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Andrés Neuman was born in Buenos Aires, and grew up and lives in 
Spain. He is the author of almost twenty works, two of which—Traveler of 
the Century and Talking to Ourselves—have been translated into English. 
Traveler of the Century won the Alfaguara Prize and the National Crit-
ics Prize, and was longlisted for the 2013 Best Translated Book Award, 
among others. 

Nick Caistor is a prolific British translator and journalist. He is a past 
winner of the Valle-Inclán Prize for translation and is a regular contributor 
to BBC Radio 4, Times Literary Supplement, and the Guardian. Lorenza 
Garcia has lived for extended periods in Spain, France, and Iceland. 
Since 2007, she has translated over a dozen works.

P layful, philosophizing, and gloriously unpredictable, Andrés 
Neuman’s short stories consider love, lechery, history, mortality, 

family secrets, therapy, Borges, mysterious underwear, translators, 
and storytelling itself.

 Here a relationship turns on a line drawn in the sand; an analyst treats a patient who 
believes he’s the real analyst; a discovery in a secondhand shop takes on a cruel sig-
nificance; a man decides to go to work naked one day. In these small scenes and brief 
moments, Neuman confounds our expectations with dazzling sleight of hand. 
 With a variety of forms and styles, Neuman opens up the possibilities for fiction, calling 
to mind other greats of Latin American letters, such as Cortázar, Bolaño, and Bioy Casares. 
Intellectually stimulating and told with a voice that is wry, questioning, sometimes mordantly 
funny, yet always generously humane, The Things We Don’t Do confirms Neuman’s place 
as one of the most dynamic authors writing today. 

“Good readers will find something that can be found only in great 
literature. . . . The literature of the twenty-first century will belong to 
Neuman and a few of his blood brothers.”

—Roberto Bolaño

“Andrés Neuman is destined to be one of the essential writers of our 
time.”

—Teju Cole

ANDRÉS NEUMAN
THE THINGS WE DON’T DO

SEPTEMBER 15, 2015
FIRST ENGLISH TRANSLATION

$13.95 (pb) | Stories
190 pgs. | 5.5” x 8.5”

978-1-940953-18-2

$9.99 (ebook) 
978-1-940953-19-9

(North America)

Trans. from the Spanish by Nick Caistor & Lorenza Garcia
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from “JUAN, JOSÉ”

4. José

Monday 14 May. The sessions continue to 
take place in the following way. Juan arrives 
at my consulting room, and, in order to be 
able to allude to, or possibly to elude his 
grief, he behaves as if he were the therapist. 
For my part, I try to devise as many questions 
and observations my role as make-believe 
patient permits. This dynamic has remained 
unchanged since the patient’s last acute crisis. 
If at that time I went along with this symbolic 
role reversal (naturally revealing nothing of a 
truly intimate nature, and always maintain-
ing the distance my profession and common 
sense prescribe), it was because the patient 
soon began to talk about himself with an 
ease and frankness hitherto unimaginable. 
Although I still harbor a few misgivings about 
this strategy, going over my files I realize 
that, by comparison, the conclusions drawn 
from my sessions with Juan do not differ 
wildly from those of other patients receiving 
orthodox therapy. Depending on his progres-
sion over the next few weeks, I will consider 
whether to prolong the special treatment for 
a while, or return the sessions to their proper 
place and put the patient back on his previ-
ous medication (see prescriptions17.doc).
 The monothematic nature of our exchang-
es presents no significant variations. When, 
in my role as an alleged patient showing the 
classic curiosity toward his or her therapist, 
I question him about his own personal life, 

Juan refers to his 
daily routine, tak-
ing for granted that 
his parents are still 
living. He even describes to me trivial every-
day incidents in startling detail. Notwith-
standing his pathology, Juan’s observations 
on marriage, relationships or the smugness 
of children are surprisingly deep and inci-
sive. Despite my reservations, I can’t help 
secretly approving of many of his remarks.
 To give an example, in today’s session 
he declared that people born in the ’70s 
are orphans through excess. That is to say, 
a generation that feels unprotected due to 
its parents’ overprotectiveness. Juan and I 
belong more or less to the same generation, 
and I, too, am an only child. This fact occa-
sionally contributes to my being momentarily 
distracted from his case and referring back 
to my own experience, which further compli-
cates the difficult balancing act our game of 
role reversal forces me to maintain. I mention 
these small interferences in my communication 
with my patient in order to be aware of them.

5. Juan

At times, José shows signs of worsening, or 
at least I think I detect in him symptoms of 
an imminent relapse. During the last few ses-
sions he has only been collaborating when 
our roles are acted out according to strict 
rules. Until recently I was able to steer our 
dialogue into a buffer zone, where, despite 
the premise of the game, I was able to move 

ANDRÉS NEUMAN
FROM THE THINGS WE DON’T DO

with relative ease and coax him into express-
ing himself, provided our implicit roles (he is 
eager to ask, I don’t mind responding) were 
not explicitly challenged.
 Now, however, the routine is becoming 
complicated because José scarcely engages 
in digressions of a personal nature, and is 
inclined to resist when I pose any intimate 
questions. Consequently, I am limited to pro-
jecting his own anxieties in my increasingly 
lengthy monologues, and must be content to 
catch his brief remarks on the fly and swiftly 
analyze them. My replies are an attempt to 
inject the patient with a measure of reality, 
aware that my words produce a mirror effect 
in him. [. . .]
 Having reached this point, and when I 
read over my reports on our latest sessions, 
I begin to doubt whether playing along with 
José’s game was the correct thing to do. 
To confuse things further still, in spite of his 
increasing refusal to talk, the patient shows a 
self-possession he did not have before, and 
his expressions (voice, gestures, motor coor-
dination) have become considerably calmer. 
I mentioned at the beginning, as the roleplay 
progressed, my suspicion that the patient 
might have deteriorated. However, from a 
strictly behavioral point of view, he seems to 
have improved. With regard to this apparent 
contradiction, I fear my limited professional 
experience is playing a dirty trick on me, 
even though I can see that this experiment 
is directly enhancing it. I am convinced that 
this audacious praxis will help me attain my 
father’s level more quickly, equaling if not 

surpassing his clinical achievements. In the 
meantime I still haven’t mentioned this case 
to him. I don’t think it is advisable. This is 
something I must resolve on my own.

6. José

Monday 28 May. Encouragingly, Juan 
seems to have accept ed my frequent ques-
tions as a given, and he dutifully submits to 
answering them. The fictitious confidences I 
have been forced to share with him have 
been reduced to a minimum, and for the 
most part I limit myself to listening and, rather 
ironically, to exercising my true role. That is 
to say, to pretending I am a patient who 
prefers to listen to the confidences of his gar-
rulous therapist.
 I am not unaware that Juan’s progress has 
a complexity and subtlety that never cease 
to surprise me. Not only does the patient 
pretend that it is he who in theory is treating 
me, he now makes as if he is grudgingly tol-
erating my questions. He regularly expresses 
in no uncertain terms his displeasure and 
unease during these interrogations. In other 
words, Juan appears to be on the way to 
overcoming part of his previous conflict, 
but only at the cost of starting a fresh one 
between us. I trust it will be provisional, a 
sort of pain-scaffolding. In the meantime, the 
patient speaks less about his parents’ objec-
tive presence in the house and evokes their 
image instead, focusing on the emotional 
meaning they had for him. As I say, these 
symptoms are positive.
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Hubert Haddad was born in Tunisia, and is the author of dozens of works, 
including the novels Palestine (winner of the Prix des Cinq Continents de 
la Francophonie), Tango chinois, and La Condition magique (winner of the 
Grand Prix du Roman de la Société des Gens de Lettres).

Jennifer Grotz is a poet and translator from French and Polish, as well as 
the editor of Open Letter’s poetry series. She is a professor of English, 
creative writing, and translation at the University of Rochester, and is also 
director of the Bread Loaf Translators’ Conference.

OCTOBER 13, 2015
FIRST ENGLISH TRANSLATION

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

978-1-940953-20-5

$9.99 (ebook) 
978-1-940953-21-2

(World)

“Hats off to one of the most inventive writers of French literature. . . . 
Hubert Haddad concocts a colorful novel, funny and inventive, as 
clever as the Fox sisters themselves.”

—Jean-François Delapré, Saint Christophe Bookstore

The Fox Sisters grew up outside of Rochester, NY, in a house 
with a reputation for being haunted, due to a series of strange 

“knockings” that plagued its inhabitants. Fed up with the sounds, 
the youngest of the sisters (aged twelve) challenged their ghost and ended up communicat-
ing with a spirit who had been murdered in the house and buried in the cellar.
 The Fox Sisters became instantly famous for talking to the dead, launching the Spiritualist 
Movement. After taking Rochester by storm, they moved to New York where they were the 
most famous mediums of the time, performing séances for hundreds of people—until it all 
fell apart. Yet, even today, the Fox Sisters are still considered to be the founders of one of 
the most popular religious movements in recent centuries (just consider the success of Long 
Island Medium . . .). 
 Rich in historical detail, Rochester Knockings novelizes the rise and fall of these most 
infamous of mediums, and sheds a unique light on the impressionability and fragility of 
nineteenth-century America.

Trans. from the French by Jennifer Grotz
HUBERT HADDAD

ROCHESTER KNOCKINGS:  
A NOVEL OF THE FOX SISTERS
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I. The Song of the Iroquois 

The sun at dusk lit the staircase through 
the upstairs window. Seated on a step 

of unfinished wood, Kate studied the dust 
motes. They floated inside a shaft of light, 
one of the many suspended throughout the 
house. Fascinated, she held her breath. Each 
particle seemed to follow its own trajectory 
in the dancing company of its tiny neighbors, 
of which there were thousands, millions, 
more than the stars fixed or spinning through 
the moonless nights. Motionless, so as not 
to stir the air, Kate tried hard to distinguish 
a single mote among them with the idea of 
not losing sight of its capricious flight; the 
instant after it was no longer the same one, 
she had lost it forever and the archangelic 
spear of sunlight crossed painfully over her 
face, as if to ignite the pollen lining the bot-
tom of her eyelids. She had gathered so 
many wildflowers that autumn morning to 
decorate the grave of her dog, Irondequoit, 
that nausea had clenched her throat and her 
whole body was still burning from it. And yet 
Mother had warned her.
 There’s a creak of the staircase behind 
her and suddenly it’s dark: two freezing 
hands cover her eyes.
 “Leave me alone,” said Kate. “I saw you . . .”
 “So now you’ve got eyes in the back 
of your head?” Margaret sat on a step just 
above her younger sister. Her torso blocked 
the ray of sun and its galactic swirls.

 “You’re bother-
ing me,” said Kate. 
“I was thinking of 
Ironde quoit . . .”
 “Oh, Irondequoit, poor old thing! Don’t 
you worry, she’s gamboling through Dog 
Heaven. There’s no hell for animals, you 
know.”
 “Hell? Do you really believe in that? 
Why would God exhaust himself by mak-
ing the dead roast for all eternity? It would 
be enough to bury and forget them in the 
ground just the once.”
 “Don’t you see, Katie, that’s completely 
impossible, even for God. Souls are im -
mortal!”
 The evening dwelled at length over 
Hydesville. First tinted blue like the pond’s 
surface in broad daylight, then almost black 
and wine-dark, shadows spread down to 
the bottom of the staircase and across the sil-
houette of the adolescent it slowly obscured. 
Already Kate couldn’t make out her sister’s 
face. Mica-like glimmers flickered between 
her teeth and on her pupils, giving her the 
look of a bear cub bewigged with thick 
black tresses. Straining to fix her attention 
on where her sister was sitting, Kate thought 
she was seeing a cruel mask lit from within 
and in an abrupt jump let out a small cry.
 “What’s there?” sounded a frightened 
Margaret, half-turning back toward upstairs.
 “Nothing, nothing, it’s just the darkness . . .”
 “You just made me weirdly afraid, as if 

you’d seen the devil in the exact spot where 
I’m sitting.”
 Margaret considered her younger sister 
with perplexed irritation. She liked her well 
enough, her little Katie, she was so pretty 
and sometimes quite comical, but a compart-
ment or two was missing somewhere in her 
brain. Kate certainly had brains to spare; 
even Leah, their older sister who had gone 
to live in Rochester, agreed; whatever her sus-
tained distractions and funny airs might be, 
when she focused her cat’s eye into space, 
it betrayed something more than absent-mind-
edness, something entirely different, as if a 
part of her was dreaming while wide awake. 
At eleven years of age, not yet a woman, 
Katie had the look of an angel, one of “those 
gracious birds with a human face who popu-
lated in myriad the resplendent spheres,” as 
the Reverend Henry Gascoigne described 
them one day in a Sunday sermon.
 But suddenly everything was so peace-
ful. One could hear the faint and metallic 
sounds from the kitchen where their mother, 
barely recovered from an awful cold, bustled 
to prepare dinner. Outside, the cows were 
mooing in the meadows; the tethered horses 
fidgeted at the sound of an iron-wheeled 
stagecoach that passed by without even 
slowing on Long Road leading to Rochester. 
When the calm soon returned, the frequent 
bleating of the sheep and goats announced 
the return of Pequot, the nickname given to 
the idiot shepherd with his bright red face 
who terrified the girls of Hydesville with his 

postures and antics. Their father, also on his 
way back from the fields and pastures, was 
putting his tools back in the stable where 
he had just unsaddled Old Billy, as he did 
every night.
 [. . .]
 Margaret grew quiet, thinking of their for-
mer life in another village in Monroe County. 
Even at fifteen years of age, when one is 
still dependent on them, adults nevertheless 
seem about as important as furniture. Mag-
gie had had two precious friends there, 
soul mates, and even a pretend fiancé, the 
handsome Lee who frightened all the girls 
his own age—and then overnight, without 
warning, they’d decided to empty the 
house from basement to attic with the help 
of neighboring farmers, pile an entirety of 
memories into a big wagon, and that was 
the end of beautiful friendships and loves, 
despite promises to see each other again on 
the occasion of a parish festival or a rodeo. 
“Three moves equals a fire,” was a line from 
Benjamin Franklin that she had read in an 
old issue of Poor Richard’s Almanac dating 
back to her grandmother. There was a stack 
of them underneath the armoire in her par-
ents’ bedroom. One move, at the age of 
fifteen, is as bad as all the griefs of love. 
Katie, on the other hand, seemed to have 
only a single regret, as violent as remorse: 
that they had abandoned their little brother 
there in his grave. Otherwise she appeared 
perfectly blasé, or else was hiding some-
thing in a virtuosic game of concealment.

HUBERT HADDAD
FROM ROCHESTER KNOCKINGS
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Mercè Rodoreda (1908–1983) is widely regarded as the most important 
Catalan writer of the twentieth century. While exiled in France and 
Switzerland following the Spanish Civil War, Rodoreda began writing 
the novels and short stories—Twenty-Two Short Stories, The Times of the 
Doves, Camellia Street—that would make her internationally famous. In 
the mid-1960s, she returned to Catalonia, where she continued to write. 

Maruxa Relaño has worked as a translator for the Wall Street Journal 
and as a writer for NY1 and the New York Daily News, among others. 
Martha Tennent served as founding dean of the School of Translation 
and Interpreting at the University of Vic. She received an NEA Translation 
Fellowship for her work on Rodoreda.

Despite its title, there is little of war and much of the fantastic 
in this coming-of-age story, which was the last novel Mercè 

Rodoreda published during her lifetime.
 We first meet its young protagonist, Adrià Guinart, as he is 

leaving Barcelona out of boredom and a thirst for freedom, embarking on a long journey 
through the backwaters of a rural land, accompanied by the interminable, distant rumblings 
of an indefinable war. In vignette-like chapters and a narrative style imbued with the fan-
tastic, Guinart meets with numerous adventures and peculiar characters who offer him a 
surrealistic view of an impoverished, war-ravaged society and shape his perception of his 
place in the world.
 Like Rodoreda’s Death in Spring, nature and death play a fundamental role in this 
phantasmagoric narrative that seems to be a meditation on moral degradation and the 
often inescapable presence of evil.

“Rodoreda had bedazzled me by the sensuality with which she re-
veals things within the atmosphere of her novels.”

—Gabriel García Marquez

“It is a total mystery to me why [Rodoreda] isn’t widely worshipped. 
. . . She’s on my list of authors whose works I intend to have read all 
of before I die. Tremendous, tremendous writer.”

—John Darnielle, The Mountain Goats

NOVEMBER 10, 2015
FIRST ENGLISH TRANSLATION

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

978-1-940953-22-9

$9.99 (ebook)
978-1-940953-23-6

(World)

Also Available: 
Death in Spring. 13.95 (pb), novel, 978-1-940953-28-1; $9.99 (ebook) 978-1-934824-45-0

Selected Stories. 15.95 (pb), stories, 978-1-934824-31-3; $9.99 (ebook) 978-1-934824-53-5

MERCÈ RODOREDA
WAR, SO MUCH WAR

Trans. from the Catalan by Maruxa Relaño & Martha Tennent



Fall/Winter 2015 Open Letter14 15

I. Midnight

W hen I was three, everyone mistook 

me for a girl because Mother had 

never cut my hair and it fell in ringlets down 

the sides of my neck. The day Mother took 

me to see Father Sebastià to have me admit-

ted to school, Father Sebastià gave me a 

sad look and said: We don’t accept girls. 

Mother lapsed into all manner of explana-

tions. It pained her to cut such beautiful hair; 

I was too little and would be cold with my 

hair all chopped off. And while she was 

explaining, I, who already knew how to 

write my name, strode to the blackboard, 

and grasping a piece of chalk, white on 

black, scribbled in large, crooked letters: 

Adrià Guinart. Father Sebastià noticed at 

once and, clasping his hands together, ex -

claimed, “A veritable archangel!” 

 I started school with my hair cropped, 

distressed by the change but wiser than 

the other boys. Father Sebastià had me sit 

beside him when he taught Sacred History; 

my gaze troubled him if I sat on the bench: 

too much like an owl, he said. We had a 

thick folder full of large holy pictures that 

was kept locked in the cupboard where we 

stored notebooks, pencils, and chalk. While 

he spoke, I—it was always I—was supposed 

to wield a wooden stick to point to the things 

he mentioned: the 

Dead Sea, the 

Staff of Moses, the 

Tables of the Law, 

the Tree of the Knowledge of Good and 

Evil, Adam and Eve wearing fig leaves. 

Now point to Solomon. I was always morti-

fied when I had to point to the fellow who 

lost his strength when they cut his hair. Point 

to the herald angel. Blond, with ringlets like 

I had before starting school, the blooming 

lily in his hand, and feathery wings—a blue 

stripe, a red stripe—the angel hovered in 

mid-air before Mary. When it was time for 

the image of the Great Flood, all the boys in 

the class, even the sleepiest, most distracted, 

perked up. As I followed the arching rain-

bow of colors with the pointer, I could feel 

myself floating between the green and the 

purple, the yellow and the pink . . . Hadn’t 

Father Sebastià called me an archangel? 

Archangels flew. Cain and Abel. I held my 

breath. Abel was grazing his sheep. Cain 

was sweating and plowing. I was dreaming 

Sacred History, dreaming angels, dreaming 

saints, dreaming of myself living Sacred 

History, crossing deserts and making water 

flow from springs. On the days when the 

Crucifixion print was shown, as soon as 

I reached the field of carnations, I would 

race from one end to the other, and stand 

on tiptoes, reaching up as far as I could to 

hear the stars whispering, poor thing, poor 

thing, he doesn’t have wings . . .

 [. . .]

My father died when I was eleven. He was 

a train driver. He had a mustache and large, 

tranquil eyes. When I was little, to get me to 

sleep he would sit me on his lap and sing me 

the song about the wheels that go round and 

round, round and round. He said there was 

a fiery moon the first time the man appeared 

on the tracks. A thick fog lay asleep above 

the trees to the right. And a man was walk-

ing right down the middle of the tracks 

toward the train. As soon as my father saw 

him, he blew the whistle. The man, who 

was small at first but started getting bigger, 

walked on as though there were no train 

bearing down on him. He got so close my 

father could see the clothes he was wearing: 

light-colored trousers and a yellow-and-black 

striped shirt. My father braked. There was 

screaming in the compartments. My father 

got off the train, followed by a group of pas-

sengers. They found no one on the tracks. 

Father had to give the company an account 

of what had happened to explain why the 

train was late. Everything would have ended 

with that if a year later, in the same spot 

but on a pitch-black night with snowflakes 

falling calmly from the sky, the man walking 

along the tracks had not appeared again, in 

the same attire: pale trousers and a yellow 

and black shirt. The train was moving at full 

speed, the wheels singing that song about 

wheels that go round and round. The minute 

my father spotted him, he blew the whistle 

several times, but the stubborn man kept get-

ting closer. Until, finally, his heart pounding, 

my father was forced to brake. Frightened 

screams came from the passenger cars. My 

father got off the train. There was no one on 

the tracks. Together with some passengers, 

they scoured the surrounding area. Nothing 

turned up. My father sensed that the people 

didn’t believe him, that they were eyeing him 

as though he were crazy. Again, he had to 

notify the company. If they ever came to sus-

pect that the train driver was seeing visions 

. . . And on a moonlit night, an expanse of 

silvery fields on either side of the track, the 

man in pale trousers and striped shirt again 

appeared in the distance, as he had on the 

two previous occasions. My father said he 

closed his eyes . . . and did not brake. And 

with every one of his senses he felt the sound 

of bones being crushed. The company did 

not fire him, but he was moved to another 

line. He operated a dilapidated old train 

that was as subdued as a turtle and only 

made short hauls. Plunged into the well of 

that mystery, he died of a heart attack shortly 

thereafter. Mother did not weep for him.

MERCÈ RODOREDA
FROM WAR, SO MUCH WAR
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Georgi Tenev, before penning the Vick Prize-winning novel Party Head-
quarters, had already published four books, founded the Triumviratus Art 
Group, hosted The Library television program about books, and written 
plays that have been performed in Germany, France, and Russia. He is 
also a screenwriter for film and TV. 

Angela Rodel earned an MA in linguistics from UCLA and received a 
Fulbright Fellowship to study Bulgarian. In 2010, she won a PEN Transla-
tion Fund Grant for Georgi Tenev’s short story collection. She is one of the 
most prolific translators of Bulgarian literature working today.

“Party Headquarters interprets a deeply personal story where the pri-
vate, the intimate, is publicly exposed.”—Maria Popova, Politics 

“Black irony, the use of lexicon format, the documentary reminders—all 
this makes Party Headquarters one of the most influential books of 
recent times.”—Amelia Licheva, Capital Light

FEBRUARY 9, 2016
FIRST ENGLISH TRANSLATION

$12.95 (pb) | Novel
123 pgs. | 5.5” x 8.5”

978-1-940953-26-7

$9.99 (ebook) 
978-1-940953-27-4

(World)

Winner of the Vick Foundation Novel of the Year Award in 
2007, Party Headquarters takes place in the ’80s and 

’90s, during Bulgaria’s transition from communist rule to democ-
racy. The book—which is a love story, a parody, and a thriller 

about a political hoax—opens with the main character visiting his father-in-law, an old 
communist party boss who is dying, and being tasked with delivering a suitcase filled with 
one-and-a-half million euros. 
 It’s one of Bulgaria’s most popular myths: As the communist party fell apart, officials 
squirreled away bags of the country’s wealth, and these bags are still circulating, waiting 
to be delivered to conspirators. But this is just the beginning of the corruption and inequality 
. . . While immersing himself in pornography and prostitution, our hero reflects back on his 
life and the emblematic events that took place—the anticommunist protests, the arson attack 
on the Communist Party Headquarters, and, most crucially, the Chernobyl disaster. 
 Beautiful and tragic, Party Headquarters is an engrossing testament to the struggles after 
the fall of the Soviet Union, many of which continue to resonate today.

GEORGI TENEV
PARTY HEADQUARTERS

Trans. from the Bulgarian by Angela Rodel
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Chapter 1: His Daughter

The strangest part is when I see she’s start-
ing to cry. With us, tears often lead to 

unexpected consequences. 
 Even without the tears I still want to hit 
her, painfully hard. But when she cries it just 
gets out of control. The victim’s magnetic 
attraction inflames the perpetrator. I’m driven 
to tears myself—out of frustration that I can’t 
force myself to finish it off, to do absolutely 
everything I want to her. In exactly the order 
I would like. 
 If anyone were to see us at this moment, 
bawling, locked in this torture chamber at 
opposite ends of the bed—in the middle the 
bloody sheets are stained with wet spots, but 
not from blood, lymph, vaginal secretions, 
sperm or who knows what else—could it 
be that some other beings are copulating 
here with us?—at that moment the shocked 
outside observer would think we are crying 
for each other, for ourselves. 
 Wrong. An incorrect judgment, a faulty 
interpretation of ambiguous facts. I’m not 
sorry. What can I say? Regret is most 
certainly far beyond the boundaries within 
which I would torment her. Tears are just one 
more weapon in this battle, nothing more. 
I must be very careful now; tears, like all 
water, temper freshly forged metal. Her blue 
zirconium glare blazes out twice as pliant, 
resilient, like eyes on a rifle sight, eyes like 
bullet tips—and I am the bull’s-eye.
 On the very first day, or afternoon, rather, 
when we met, on that fatally happy day of 

our acquaintance, 
she explained to 
me that she didn’t 
have a father. She 
stubbornly insisted that her father did not 
exist. He was alive, you see, but as soon as 
she spoke his name and sharply declared it’s 
as if I don’t have a father—then I understood, 
it was all clear.
 His name is K-shev. 
 I never imagined that I would get mixed 
up with the daughter of one of them. But fatal 
meetings are always marked by signs from 
the very beginning. I’m talking about fleeting 
clues. But no one tells you “watch out!,” you 
don’t hear any voice yelling “stop!” And the 
fact that at that very moment the angels fall 
silent most likely means they’re egging you 
on. That the meeting is divinely inspired; the 
meeting is the beginning of the collision of 
love.

>>>

So his name is K-shev. 
 Everyone remembers their names, they’re 
strange. And they get that way because of 
the people they belong to, and not the other 
way around. Yet it somehow seems like fate 
also chooses them by the sounds of their 
names. 
 Who is this person, completely anony-
mous behind his name? Later I began to 
understand, things started to become clear. 
But by then it was too late to save myself, 
I was already caught in the trap. So why 

bother trying to go back now to fix things? 
There’s no point. I can only return as an 
observer, as remote and nonchalant as if I’m 
watching a stranger and not myself.

>>>

You are the reason words exist—I want to 
pause on this thought. That is, I want to 
pause precisely here to make this absolutely 
clear. It’s doubtful I’ll succeed in getting any 
relief or satisfaction, as much as I would like 
to. Perhaps I suspect there is some higher 
purpose or calling in pornography, when you 
watch and somebody shows you everything. 
 The moment I took my eyes from the 
screen, the last thing lingering in my pupils 
was the image of naked bodies. Everything 
about it screams scam, despite the original-
ity of the moans and the excitement in the 
voice of the nude, sweat-drenched woman. 
It’s a scam because of the presumed viewer, 
because of my gaze. This is also the source 
of the shame. 
 I leave the colorful barn, its booths with 
their blue doors and neon lights. The dark 
room and the screen overhead reflected in 
the mirror. Next to the armchair are buttons 
to select the channel, a box of Kleenex, a 
wastebasket with a plastic liner. The silver slit 
that swallows coins, black speakers that spit 
out sound.

>>>

I go outside. It would be frightening if it 
weren’t night. But now there’s no light, 
just electric sparks from the street. I light a 
cigarette to dull the arousal. I don’t want it 
to stay with me, I have to separate it from 
myself, from my body. If I had come inside 
like I wanted to, I most likely would’ve 
failed all the same. But I didn’t make the 
move, I froze up, I couldn’t do it. A naked 
woman—pretty, by the way. And another 
one, looking very much the same. Nice 
full breasts, one with long fake fingernails, 
the other with girlish almost infantile fingers, 
navel rings. I shouldn’t feel bad about it, yet 
there was some kind of anxious beauty in 
that shot of frantically jumping bodies. That’s 
exactly what should’ve relaxed me—the 
precision and obvious professionalism of 
the action. Even to the point of seeming to 
give them pleasure—paid for in advance by 
me or someone like me. These two golden-
skinned bodies impatiently jostling on top 
of each another, with no man in between, 
of course—precisely because I wouldn’t be 
able to stand anyone else besides myself 
here. 
 I got up and left before the final minutes, 
leaving behind a part of myself, my hotly 
beating pulse—I didn’t run, but somehow, 
despite the tension, casually and master-
fully made my way to the exit. With the 
professional gait of a smoker waiting for 
intermission to give himself over to an older 
and more acceptable vice, one that can be 
shared on the street.

GEORGI TENEV
FROM PARTY HEADQUARTERS
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Carlos Labbé, one of Granta’s “Best Young Spanish-Language Novelists,” 
was born in Chile and is the author of a collection of short stories and six 
novels, one of which, Navidad & Matanza, is already available in English 
from Open Letter. In addition to his writings, he is a musician and has 
released four albums.  

Will Vanderhyden received an MA in Literary Translation from the Uni-
versity of Rochester. He has translated fiction by Carlos Labbé, Edgardo 
Cozarinsky, Alfredo Bryce Echenique, Juan Marsé, Rafael Sánchez Ferlo-
sio, and Elvio Gandolfo.

Loquela, Carlos Labbé’s fourth novel and second to be translated 
into English, is a narrative chameleon, a shape-shifting explora-

tion of fiction’s possibilities. 
 At a basic level, this is a distorted detective novel mixed with 

a love story and a radical statement about narrative art. Beyond the silence that unites and 
separates Carlos and Elisa, beyond the game that keeps the albino girls, Alicia and Vio-
leta, from pleasant summer evenings, beyond the destiny of Neutria—a city that disappears 
with childhood—and beyond a Chilean literary movement that could be the last vanguard 
while at the same time being the greatest falsehood, questions arise concerning who truly 
writes for whom in a novel—the author or the reader. 
 Through an array of voices, overlapping storylines, a kaleidoscope of literary references, 
and a delirious, precise prose, Labbé carves out a space for himself among such great 
form-defying Latin American writers as Juan Carlos Onetti and Jorge Luis Borges. 

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

“With ample imagination and commanding style, Navidad & Matan-
za certainly marks Labbé as a young author from whom we ought to 
anticipate great, fascinating things to come.”

—Jeremy Garber, Powell’s Books

CARLOS LABBÉ
LOQUELA

DECEMBER 15. 2015
FIRST ENGLISH TRANSLATION

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

978-1-940953-24-3

$9.99 (ebook) 
978-1-940953-25-0

(World)

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

Trans. from the Spanish by Will Vanderhyden
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CARLOS LABBÉ
FROM LOQUELA

The Novel

Carlos looked at his notebook and re -
read the last page: anticipating that 

the killer—whoever it was—would defend 
himself, the man had retrieved the gun. His 
head pounded and his knees were shaking. 
There’s a dead girl lying inside, he thought. 
He’d never fired a gun. His vision clouded 
over, his whole body pulsed as the door 
opened slowly from inside. He decided to 
fire first. And he did. The albino girl let out 
a soft cry and fell at his feet. He was the 
killer. 
 This was not the ending Carlos had 
planned. But as he was writing it, he’d lost 
sight of the pages delineating the plot struc-
ture. It’s like a weight’s been lifted, he said 
to himself. Like escaping the body. Guided 
by the pen, in a sort of feverish state, he’d 
turned the man into the killer; and now the 
carefully constructed plot was a complete 
mess. His own ineptitude infuriated him: four 
months figuring out a way for the stalker to 
remain unseen while simultaneously leaving 
behind clear indications of his intentions; 
innumerable nights of the man following the 
albino girl, up all night reading chapters 
from the detective story she’d scrawled in 
that notebook. The man’s interpretations of 
the woman’s story, the walks tracing those 
absurd maps she’d invented, and the charac-
ters with names that obviously concealed the 

identities of other 
people. The staged 
shootout. Or, to put 
it another way, the 
strange coincidence of a shootout between 
cops and bank robbers and the chapter 
dedicated to bullets, on a parallel day at a 
parallel location, a warning sign compelling 
him to take up his own investigation. All of 
it so the man arrived at the right address, 
opened the right door, and shot the albino 
girl, the albino girl he wanted so badly. 
This final image was incomplete: after the 
shot, the man’s eyes wouldn’t come to rest 
on her body, instead, through the door into 
the next room, they’d find a mirror hanging 
on the opposing wall, and there he’d catch 
a glimpse of his own face, sirens drawing 
ever nearer. Even though he had ignored the 
novel’s outline, Carlos thought, it was pos-
sible that this was his favorite part. He went 
to the kitchen and opened the refrigerator. 
He brought a jar of red juice to his lips and 
drank, asking himself how the letter the pro-
tagonist sent to the wrong address had led to 
him being followed by an unknown car, to a 
death threat in the bathroom of a dance club 
where he’d gone to look for the girl one Sat-
urday night, and had suddenly found himself 
embroiled in a shootout in the middle of the 
street. He remembered his friend’s comment 
when he’d received a popular detective 
novel for Christmas the previous year, that 

these kinds of books were more machination 
and less mystery all the time. They’ve got no 
soul, Elisa would’ve added. She suggested 
the possibility that the plot of his book was 
the result of a sick imagination—that of the 
protagonist perhaps—and that the only 
recognizable thing in those pages was the 
presence of an albino girl doomed to die. 
Every time she offered an opinion about 
what he wrote, his girlfriend claimed that his 
characters weren’t human beings. They never 
yawned, they didn’t shower in the morning, 
and never woke up in a bad mood; she’d 
say: the author should keep in mind that 
during the day he had to use the bathroom, 
laugh every now and then, and sleep a little 
after lunch. This would prevent his characters 
from forgetting their own bodies every time 
they jumped, or ran, or shot somebody.
 Carlos looked out the window again 
and saw the organ grinder walking away, 
his instrument on his back. A little girl was 
pulling her dog’s leash, trying to get it to 
stop barking at the poor old man. There 
were no bullets out there, no persecutions, 
no deaths, he thought. Of course, the organ 
grinder was afraid that the dog might bite 
him, or that someone might assault him while 
passing through certain neighborhoods. He 
tried to remember being in a similar situation: 
the novel’s protagonist felt fear, seeing his 
own deformed reflection on that wall, gun in 
hand, the face of a killer. He picked the pen 

up off the floor. He’d been mistaken, he said 
to himself, as he sat back down at the desk: 
he didn’t want to write a detective novel; he 
wanted to write a mystery. 

He’d decided to take a break from the 
novel, he told Elisa. They were lying together 
on his bed. His notebook was still open on 
the desk, the uncapped pen, the jar with 
what remained of the powdered juice. She 
was staring at a white canvas that hung on 
one wall, her back to her boyfriend, who 
was holding her. I need to take a step back 
from the plot so I can figure out who the 
characters are, he said; you’ll finally find out 
whether they’re flesh and bone or paper, she 
murmured. You were right, he added. That 
it’d be good to get to know the man, find 
someone who looks like the albino girl, talk 
to both of them. Elisa closed her eyes and 
took hold of Carlos’s elusive hand. They lay 
there in silence. From a neighbor’s house 
they heard the shouts of children playing. 
She looks like Violeta, Elisa said. Who?, he 
asked; the albino, the albino girl looks like 
your cousin’s friend whose name is Violeta, 
but Carlos had never seen her. Elisa got up, 
went out into the living room, and came back 
to the bed, holding a photograph between 
her fingers. She sat down next to Carlos and 
pointed out a figure dancing on the edge of 
the dance floor, near some tables. The girl 
was albino.
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Mercè Rodoreda (1908–1983) is widely regarded as the most important 
Catalan writer of the twentieth century. In exile following the Spanish Civil War, 
Rodoreda began writing the works that would make her internationally famous. 

Martha Tennent served as founding dean of the School of Translation and 
Interpreting at the University of Vic. She translates from Spanish and Catalan, 
and received an NEA Translation Fellowship for her work on Rodoreda.

Bragi Ólafsson, well known for playing in The Sugarcubes, is the author of 
numerous novels, plays, and several books of poetry. His works have been 
finalists for the Icelandic Literature Prize and Nordic Literature Prize, and he has 
received the Icelandic Bookseller’s Award. 

Janice Balfour studied literature and Italian at the University of Iceland. In 
addition to Bragi Ólafsson, she has translated Gydir Elíasson.

Back in Reykjavik after a vacation, Emil is waiting for a call from a beautiful girl he met 
on the plane ride home. He’s just put on a pot of coffee when Havard—an unsavory 

man from his past—knocks on the door. Emil dives under his bed, hoping this frightful 
nuisance will simply go away, but Havard decides to make himself at home, drinking Emil’s 
booze and entertaining Emil’s friends. An alternately dark and hilarious story of cowardice, 
comeuppance, and assumed identity, the breezy and straightforward style of The Pets belies 
its narrative depth, and disguises a complexity that grows with every page.

Death in Spring is one of Rodoreda’s most complex and beautifully constructed works. 
The novel tells the story of the bizarre and destructive customs of a nameless town—like 

burying the dead in trees after filling their mouths with cement to prevent their soul from 
escaping—through the eyes of a fourteen-year-old boy who must come to terms with the 
rhyme and reason of this ritual violence, and with his wild, childlike, and teenaged step-
mother, who becomes his playmate. The horrific rituals, however, stand in stark contrast to 
the novel’s stunningly poetic language and lush descriptions. Musical and rhythmic, this is 
truly the work of a writer at the height of her powers.

“The best short novel I’ve read this year. . . . Small, dark, and hard to 
put down, The Pets may be a classic in the literature of small enclosed 
spaces—a distinguished genre that includes ‘The Metamorphosis,’ No 
Exit, and a fair amount of Beckett.”—Paul LaFarge

“The greatest contemporary Catalan novelist and possibly the best 
Mediterranean woman author since Sappho.”—David H. Rosenthal

BRAGI ÓLAFSSONMERCÈ RODOREDA
THE PETSDEATH IN SPRING

Also Available: 
The Ambassador. 15.95 (pb), novel, 978-1-934824-13-9; $9.99 (ebook) 978-1-934824-46-7

Also Available: 
Selected Stories. 15.95 (pb), stories, 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

Trans. from the Icelandic by Janice BalfourTrans. from the Catalan by Martha Tennent

FIRST PAPERBACK EDITION 
NOVEMBER 10, 2015 

$12.95 (pb) | Novel
157 pgs. | 5.5” x 8.5”
978-1-940953-29-8

$9.99 (ebook)
978-1-934824-44-3

Previous Edition ISBN
978-1-934824-01-6

(World)

FIRST PAPERBACK EDITION 
SEPTEMBER 15, 2015 

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

978-1-940953-28-1

$9.99 (ebook)
978-1-934824-45-0

Previous Edition ISBN
978-1-934824-11-5

(World)
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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

Basara, Svetislav (Serbia) 

The Cyclist Conspiracy. $15.95 (pb), novel, 

 978-1-934824-58-0; $9.99 

 (ebook) 978-1-934824-61-0

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) 
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

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

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

Igov, Angel (Bulgaria) 

A Short Tale of Shame. $13.95 (pb), novel, 

 978-1-934824-76-4; $9.99 

 (ebook) 978-1-934824-81-8

Ilf, Ilya and Evgeny Petrov (Russia) 

The Golden Calf. $15.95 (pb), novel, 

 978-1-934824-07-8; $9.99 

 (ebook) 978-1-934824-52-8

Karabashliev, Zachary (Bulgaria) 

18% Gray. $15.95 (pb), novel, 

 978-1-934824-71-9; $9.99 

 (ebook) 978-1-934824-72-6

Kjærstad, Jan (Norway) 

The Conqueror. $17.95 (hc), novel, 

 978-1-934824-03-0

The Discoverer. $17.95 (hc), novel, 

 978-1-934824-12-2

Labbé, Carlos (Chile) 

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

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

Nordbrandt, Henrik (Denmark) 
When We Leave Each Other. $14.95 (pb), 
 poems, 978-1-934824-42-9
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BACKLISTBACKLIST
We hope these books become the classics of tomorrow.Open Letter searches for works that are extraordinary and influential.

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.) (Latin America)
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

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

Ruskov, Milen (Bulgaria)
Thrown into Nature. $15.95 (pb), novel, 

 978-1-934824-56-6; $9.99 

 (ebook) 978-1-934824-60-3

Saer, Juan José (Argentina)
La Grande. $16.95 (pb), novel, 

 978-1-934824-21-4; $9.99 

 (ebook) 978-1-934824-96-2

The One Before. $12.95 (pb), novel, 

 978-1-934824-78-8; $9.99 

 (ebook) 978-1-940953-13-7

Scars. $14.95 (pb), novel, 978-1-934824-22-1; 

 $9.99 (ebook) 978-1-934824-98-6

The Sixty-Five Years of Washington. $14.95 (pb), 

 novel, 978-1-934824-20-7; $9.99 

 (ebook) 978-1-934824-99-3

Sedakova, Olga (Russia)
In Praise of Poetry. $12.95 (pb), poems, 

 978-1-940953-02-1; $9.99 

 (ebook) 978-1-940953-06-9

Shishkin, Mikhail (Russia)
Maidenhair. $17.95 (pb), novel, 

 978-1-934824-36-8

Sigurðsson, Sölvi Björn (Iceland)
The Last Days of My Mother. $13.95 (pb), novel, 

 978-1-934824-73-3; $9.99 

 (ebook) 978-1-934824-95-5

Sosnowski, Andrzej (Poland)
Lodgings. $13.95 (pb), poems, 

 978-1-934824-32-0

Stambolova, Albena (Bulgaria)
Everything Happens as It Does. $12.95 (pb), 

 novel, 978-1-934824-84-9; $9.99 

 (ebook) 978-1-934824-87-0

Stein, Benjamin (Germany)
The Canvas. $16.95 (pb), novel, 

 978-1-934824-65-8

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)
Post-Exoticism in Ten Lessons, Lesson Eleven. 

 $12.95 (pb), novel, 978-1-940953-11-3; 

 $9.99 (ebook) 978-1-940953-12-0

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

Xue, Can (China)

Vertical Motion. $13.95 (pb), short fiction, 

 978-1-934824-37-5; $9.99 

 (ebook) 978-1-934824-51-1

Zambra, Alejandro (Chile)

The Private Lives of Trees. $12.95 (pb), novel, 

 978-1-934824-24-5



The Things We Don’t Do by Andrés Neuman ($13.95) .  .  .  .  

Rochester Knockings by Hubert Haddad ($16.95)  .  .  .  .  .  .

War, So Much War by Mercè Rodoreda ($13.95) . . . . . .

Party Headquarters by Georgi Tenev ($12.95) . . . . . . . .

Loquela by Carlos Labbé ($13.95)  . . . . . . . . . . . . .

QTY. PRICEFALL/WINTER 2015 BOOKS

PLUS POSTAGE
(u.s: $2 for first book, $1 for each additional book;

international: $4 for the first book, $2 for each additional book)

BACKLIST BOOKS:

Mail this order form to: Open Letter, University of Rochester, Lattimore Hall 411, 
Box 270082, Rochester, NY, 14627. Or visit www.openletterbooks.org.

TOTAL

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

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

MAILING/BILLING ADDRESS

EMAIL NEWSLETTER SIGN-UP

PAYMENT:
-visa, mastercard, or discover

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

CARD#

NAME ON CARD PHONE

Fall/Winter 2015 Open Letter30 31

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

PERSONAL ORDER FORMON THE WEB

THREE PERCENT

www.rochester.edu/threepercent

daily weblog

international reviews

Three Percent Podcast

news and events

commentary

literary translation

book culture

insight into publishing

resource for educators and editors

Best Translated Book Award

over 30,000 visits monthly

OPEN LETTER

www.openletterbooks.org 

international catalog

book excerpts

events and readings

e-newsletter

order online

subscription series

review and desk copies

merchandise

donate

EXP.3-DIGIT CVC BILLING ZIP



Fall/Winter 2015 32

CONTACT AND GENERAL INFORMATION

GENERAL INQUIRIES
Open Letter

University of Rochester
Lattimore Hall #411

Box 270082
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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