
Open Letter
spring/summer

2019



Executive 

Committee

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 2019SUPPORT OPEN LETTER
CONTENTSDONATE

4
Flowers of Mold
Seong-nan Ha
(April 2019)

8
The Translator’s Bride
João Reis
(August 2018)

12
Spiritual Choreographies
Carlos Labbé
(May 2019)

16
History. A Mess.
Sigrún Pálsdóttir
( July 2019)

20

22

26

27

28

Recent Hits 

Backlist

On the Web

Personal Orders

Information



Spring/Summer 2019 Open Letter4 5

Seong-nan HA is the author of five short story collections—including 
Bluebeard’s First Wife and Flowers of Mold—and three novels. Over her 
career, she’s received a number of prestigious awards, such as the Dong-
in Literary Award in 1999, Hankook Ilbo Literary Prize in 2000, the Isu 
Literature Prize in 2004, the Oh Yeong-su Literary Award in 2008, and the 
Contemporary Literature (Hyundae Munhak) Award in 2009.

Janet Hong is a writer and translator based in Vancouver, Canada. Her 
work has appeared in Brick: A Literary Journal, Lit Hub, Asia Literary 
Review, Words Without Borders, and the Korea Times. Her other transla-
tions include Han Yujoo’s The Impossible Fairy Tale and Ancco’s Bad 
Friends.

“I’m raving about this book. . . . It is brilliant, modern, and surprising.”
—Charles Montgomery

“Ha, who stands out among the new writers of Korea, is reputed for 
her subtle and original style. . . . With a clever imagination and a 
strong sense of reality, she won the spring literary award held by The 
Seoul Shinmun, the Dong-in Literary Award, The Hankook Ilbo Literary 
Award, and the Isu Literary Award, among others.”

—Cao Qing, Korean Literature Now

APRIL 23, 2019
FIRST ENGLISH TRANSLATION

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

978-1-940953-96-0

$12.95  (ebook) 
978-1-940953-99-1

(World)

SEONG-NAN HA
FLOWERS OF MOLD 

Trans. from the Korean by Janet Hong

On the surface, Seong-nan Ha’s stories seem pleasant enough, 
yet there’s something disturbing just below the surface, ready 

to permanently disrupt the characters’ lives.
 A woman meets her next-door neighbor and loans her a spatu-

la, then starts suffering horrific gaps in her memory. A man, feeling jilted by an unrequited 
love, becomes obsessed with sorting through his neighbors’ garbage in the belief that it 
will teach him how to better relate to people. A landlord decides to raise the rent, and his 
tenants hatch a plan to kill him at a team-building retreat.
 In ten captivating, unnerving stories, Flowers of Mold presents a range of ordinary 
individuals—male and female, young and old—who have found themselves left behind by 
an increasingly urbanized and fragmented world. 
 The latest in the trend of brilliant female Korean authors to appear in English, Ha cuts 
like a surgeon, and even the most mundane objects become menacing and unfamiliar 
under her scalpel.
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A new neighbor’s moved into number 
507. I’d just taken out the spun laundry 

and was about to hang it on the clothesline. 
The washer is junk now. Whenever it goes 
from rinse to spin, it gives a terrible groan 
and shudders, as if it might explode any 
second. Over the years, it’s shifted about 
twenty centimeters from its original spot. 
Since it’s done nothing except wash, rinse, 
and spin for ten years, no wonder it’s in bad 
shape. I pat the top of the washer and mut-
ter, “Yeongmi, I know you’re tired, but let’s 
get through it one last time.” The washer 
wrings out the water and barely sounds its 
end-of-cycle buzzer.

Yeongmi is the name I’ve given the washer. 
It doesn’t get used a whole lot anymore, but 
it’s also my name. To a washing machine, 
the motor is the same as a heart. A repair-
man who once came to fix the washer said 
so. He’d said the motor’s life had reached its 
limit. It managed to finish its job today, but 
I don’t know how long I can keep it going 
like this.

Once my husband caught me talking to the 
washer. Seeing nobody else on the balcony, 
he’d asked, “What are you doing?” So I’d 
played dumb and said, “What does it look 
like? I’m doing the laundry.” How can a 
banker who has to calculate sums down 
to the penny understand? If I’d told him 

the truth, he would 
have thought I was 
crazy. [. . .]

The soy sauce stain on my son’s shirt didn’t 
come out. I forgot to soak it beforehand, 
that’s why. When I sort what can be hung 
from what has to be re-washed, only one 
of my husband’s dress shirts makes it to the 
clothesline. My husband says things that 
show how much he doesn’t understand: “The 
washing machine does the laundry and the 
rice cooker cooks the rice, so what do you 
do all day?”

A mover’s ladder hoist is lifting furniture up to 
the fifth floor. There isn’t much. After all, you 
don’t need a whole lot to fill an 800-square-
foot apartment. And don’t get me wrong. 
I’m not the type to snoop around. But is it 
a crime to look? It’s not like I’m spying on 
people with binoculars. All the furniture looks 
new. I can’t stand shabby old things with 
peeling paint. The person who used to live in 
507 brought his cockroaches with him when 
he first moved in, and soon even our home 
became infested. It’s natural for any woman 
who’s been married a decade to eye new 
appliances, especially when her own are 
getting old and scratched up.

The furniture may be new, but it’s not for 
newlyweds, that’s for sure. One look at the 

bed says it all. The mattress is standing on 
its side, but you can easily tell it’s a single. 
This resident—obviously alone with these 
new things—who could it be? Most of the 
appliances are the latest models: a washer 
with a transparent lid, an immaculate gas 
range, never-before lit. My gas range, which 
has to have its switch pressed several times 
before it lights up, can’t hold a candle to 
that. Who is this person? If my husband were 
here, he’d say something for sure, like how 
I’m turning nosy because I’ve got too much 
time on my hands.

U

“Hello.”

Right away I know she’s the new person 
in 507. She looks around twenty-eight. Or 
does she look closer to thirty-four? Don’t they 
say it’s hard to guess a woman’s age these 
days? She has a large plastic bag in each 
hand. The bags are from the department store 
two bus stops away. They look heavy—the 
plastic handles dig into her hands, creating 
purple welts. I’m in the middle of carrying my 
son’s bike up to the fifth floor, which is also 
the top floor. [. . .]

The woman probably came up behind me 
as I was dragging myself up. She wouldn’t 
have been able to pass me because of the 

bicycle, but she doesn’t look a bit annoyed. 
And then to have the patience to greet me, 
with her heavy bags and all—now isn’t that 
something? All I can do is bow awkwardly, 
hunched over with the bicycle. Cleaning 
products like scouring pads, rubber gloves, 
and a box of powdered detergent poke out 
from the bags. She opens her door while I’m 
chaining the bike to the stair railing and calls 
out, “Jal butak deuleo yo.”

It’s a rare thing to hear these days. I mean, 
isn’t this something a new employee would 
say to her superior on her first day? But I’m 
not her boss, her elder, or even her landlord. 
I’m just her neighbor.

“You know, there’s a supermarket nearby 
with a cheaper, better selection . . .” This is 
what I offer as a friendly greeting.

Jal butak deuleo yo. Soon enough, I would 
grasp the full meaning of these words.

SEONG-NAN HA
FROM FLOWERS OF MOLD



Spring/Summer 2019 Open Letter8 9

João Reis, born in 1985, is a Portuguese writer and a literary translator of 
Scandinavian languages (Swedish, Danish, Norwegian, and Icelandic). 
He studied philosophy and has lived in Portugal, Norway, Sweden, and 
the UK. Reis’s work has already been compared to that of Hamsun and 
Kafka, and represents a literary style unseen in contemporary Portuguese 
writing.

AUGUST 20, 2019
FIRST ENGLISH TRANSLATION

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

978-1-940953-95-3

$9.95  (ebook) 
978-1-948830-00-3

(World)

“João Reis is a great connoisseur of literary comedy, in a subtle way in 
which everything is so natural, but simultaneously rude, with the cruel 
ways in which various characters are depicted, thus creating a blackly 
comic web that weaves together the world of the book.”

—Nelson Zagalo, Virtual Illusion

“The Translator’s Bride is a great little book that brings a breath of 
fresh air to today’s moment in Portuguese literature, asserting itself as 
an excellent novel not to be forgotten.”

—Jorge Navarro, O Tempo Entre Os Meus Livros

At the start of The Translator’s Bride, the translator’s bride has 
left him. But if he can only find a way to publish a book, and 

buy a small house, maybe he can win her back . . . These are the 
obsessive thoughts that pervade the translator’s mind as he walks 

around an unnamed city full of idiots, trying to figure out how to put his life back together—
his employers aren’t paying him, he’s trying to survive a woman’s unwanted advances, and 
he’s trying to make the best of his desperate living conditions—all while he struggles with 
his own mind and angry and psychotic ideas, filled with longing and melancholy. Darkly 
funny, filled with acidic observations and told with a frenetic pace, The Translator’s Bride is 
an incredible ride—whether you’re a translator or not! 

JOÃO REIS
THE TRANSLATOR’S BRIDE

Trans. from the Portuguese by the Author 
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My return trip is sad, rain falls relent-
lessly and I stick a hand out of the 

window, the tram moves slowly, someone 
crosses the rails right in front of it, there’s 
shouting and swearing, these people are so 
tiresome, I bring my hand to my face, get 
it wet in a disgusting fashion, the woman 
in front of me turns her head away, there’s 
nothing else she can do, my face is damp, 
maybe it is inappropriate to wet one’s face in 
front of a lady one doesn’t know from Adam, 
I know nothing about that, the tram heads 
off again, outside a woman carrying loads 
of net bags, she picks a broken umbrella up 
from the ground while she curses, surely she 
would like the tram driver to take responsibil-
ity for that, he might as well pay her for the 
damage, she screams and shouts so much 
that I can still hear her as we move forward. 
She’s right of course, it wasn’t her fault, and if 
we take into account that the accident wasn’t 
caused by chance, we’d have to hold the 
tram driver responsible, that asshole didn’t 
break on time, the prick, the pervert, if it 
were him behind the ticket office window 
he’d steal from the blind without flinching, 
won’t admit the damage he has caused, the 
scoundrel. 
 Yet, the tram heads off, the scoundrel is 
driving it, that is true, the rain doesn’t relent, 
I feel sad, going to the pier didn’t make me 
feel any better, the weight on my stomach 
got worse, the little woman in front of me 

has a very tempting, 
tiny little nose, I feel 
an urge to nibble 
it, yes, it’s a radish, 
how I would like to bite it, hear it crack under 
my teeth, lovely, marvelous, I wonder if she 
would mind me having a go, will she, or 
maybe not, my mouth is drenched in saliva, 
I’ve always had this problem, I produce too 
much saliva, again she turns her head away, 
she’s a lady, seen from the side the tiny nose 
is also a lovely radish, but, for God’s sake, 
this is obscene, no doubt, what am I doing 
leaning forward, almost touching her knees, 
my mouth open, idiot, I’m a real twat! Ladies 
of this kind shouldn’t be approached so 
rudely, open-mouthed, saliva pouring down 
my chin, what a sorry sight, the nerve one 
must have to present himself like that to a 
lady, women of this kind shouldn’t be on a 
tram in the first place, no, they should only 
be transported in calèches drawn by the 
finest horses, or even in one of the increas-
ing number of vehicles that circulate in the 
city, with the nauseating smoke released 
from their exhaust pipes stifling the sweet 
smell of equine dung, as I will be able to 
remember for the past months spent at my 
nan’s home in a certain future that should be 
close, given the fast pace of progress, only 
when these fine ladies are seated in these 
vehicles where they truly belong, the chauf-
feur speeding on the curbs taking them to the 

theater, the opera, they hold the door open 
for the ladies, they master chivalry as true 
professionals, a genuine politeness, these 
ladies walk with delicate steps, they climb 
the theater stairway, they’re greeted with the 
utmost graciousness, they shouldn’t have to 
lean on other passengers, wobbling from 
one side to the other, the little woman’s bag 
opens, heads of garlic spread all over the 
tram floor, a toothless fidgety boy laughs, he 
is not the slightest bit ashamed of his mouth, 
the little prick laughs when he sees the heads 
of garlic rolling on the floor, the woman tries 
to gather them, she can’t avoid sensing the 
reek of sweat coming from the passengers 
on the aisle seats. What a disgrace, the 
things we see on public transport are simply 
outrageous, nobody bothers to get down 
and help the woman pick up the heads of 
garlic, I would do it myself were it not for 
the risk of being misinterpreted, I’ve had my 
share already with the open mouth drenched 
in saliva scene, what would the passengers 
think if I bent forward to help her, finding 
myself face to face with her, how mortifying, 
no question about it, I would help her though 
if that didn’t taint her honor to these bunch 
of brutes, the smart-ass is still laughing, 
he’s got one of those faces that generates 
a desire for violence, I’d smack it all over, 
what a little idiot, I bet he sticks snot under 
his school chair, shameless twat, no, I can’t 
help the lady, society doesn’t understand 

selfless helpfulness, and I feel too sad to do 
it, I’m shattered since I returned from the pier, 
where I saw her depart. 
 The ship set sail and she didn’t say 
goodbye, she didn’t utter a word, she didn’t 
even make a gesture, she must have forgot-
ten to do it, it’s only natural, it’s perfectly 
normal, one doesn’t go on a trip like this 
every day, it’s difficult to go aboard in these 
conditions, in this weather, yeah, there’s 
nothing odd about it, how could she hold 
her hand up and wave at me? When the 
wind was such that she could hardly hold 
her umbrella going up the steps, followed 
by so many hasty passengers that couldn’t 
be bothered with goodbyes, yes, how? But 
why am I thinking about these things when 
there’s nothing I can do about it now, can-
not even help the woman pick up the heads 
of garlic, she still hasn’t managed to pick 
them all up, bloody hell, this is too much, 
does she suffer from myopia of some sort 
or is she just clumsy? Or, even worse, is she 
trying to maintain this impossible situation 
for longer, just to fumble about and touch 
the passenger’s feet? What a pervert, this 
tram is full of animals, it’s grotesque, that kid 
doesn’t seem to close his toothless mouth, he 
keeps laughing like an idiot, and this woman 
crawls on the floor, chasing heads of garlic 
that she never picks up, God almighty, how 
did I find myself in this den of bestiality. 

JOÃO REIS
FROM THE TRANSLATOR’S BRIDE
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Carlos Labbé, one of Granta’s “Best Young Spanish-Language Novelists,” 
was born in Chile and is the author of seven novels, including Navidad & 
Matanza, Loquela, and three collections of short stories. He is a co-editor 
at Sangria, a publishing house based in Santiago and Brooklyn, where he 
translates and runs workshops. He also writes literary essays, most notably 
on Juan Carlos Onetti, Diamela Eltit, and Roberto Bolaño. 

Will Vanderhyden received an MA in Literary Translation Studies from 
the University of Rochester. He has translated fiction by Carlos Labbé, 
Edgardo Cozarinsky, Rodrigo Fresán, and others. He received NEA and 
Lannan fellowships to translate Rodrigo Fresán’s novel, The Invented Part, 
which won the 2018 Best Translated Book Award.

By blinking his eyes and moving his pupils, a paraplegic man—
the onetime vocalist in a famous rock band—composes a 

kind of anti-biography that is corrected and expanded upon by an 
unknown editor. Alternating between the vocalist’s impressionistic 

recollections and the editor’s “corrections,” an asynchronous story emerges, evoking the 
vocalist’s childhood in southern Chile and telling of the rise and fall of the band that he 
grew up to lead, while hinting at a multiplicity of other narrative possibilities. 
 At once an exploration of collective creation as a kind of real community and a reflec-
tion on the fragility of memory, Spiritual Choreographies is an undaunted and entirely origi-
nal novel by one of Latin America’s most innovative contemporary writers, whose body of 
work has been described as “a response to the imminent destruction of the known world.”

“Begins to fuck with your mind from its very first word.”
—Toby Litt

“What we encounter in Loquela is a skillful unmaking—complete with 
diary excerpts, missives from beyond the grave and an invented barn-
burning manifesto on a literary movement.” 

—Laird Hunt, L.A. Times

“Navidad & Matanza certainly marks Labbé as a young author from 
whom we ought to anticipate great, fascinating things to come.”

—Jeremy Garber, Powell’s Books

MAY 21, 2019
FIRST ENGLISH TRANSLATION

$13.95 (pb) | Novel
120 pgs. | 5.5” x 8.5”

978-1-940953-97-7

$9.95 (ebook)
978-1-948830-01-0

(World)

Also Available: 
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

CARLOS LABBÉ
SPIRITUAL CHOREOGRAPHIES

Trans. from the Spanish by Will Vanderhyden
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The choreography needs someone to wit-
ness its movements.

 I am he.
 I am he, the other, she, you, they. 
 He played the harmonica with his nose, 
pulled out his handkerchief and blew until all 
the pollution of the capital was expelled from 
his lungs in one transparent color. He finger-
tapped his flat chest like a kultrun, gargling 
to imitate a harp. 
 He thought he’d be able to escape to his 
tree when he could not longer bear the smog 
of the city.
 I, on the other hand, now that I have no 
nostrils with which to inhale or exhale, want 
a melody of bows and strings and stones 
to still be raining down from all five fingers, 
onto this skin, stretched across this orthopedic 
wheelchair, when the sun rises.
 On the table, in the sunlight, there 
should’ve been some kind of animal, not this 
screen where each movement of my pupil 
writes a soundless name.

U

9. Correction

The choreography needs audience, needs 
someone to witness its movements. The 
damp twilight wind slammed shut the kitchen 
window. She was cutting leeks at the sink 
when the collision of the frame and the 

pane startled her; 
the shards of glass 
turned to fragments 
against the floor a 
few meters away. The shock made her invol-
untarily twist the knife across the back of her 
left hand. When the boy entered the kitchen, 
hair mussed, wearing pajamas—mother, 
what was that noise?, his question—she 
was standing there, staring at the shape of 
that small wound under the stream of water, 
as if it reminded her of some profound, lost 
thing. One sound, two, a counterpoint, the 
dark night looking out at waves, she thought. 
And then there was just her blood, staining 
the water in the sink. She brought her hand 
to her mouth before she ruined the vegetable 
with that foul taste, hers.
 “Go shower, we’re eating soon. And 
bring him down,” she told the boy. 
 Ten minutes later they were all sitting in 
silence around the kitchen table. She had to 
quicken her breathing and open her eyes: 
the little wound on her hand kept her from 
concentrating, pulsing there in the dark, like 
the double of an another wound on the palm 
of the hand of a man who in her memory 
recoiled from a seashell, from a broken 
bottle, tears and sweat; she was naked, on 
the wave-packed sand, wet. I was another 
person back then, she thought.
 “Life here begins many times,” the vocalist 
blurted out unexpectedly from his wheelchair. 

 He did so without solemnity, but with a 
voice not his own.
 It made her uneasy: according to the 
doctors, his neurological damage rendered 
speech impossible, but that was the third 
time in a year he’d spoken during medita-
tion. For an instant, the boy opened his eyes 
too; he and his mother exchanged glances 
just as a current of air came in through 
the broken window and caused a distant 
door—the bathroom door, she guessed—to 
slam. Then they heard the beep, beep, beep 
of the alarm being deactivated at the front 
entrance. It was the other, coming back from 
the recording studio. He came in carrying a 
paper bag, set it down in the middle of the 
table, and went into the kitchen. She reached 
out her fingers, removed a still-warm roll, and 
tore it open, scanning with her eyes, in vain, 
for the jam. The other shut the refrigerator 
with his foot, sat down; he grabbed the jar 
of jam and set it beside her plate—she gave 
him a grateful smile in return—and turned to 
the vocalist, offering him a sip of the beer he 
held in his hand. 
 Then he raised the can and made a 
toast:
 “Bless Him. I finished writing the bloody 
score today.”
 The boy pinched an unlit cigarette be -
tween his lips as he applauded. The move-
ment of his hands knocked over the milk 
carton, which, striking the floor, bounced 

back up and knocked the jam onto the 
floor. Suddenly irritated, she couldn’t take her 
eyes off the can of beer next to him as she 
attempted to clean the floor with a spoon. 
The other brought his hands together and 
bent down beside her.
 —The Man wanted to tell me something 
last night, I’m sure of it—the boy blurted out.
 The vocalist tried to grimace through his 
paralysis.
 “Was the show any good?” she asked.
 “It’s been proven that The Man is the 
greatest baritone in the history of humanity, 
mother. He’s never once put on an imperfect 
performance.” 
 “That’s why he’s in the bubblegum music.” 
 The other burst out laughing at his own 
comment. She, all the while, watched her 
son speak, but couldn’t understand what he 
was saying. Were they speaking in Chezun-
gun again to mess with her, to exclude her? 
All she heard was laughter and—it’s absurd, 
she said to herself, we’re miles from the 
ocean—the sound of waves breaking on the 
beach, swelling with wind and rain. Another 
spark in her memory: the beach’s thick sand 
clinging to her thighs as she spread her legs, 
the other’s alcoholic stench on the nape of 
her neck, his moan in the dark: leave us 
alone.

CARLOS LABBÉ
FROM SPIRITUAL CHOREOGRAPHIES



While studying a seventeenth-century diary, the protagonist 
of History. A Mess. uncovers information about the first 

documented professional female artist. This discovery promises to 
change her academic career, and life in general . . . until she 

realizes that her “discovery” was the result of two pages stuck together. But she’s already 
reached the point of no return, and she goes to great lengths to hide her mistake—under-
mining her sanity in the process. A shifty, satirical novel that’s subtly funny and colorful, 
while also raising essential questions about truth, research, and the very nature of belief.
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Sigrún Pálsdóttir‘s previous titles include the historical biography Thora. 
A Bishop’s Daughter and Uncertain Seas, a story of a young couple 
and their three children who were killed aboard a ship torpedoed by 
a German submarine in 1944. Sigrún’s work has been nominated for 
the Icelandic Literary Prize, Icelandic Women’s Literature Prize, Hagþenkir 
Non-fiction Prize, and the DV Culture Prize. Uncertain Seas was chosen 
as best biography in 2013 by booksellers in Iceland.

Lytton Smith is a poet, professor, and translator from the Icelandic. His 
recent translations include works by Kristín Ómarsdóttir, Jón Gnarr, Ófeigur 
Sigurðsson, Bragi Ólafsson, and Guðbergur Bergsson. His recent poetry 
collection, The All-Purpose Magical Tent, was published by Nightboat.

“An amazing story . . . A very memorable reading experience, and in 
spite of a serious undertone there’s a very finely tuned quiet humour.”

—Júlía M. Alexandersdóttir, Morgunbladid

“Absolutely brilliant from beginning to end.”
—Halla Oddný Magnúsdóttir, National TV

“A complex and arresting novel where a super precise style and an 
ingenious construction come together.”

—Nomination Committee for the Women’s Literature Prize

“Like a cubist work of art.”
—Jóhanna María Einarsdóttir, DV

JULY 23, 2019
FIRST ENGLISH TRANSLATION

$13.95 (pb) | Novel
120 pgs. | 5.5” x 8.5”

978-1-940953-98-4

$9.95 (ebook) 
978-1-948830-02-7

(World)

SIGRÚN PÁLSDÓTTIR
History. A Mess.

Trans. from the Icelandic by Lytton Smith 
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S. B., Diary for 1642/1643. 
Bod. MS. 3971 

(Pick) 8vo

This day, after I was redie, I did eate my 
breakfast. 

Day 201. And with these words, I had 
written this sentence out two hundred and 
one times. And, following on from it, the 
paragraph comprising each journal entry. 
The task had already taken me about six 
months: despite the incessant repetition, the 
linguistic nuances in this crowded ancient 
manuscript were usually significant enough to 
cause me considerable labor. Yet the result 
was always the same: there was nothing of 
note. Nothing but a kind of rigid and rather 
uninspiring testimony to a humble existence, 
one to which it was practically impossible 
to accord any great meaning, even though 
it was 365 years old. But I was going to 
finish, to continue following the thread. To 
continue scrutinizing nothing. And so I did 
until it hit me. Much longer than all the other 
entries, a piece that opened with one, and 
only one, heading:

The day 203

That was around noon, but by the time I 
had made my way through both pages, 
it was closing time at the library. I looked 
at my transcription. It took me a little while 

to realize what I’d 
discovered:

This day, after I 
was redie, I did eate my breakfast. Went 
down finding my father gone to London. 
After I finished the picture of Lady Cowley 
in little I Painted over ye 3d Time a side 
face of Mrs Meriton. Lady Bucks picture 
done over with white poppy oil as thin 
done over as I could.
 That done Mr. Jones, who stayes 
at My Lords house, came hither to the 
Paynting roome for his final sitting of his 
picture done upon 3 qtr Sacking. Mr 
Jones sat with admirable and unvariable 
patience. Hee is a very excellent young 
man & by whose conversacon I learn to 
observe the very glancing of his eyes. 
Every lowly grace of his face. He sat 
for 4 hourse tell I had pfectly finisht ye 
face to my owne satisfaction. He thought 
his picture mighty like him and colored 
exceedingly rarely but the colouring of 
the face to be a little forced.
 Mr Jones being out of doors I did 
some thing about the house tell my father 
was back from his journey with a pacell 
of Pink made by Mr Petty and another of 
blew black and primed paper for study. 
After we supped on pease porridge 
and bread I went to Ye Chamber. After 
reading of the Humanitie I was busie 
fouldinge some linan and airinge clothes 

tell all most night. So to bed wher many 
sundrie distractions withdrew my mind so 
I was weak and had paine in my head.

The custodian of the manuscript library, a 
young, athletic man, put his hand lightly and 
only for a moment on my shoulder. Then he 
tapped the index finger of the same hand 
against his delicate watch. I closed the book 
at once, returned it to its box and gave it to 
him. Then I got my things together, rose from 
the table, walked out of the room, slowly 
passed along the long hallway, all the way 
trying to hold back the smile that played on 
my lips: the creator of that famous portrait 
of Viscount Tom Jones was undoubtedly my 
diary writer, S. B. But could it be that S. 
B. was a woman, busie fouldinge some 
linan and airinge clothes? A pioneer? Had 
I just found a new beginning in the history 
of Western art? Frenzied jubilation thrilled 
through my body, words burst with awful 
power, and inside my head sentences and 
then pages formed one after the other so 
that by the time I stepped out of the building 
into the outside courtyard, my introduction 
was well underway.
 Out on the street, nothing was the same. 
I was not the same, I could sense it in the 
slightest gesture, the way my arms swung 
back and forth, my hips moving rhythmically 
side to side, my hair billowing in the warm 
spring breeze—and by the time I had turned 

onto the path that leads to the old church 
and gone past a young man with a guitar, 
at which point I entirely surprised myself by 
letting a ten-pound note float down into 
his case, my thesis was fast taking shape. 
It was practically fully formed by the time I 
left the city center, this beautiful environment 
to which I belonged during the day and 
that made worthwhile all my miniscule and 
dispensable thoughts about life in centuries 
past. Reflections that hitherto had in some 
way lost their meaning when I, at the end 
of the working day, left the ancient buildings 
and headed home to the grim existence that 
was inescapable in my part of the city. [. . .]
 Time for the preface. I would, naturally, 
express gratitude to Professor Lucy for hav-
ing entrusted this large project to me, Dr. 
Caplan and his colleagues for their advice 
and for something I could maybe call inspira-
tion. Mrs. Mary Howard for teaching me 
to read the obscure hand. And perhaps it 
would be right to mention all the help from 
people at the museum. The young custodian 
in the manuscript library? Presumably he 
would be helping me more in the foresee-
able future. Was it going to be five years? 
For a moment, it even dawned on me to 
thank the professors at the Royal College 
of Art for their ruthless rejection, which had 
indirectly pushed me toward this international 
discipline in which I was now bound to play 
a major role.

SIGRÚN PÁLSDÓTTIR
FROM HISTORY. A MESS.
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C amellia Street chronicles the life of 
Cecília C., a street-corner prostitute 

and, later, a kept woman in numb, exhaust-
ed postwar Barcelona. Cecília, a foundling 

whose name is written on a scrap of paper pinned to her bib, never 
takes to her adoptive parents, fleeing their attentions as soon as she 
can. From then on, her life is spent “searching for lost things and 
burying dead loves.” Incapable of emotional attachment or shared 
pleasure, Cecília lives frozen in her own narcissism and anomie.

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. 
Ugresic constructs a novel that reinvents itself over and over, blend-
ing nuggets of literary trivia, with the timeless story of a woman 
trying to escape her hometown and find love to magical effect.

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.

On a rainy day in the middle of June, 
a thirty-five-year-old aspiring writer is 

at the post office to mail a manuscript—a 
story about a day in the life of a thirty-five-
year-old man. That’s when he notices a man. A man who used to 
go out with a girl he loved from afar. All his hatred of this man 
comes rushing back—including his foolish wish that the man would 
die—and he takes off, following the man. This strange game of cat 
and mouse takes dark turns, though, evolving into a journey of a 
man struggling to complete the narrative of his own life.

Winner of the 2018 Best Translated Book Award for Fiction

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

“Narrator is clever in so many ways, and utterly strange. Funny and 
wonderfully eccentric.”—Ingi Freyr, DV

“Part Beckettian or even Kafkaesque black comedy”—Kirkus Reviews

“Read it for its beauty, for the way it will surprise and subvert your 
desires, and as a testament to the human spirit.”—Jesmyn Ward, NPR

“It is a total mystery to me why [Rodoreda] isn’t widely worshipped.”
—John Darnielle, The Mountain Goats

“An astonishingly perceptive, elegantly witty, utterly original explora-
tion of the age-old question ‘How Do Stories Come About.’”
—Alberto Manguel

“Ugresic’s attachment to absurdity leads her down paths where 
other writers fear to tread.”—The Independent

Trans. from the Catalan by David H. Rosenthal 
Foreword by Sandra Cisneros

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

Trans. from the Spanish by Will Vanderhyden

Trans. from the Icelandic by Lytton Smith

RODRIGO FRESÁN

BRAGI ÓLAFSSON

RECENT HITS

RECENT HITS

THE INVENTED PART

NARRATOR

$18.95 (pb) | Novel 
552 pgs | 6” x 9” 

978-1-940953-56-4

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

(World)

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

978-1-940953-82-3

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

(World)

$14.95 (pb) | Novel
161 pgs | 5.5” x 8.5”
978-1-940953-86-1

(North America)

$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)

DUBRAVKA UGRESIC

RECENT HITS
FOX

MERCÈ RODOREDA

RECENT HITS
CAMELLIA STREET
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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

Bán, Zsófia (Hungary) 
Night School. $15.95 (pb), stories, 
 978-1-940953-88-5; $12.95 
 (ebook) 978-1-940953-92-2

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

Brandt, Per Aage (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 Bottom of the Sky. $15.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-940953-78-6; $12.95 
 (ebook) 978-1-940953-79-3

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

Girondo, Oliverio (Argentina) 
Decals. $16.95 (pb), poems, 
 978-1-940953-87-8; $12.95
 (ebook) 978-1-940953-94-6

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

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



Spring/Summer 2019 Open Letter24 25

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

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

Nordenhof, Asta Olivia (Denmark) 
the easiness and the loneliness. $13.95 (pb), 
 poems, 978-1-940953-85-4; $9.95 
 (ebook) 978-1-940953-91-5

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

Narrator. $14.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-940953-82-3; $11.95 
 (ebook) 978-1-940953-83-0

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)
Camellia Street. $14.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-940953-86-1

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)
77. $14.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-940953-89-2; $9.99 
 (ebook) 978-1-940953-93-9

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)
American Fictionary. $15.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-940953-84-7; $12.95 
 (ebook) 978-1-940953-90-8

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

Fox. $16.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-940953-76-2; $14.95 
 (ebook) 978-1-940953-77-9

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

Xiao, Hong (China)
Ma Bo’le’s Second Life. $15.95 (pb), novel, 
 978-1-940953-80-9; $12.95 
 (ebook) 978-1-940953-81-6 

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

daily weblog

book reviews

news and events

commentary

Best Translated Book Awards

Three Percent Podcast

Two Month Review Podcast

translation database

book culture

insight into publishing

resource for educators and editors

over 30,000 visits monthly

OPEN LETTER

www.openletterbooks.org 

international catalog

online orders

subscription series

book excerpts

events and readings

e-newsletter

review and desk copies

donate

EXP.3-DIGIT CVC BILLING ZIP

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)

PLUS POSTAGE
($2 PER BOOK; U.S. ONLY)

QTY. PRICESPRING/SUMMER 2018 BOOKS

Flowers of Mold by Seong-nan Ha ($15.95) .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  

The Translator’s Bride by João Reis ($14.95) .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .

Spiritual Choreographies by Carlos Labbé ($13.95) .  .  .  .  .

History. A Mess. by Sigrún Pálsdóttir ($13.95) .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .

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
Anthony Blake, Marketing & Publicity

anthony.blake@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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