhyden
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And so, there we are again. Ezra and I. 
And there we’ll stay. 

 After telling me the interplanetary where-
abouts of my unfortunate father and point-
ing to the sky of his—suddenly our—room, 
Ezra sat down on one of the beds, rolled 
up his pants and showed me, with a fiercely 
proud smile, two abnormally skinny legs 
wrapped in harnesses of metal and leather, 
he stood and said something in a strange 
accent, punctuating one of the two words 
with little pants. At first I think Ezra has a 
speech problem, a disability or, perhaps, 
another metal apparatus wrapped around his 
teeth. Or asthma. Or tuberculosis. But then I 
realize what he’s trying to do: Ezra wants 
to sound like a foreigner from somewhere 
very far away. Ezra—the imperfect youngest 
child arriving on the heels six perfect sisters 
who are constantly plotting with their mother 
to undermine a father who never put up a 
fight—needed to think of himself as alien to 
all of that. A spy, an infiltrator in the controlled 
and toxic atmosphere of planet Leventhal. An 
extraterrestrial who speaks perfect English but 
can’t ever—or doesn’t really want to—entirely 
forget the accent of his own planet.
 “SCIENCE FICTION!” was what Ezra 
exclaimed. 
 And I, of course, knew something of the 
celestial vicissitudes of gods and mortals in 
ancient religions. I’d stumbled across the odd 
crackpot satires of philosophers and patriots. 
I’d also read novels with heroes who enjoyed 
traveling to the center and the bottom and 
the highest places of the world as well as 

other self-styled “sci-
entific romances,” 
with wise labora-
tory men driven 
mad by their own messianic genius. Or 
with creators of immortality potions. Or with 
adventurers discovering lost continents inhab-
ited by dinosaurs. Or with warriors battling 
invaders from an exotic ocean Empire. And 
all of them, always, written by men who’d 
traveled nowhere, for whom just standing up 
from their desks was a struggle. Men who 
invented perpetual-motion adventures for 
little readers who also struggled to escape 
from the orbits of their homes and parents. 
[. . .] So—those invisible men and human 
animals and bellicose tourists from the red 
planet and flying rockets and voyages into 
the future via Victorian apparatuses or hyp-
notic trances—they were, actually, instruction 
manuals barely hidden inside novels and 
stories. Instruction manuals to set the future in 
motion. 
 “SCIENCE FICTION!” Ezra repeated.
 And it was then, for the first time, that I 
heard, tied together by the umbilical cord of 
a hyphen (each nourished on the letters and 
significance of the other) those two words 
that at first, to me, seemed impossible to 
bring together in the same environment. Sci-
ence and Fiction struck me as irreconcilable 
and contradictory terms, like polar opposites. 
 Two of the greatest novels in the history 
of literature (two novels not considered part 
of any genre, instead, each of them a genre 
that began and ended in itself; the same 

would occur years later with the polemi-
cal Damitax, which follows, throughout the 
cosmos, the amorous obsession of an old 
astronautics professor with a manipulative 
Venusian adolescent who he clones over 
and over again hoping that one of the ver-
sions will, finally, love him) were, indeed, 
fantastical and spatial. But they were, above 
all, classics. Krakhma-Zarr, Ezra’s favorite, 
narrates the madness of a captain pursuing 
a mythical cosmic creature from star to star. 
And Times Without Time, my favorite, was 
the obsessive tale of the last Martian Mars-
El: a traveler who, after ingesting a strange 
drink distilled from the dust suspended in the 
melancholic rings of Saturn, returns to the 
confines of his childhood and, from there, 
passes through his entire life all over again 
as if contemplating it from outside, as if he 
were reading it, as if it were a book com-
posed of many books. 
 In a way (titles that now I can’t find any-
where on my bookshelves and that seem 
not to appear in the card catalogues of 
any library) we were defined by one or the 
other novel, and by dividing us they made 
us perfectly complimentary: Ezra was a man 
of action and I a man of reaction. 
 Or something like that. 
 And my reaction to those two magic 
words—Science and Fiction, suddenly turned 
into one word with two heads and a single 
brain—was instantaneous and perfect. 
 It was as if Ezra were a magician—
someone who’d just finished announcing that 
“For the next trick I’ll need a volunteer”—and 

I, a more than willing spectator, ready to 
climb up on the stage and submit myself to 
anything: to be cut in half, to be the body 
stuck full of swords, to disappear in a cloud 
of colorful smoke or inside a magic cabinet 
decorated with oriental characters and drag-
ons with almond eyes, to float and ascend 
and lose myself forever in the rafters of a 
vaudeville theater. 
 I was—I knew then—someone who’d 
waited for years to succumb to this illusion 
that soon came to seem truer and solider 
and stronger than everything I’d experienced 
previously. 
 It’s easy for others—I have no command 
of that language—to write, and even write 
well, about the highs and lows of the tides of 
love. Much more difficult to pinpoint are the 
ripples on that apparently placid lake that is 
friendship, at whose center, every now and 
then, circular and secret storms explode, just 
for pleasure of, in turn, being eclipsed by a 
sudden blue sky.
 Of one thing I’m certain: with arrival of 
Ezra in my life (and until his recent and pos-
sibly final departure, just a few days ago, 
again, The Incident) everything seemed to 
accelerate. 
 And, looking back on it, everything I’ve 
said up until now (all my false starts, all my 
repetitions, all my clumsy statements about 
the genre, and all the absurd attempts to 
translate the elusive texture of time and space 
into letters) changes sign and language.
 Because with Ezra’s entrance into my life 
I have arrived, at last, to another planet. 

RODRIGO FRESÁN
FROM THE BOTTOM OF THE SKY
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XIAO Hong (1911-1942) was one of the most important Chinese novelists 
of the twentieth century. With a literary output covering less than ten 
years, her impact is still felt today with such novels as The Field of Life 
and Death, Memories of Mr. Lu Xun, and Tales of Hulan River. She is the 
subject of the 2014 biopic, The Golden Era. 

Over the course of his career, Howard Goldblatt has translated more than 
sixty works of Chinese literature—including the works of Nobel Prize-
winner Mo Yan and Chu T’ien-wen—has won the National Translation 
Award, and received a Guggenheim Fellowship.  

M a Bole’s Second Life is a humorous-yet-stark depiction of 
the despair of ordinary Chinese people confronted with 

the sudden onslaught of war and Westernization. It follows the 
eponymous cowardly layabout as he escapes his unhappy family 

life by going on the run to avoid the coming Japanese invasion. Just a step ahead of the 
destruction, bumbling his way from one poorly thought out situation to the next, Ma Bole’s 
comic journey mirrors that of China as a whole during this chaotic period of history.
 Incredibly well respected during her short, difficult lifetime, Xiao Hong’s final novel is an 
undiscovered masterpiece, a philosophical comedy in the vein of Bouvard and Pécuchet, 
finally available to English readers in Howard Goldblatt’s inventive rendering.

“The book is powerful in its confinement, vivid in its simplicity. The 
prose, at once imagistic, spare and haunting, recalls at moments the 
melancholy timbre of Jean Rhys.”

—Los Angeles Times

“Hsiao Hung [Xiao Hong] created a legacy of eleven books . . . that 
easily qualify her as one of the major Chinese literary figures of the cen-
tury. Like Isaac Babel, Hsiao Hung makes no comment, and she doesn’t 
flinch at such unimaginable cruelty and violence; she makes it seem 
what it is to the villagers—part of everyday life. The effect is powerful.”

—Kirkus Reviews

JULY 17, 2018
FIRST ENGLISH TRANSLATION

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

978-1-940953-80-9

$12.95 (ebook)
978-1-940953-81-6

(World)

XIAO HONG
MA BOLE’S SECOND LIFE

Trans. from the Chinese by Howard Goldblatt
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Ma Bo’le’s return home took his wife by 
surprise, but she reacted indifferently 

to the reality that his business had failed. 
No arguments, no questions; it was as if 
the news did not register. She employed the 
silent treatment, avoiding direct contact by a 
series of sidelong glances. Sometimes she 
looked at him as if he were a total stranger.
 When the maidservant came to call them 
to dinner, she picked up Jacob and walked 
out without her usual comments of:
 “Dinnertime,” or “Let’s eat.”
 This did not affect their little daughter, 
as she looked back over her mother’s shoul-
der, clapped her hands, and called out, 
“Daddy!”
 All this brought tears to Ma Bo’le’s eyes.
 He was partial to the children, who were 
not aware that their daddy had returned 
home in disgrace. During dinner, no one 
at the table spoke to him, and he was not 
invited to join their conversations.
 Father had not said a word at mealtime 
for a couple of days. His silver chopsticks 
clanged against his rice bowl as he ate. 
After he finished his first bowl of rice, Mama 
Geng came up to give him a refill. He 
waved her off, put down his rice bowl, rose 
from the table, and walked away, followed 
by his younger son, Ma Bo’le’s brother and 
rival for their father’s affections, such as they 
were, and inheritance.
 The big family cat jumped from its perch 
on the windowsill onto the cushioned chair 

Father had just 
vacated, where 
it crouched and 
purred. I t  was 
black, and very well fed. It returned Bo’le’s 
stare.
 The prodigal son had no choice but 
to get up from the table before a second 
bowl of rice, thus leaving the dining room 
neither full nor hungry. Later on, his father 
even refused to eat at the same table with 
his older son, taking his meals alone in the 
living room. When he finished, he rinsed 
his mouth so loudly that Bo’le felt personally 
threatened.
 Mother’s mood was dampened by her 
husband’s obvious displeasure. The maidser-
vant stood off to the side, not daring to say 
a word.
 When Jacob clamored that she wanted 
some egg-drop soup, her father spooned 
some into her rice bowl. But before she 
could get the first spoonful to her mouth, her 
mother snatched the bowl away from her.
 “With your bad stomach the past couple 
of days,” she complained, “I’m not going to 
let you fill up with soup.”
 Jacob started to bawl.
 “What harm can a little soup do?” Bo’le 
asked.
 His wife responded by picking the child 
up and walking off without giving him a 
passing glance.
 Bo’le’s family had begun treating him 
the way Satan was treated in the Bible. 

Now even little Jacob would no longer let 
him near her. So he decided it was time 
to move out of his wife’s room and into his 
study. And that is what he did. He took all 
his trunks, in which were stored his clothes, 
his shoes, and his socks. Even things that 
had accompanied him on two sojourns to 
Shanghai, went along. It was as if he and 
his wife had negotiated a formal separation.
 She took the move with equanimity—not 
a word or a second glance. No sign, verbal 
or visual, that she approved of his action, or, 
for that matter, opposed it. He got the mes-
sage that he was free to do as he pleased, 
that it was no concern of hers.
 On the final trip, when he came to pick 
up his soap dish, he gave his wife an ugly 
look after opening the door with a ferocious 
kick. He then made a show of searching the 
room, pretending not to notice that the soap 
dish was on the dressing table, keeping a 
furtive eye on his wife the whole time. As he 
rummaged through drawer after drawer, he 
glanced at her out of the corner of his eye 
to see how she was taking it. All the while 
she was lying on the bed playing with her 
daughter.
 “Bloody Chinese!” It was a muted protest.
 They were sad days for Ma Bo’le. At 
night he opened his window and looked 
outside—the moon was out, and he intoned 
thoughts that came to him.
 “When the moon comes out, the sun 
disappears.”

 “When it rains, the streets get wet.”
 In the autumn, fallen leaves covered the 
courtyard and lined the hallways. Night 
winds whipped them against windows as 
Ma Bo’le tossed and turned in bed, his 
mind flooded with chaotic thoughts. In fact 
he thought so hard that his head began to 
ache. He felt a little better after getting up 
and drinking a cup of tea. Looking out the 
window into the dark night, he embarked 
upon a soliloquy:
 “Without the moon there’s total darkness.
 “Leaves fall to the ground when autumn 
arrives.”
 This led him to a series of related musings:
 “The rich look down on the poor.
 “Officials look down on the common 
people.
 “My wife looks down on me.
 “When the wind dies down, the leaves 
stop falling.
 “If I were rich, my wife would look up to 
me.
 “If I were rich, Father would still be Father, 
the kids would still be my kids.
 “That’s what life is all about.
 “Life is being alive.
 “Death is not being alive.
 “Suicide leads to death.
 “When it’s time to flee, you have to flee.”
 The thought of escape was tempting, but 
he knew that this was not the right moment. 
Bo’le stayed home for a long spell this time, 
some seven or eight months.

XIAO HONG
FROM MA BOLE’S SECOND LIFE



On a rainy day in the middle of June, on the day England and 
Costa Rica meet in the World Cup, G., a thirty-five-year-old 

aspiring writer is waiting in line at the post office to mail off a 
manuscript—a story about a day in the life of a thirty-five-year-old man. 
 That’s when he notices a man he knows. Or rather knew. Sort of knew. A man who 
used to go out with a girl G. loved from afar. The only girl he’s ever loved. All his hatred 
of this man comes rushing back—including his foolish wish that the man would die—and 
he takes off, following him throughout the streets of Reykjavik. This strange game of cat and 
mouse takes some dark turns though, evolving into a complex, introspective journey of a 
man struggling to complete the unfinished narrative of his own life.
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Bragi Ólafsson is the author of several books of poetry and short stories, 
along with six novels, including The Pets and The Ambassador, both of 
which are available from Open Letter Books. He is also a former bass 
player with The Sugarcubes, the internationally successful pop group that 
featured Björk as the lead vocalist.

Lytton Smith is a poet, professor, and translator from the Icelandic. His 
most recent translations include works by Kristin Ómarsdóttir, Jón Gnarr, 
Ófeigur Sigurðsson, and Guðbergur Bergsson. 

“Ólafsson’s English-language debut, The Pets, is part Beckettian or 
even Kafkaesque black comedy, part existential novel in the Paul Aus-
ter mode, and part locked-room mystery.”

—Kirkus Reviews

“The best short novel I’ve read this year. . . . Small, dark, and hard 
to put down.”

—Paul LaFarge

AUGUST 14, 2018
FIRST ENGLISH TRANSLATION

$14.95 (pb) | Novel
120 pgs. | 5.5” x 8.5”

978-1-940953-82-3

$11.95 (ebook) 
978-1-940953-83-0

(World)

Also Available: 
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

BRAGI ÓLAFSSON
NARRATOR

Trans. from the Icelandic by Lytton Smith 
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He’d taken a number. It had been a 

moment before he realized he needed 

to in order to be in line. And as he waited 

for his turn, he wondered what words best 

describe the color of fire. Would you use 

yellow or red? Orange? Blue? He had 

clapped eyes on a postcard with a picture 

of a volcanic eruption on the sales stand at 

the door to the post office, and though it 

was a color photograph, he couldn’t decide 

what colors it showed; moreover, the erup-

tion on the postcard brought other images 

of fire to mind. Or other metaphors. “Thirty-

five,” called a sales clerk. “Thirty-six,” the 

other clerk called. But he was not number 

thirty-five or six. I’m thirty-five years old, he 

thinks, but it’s not yet my turn. “Thirty-six?” 

the woman called again. “No-one is number 

thirty-six?” A little period of silence. “Thirty-

seven?” Is there no number thirty-seven? he 

thinks. The black woman standing behind 

him gives herself up. She’s wearing a crisp, 

white, long dress, and he can imagine it will 

take on a different image once she goes out 

in the rain later; the shape will cling to the 

woman, making her outline clearer. From the 

back, he judges she is about thirty. When 

she turns around and beckons with her index 

finger, for a moment he thinks she’s gesturing 

to him, but it soon becomes apparent that 

she’s addressing her child, a girl he guesses 

is six or seven. A 

young mother, he 

thinks. She will 

be forty years old 

when her daughter is fully grown. It must 

have significantly different effects on the 

personality of a child, he muses, to grow up 

with parents who are just under fifty when 

they give birth to a child compared, say, 

to growing up with people who are in their 

twenties. Worse, he expects, especially for 

an only child. To spend the first years of your 

life, and indeed all the years to date, as is 

his own case, in the home or, rather, the 

house of a man and a woman who are in 

no way prepared for having a child: that 

must mold the child in a rather decisive 

fashion. Not just must: does so, in reality. 

He is still thinking about himself. This young, 

dark-complexioned girl is not forced to listen 

to 19th century violin sonatas over breakfast, 

he thinks. But how has that affected him? It 

is the nature of progeny to disturb existing 

forms, assuming the parents have some form 

or pattern to which they are trying to hold. 

What’s more, in their eyes, it takes the child 

too long to develop into a comprehensive 

image with fixed form, he thinks, never mind 

a frame around the picture.

U

I think. G. thinks. The one I call G., because 

his name displeases him, and always has. 

The one who is constantly thinking about 

form and shape.

U

I’m still waiting for number 41 to be called 

up. I’ve finished looking at the postcards on 

the stand across from the white cardboard 

boxes on the wall shelves to the left. They are 

different sizes, but together they form a very 

beautiful whole, a family of five boxes, each 

placed inside the other, the smallest into the 

next smallest, and so on. The dark-skinned 

mother and daughter have completed their 

errand, and leave the room. I follow them 

with my eyes. But when I turn back towards 

the clerks, I notice a man I know, or rather 

I know who he is. He stands a little way 

inside the room, near the counter, somewhat 

obstructed by an elderly woman. Strange to 

see this man here, I think. But what is so 

strange about it? He’s my contemporary, and 

although he for his part has no idea who I 

am, or shouldn’t have, I can say that I know 

who he is all too well. More than once, more 

than twice, I’ve wished this particular indi-

vidual did not exist. Or, at least, did not exist 

in the same space as me, at the same time, 

with the same people. Of course, this was 

very foolish thinking, and it was a while ago 

now. Back then, I even devised strategies to 

get this man out of the way, get him removed 

in some manner, although the implementa-

tion of my plans never got beyond the idea 

stage. But here he is, as I said. I have not 

seen him for a while. And I have also not 

been contemplating him for long in the post 

office when his phone rings. Apparently a 

busy man. The ring on his cell phone can 

hardly be called a ring; it is more like some 

kind of music, music with an obtrusive beat. 

As soon as he starts talking into the phone, 

he realizes it’s his turn. As he walks up to 

the counter, still with the phone to his ear, 

I’m aware again of his peculiar gait, which 

I’d perpetually allowed to get on my nerves, 

time and again, because of the decided 

self-confidence it implied.

U

Perpetually. Decided. That’s how G. phrases 

it. How he thinks. But it’s unthinkable that 

this man, who has now surfaced here, all of 

a sudden, in the post office, has had such 

words pass through his head. Decided and 

perpetually. How did the line in the poem 

go? In my distastes above all I have elegant 

tastes.

BRAGI ÓLAFSSON
FROM NARRATOR
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A writer struggles to come to terms with 
the death of her beloved mentor; the 

staging of an experimental play goes awry; 
time freezes lovers on a platform, waiting for 

the train that will take one of them away; a woman in a foreign coun-
try discovers she has been issued the wrong ID. Emotionally haunting 
and intellectually stimulating, these stories represent the range and 
power of Bae Suah’s distinctive voice and style, which delights in 
digressions, multiple storylines, and sudden ruptures of societal norms.

A stolen diamond and three right feet 
that wash ashore in Scotland set into 

motion a rollicking Jules Verne-like adven-
ture narrative that crosses continents and 

oceans, involves multilingual codes, a world-famous villain, and 
three eccentrically loopy detectives. Running parallel is the story of 
B@bil Books, an e-reader factory in France filled with its own set of 
colorful characters. With the humor of a Jasper Fforde novel, and 
the structure of a Haruki Murakami one, this is a literary puzzle and 
grand testament to the power of storytelling—even in our digital age.

A passionate love story, confronting 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 an unexpected couple—including the wom-
an’s former husband who holds the family at gunpoint, her daughter 
and her daughter’s lovers, and the young boy who “is perhaps a girl, 
but does not yet know it,” narrating it all.

Spanning 500 years of Brazilian history, 
this novel chronicles a family of women, 

beginning in 1500 and ending in 2001. 
As each new daughter takes the place of 
her mother, the captivating, cinematic prose takes us through the for-
mation of the country, as well as the roles, 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.

“My literary discovery of the year.”—Sjón

“Not just a novel about the heartbreaking illusions of youth, but also 
a self-consuming love affair with death.”
—Carsten Jensen (We, the Downed)

“A generous, intelligent and refined novel.”—Márcio Souza

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

“Bae dissolves conventional linear narrative, as though it were im-
possible for cause and effect to exist concurrently.”—The National

“Bae Suah offers the chance to unknow—to see the everyday 
afresh.”—Music & Literature

“A new European literary star to steer by.”—Alan Cheuse, NPR

“Blas de Roblès simultaneously channels Umberto Eco, Indiana 
Jones, and Jorge Amado.”—Publishers Weekly

Trans. from the Korean by Deborah Smith

Trans. from the French by Hannah Chute

Trans. from the Danish by Gaye Kynoch

Trans. from the Portuguese by Eric M. B. Becker

MADAME NIELSEN

MARIA JOSÉ SILVEIRA

RECENT HITS

RECENT HITS

THE ENDLESS SUMMER

HER MOTHER’S MOTHER’S MOTHER & HER DAUGHTERS

$14.95 (pb) | Novel
148 pgs | 5” x 8”

978-1-940953-69-4

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

(World)

$16.95 (pb) | Novel
335 pgs | 5.5” x 8.5”
978-1-940953-67-0

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

(World)

$15.95 (pb) | Stories
212 pgs | 5.5” x 8.5”
978-1-940953-65-6

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

(World)

$17.95 (pb) | Novel
397 pgs | 5.5” x 8.5”
978-1-940953-62-5

$14.95 (ebook)
978-1-940953-63-2

(World)

JEAN-MARIE BLAS DE ROBLÈS

RECENT HITS
ISLAND OF POINT NEMO

BAE SUAH

RECENT HITS
NORTH STATION
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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

North Station. $15.95 (pb), short fiction, 
 978-1-940953-65-6; $12.95 
 (ebook) 978-1-940953-70-0

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

Brandt, Jean-Marie (Denmark) 
If I Were a Suicide Bomber. $16.95 (pb), 
 poetry, 978-1-940953-64-9; $11.95 
 (ebook) 978-1-940953-75-5

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

Karastoyanov, Hristo (Bulgaria) 
The Same Night Awaits Us All. $15.95 (pb), 
 novel, 978-1-9340953-68-7; $12.95 
 (ebook) 978-1-9340953-74-8

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
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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

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

Nielsen, Jóanes (Faroe Islands) 
The Brahmadells. $16.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-940953-66-3; $13.95 
 (ebook) 978-1-940953-73-1

Nielsen, Madame (Denmark) 
The Endless Summer. $14.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-940953-69-4; $9.95 
 (ebook) 978-1-940953-71-7

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

Silveira, Maria José (Brazil)
Her Mother’s Mother’s Mother and Her 
 Daughters. $16.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-940953-67-0; $13.95 
 (ebook) 978-1-940953-72-4

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
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events and readings

e-newsletter

order online

subscription series

review and desk copies

merchandise

donate

EXP.3-DIGIT CVC BILLING ZIP

Fox by Dubravka Ugresic ($16.95)  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  

The Bottom of the Sky by Rodrigo Fresán ($15.95)  .  .  .  .  .  .

Ma Bole’s Second Life by Xiao Hong ($15.95)  .  .  .  .  .  .  .

Narrator by Bragi Ólafsson ($14.95)  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .

BACKLIST BOOKS:
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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
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