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‘N QUIRKY, COMPULSIVELY READABLE
BOOK. THAT DEFILY HNTS AT THE EMPTINESS
AN SAMESS AT TS5 CORE”

—NEW YORK THES

FIRST ENGLISH TRANSLATION
APRIL 14, 2015

$14.95 (pb) | Novel
275 pgs. | 5.5 x 8.5"
978-1-940953-09-0

$9.99 (ebook)
978-1-940953-10-6

(World)
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THE PHYSICS OF SORROW
GEORGI GOSPODINOV

Trans. from the Bulgarian by Angela Rodel

AFinolisT for both the Strega Europeo and Gregor von Rezzori
awards [and winner of every Bulgarian honor possible), The
Physics of Sorrow reaffirms Georgi Gospodinov's place as one of

Europe’s most inventive and daring writers.
Using the myth of the Minotaur as ifs organizing image, the narrator of Gospodinov's
long-awaited novel constructs a labyrinth of stories about his family, jumping from era to
era and viewpoint to viewpoint, exploring the mindset and trappings of Eastern Europeans.

Incredibly moving—such as with the story of his grandfather accidentally being left behind

at a mill—and extraordinarily funny—see the section on the awfulness of the question

"how are you?"—Physics is a book that you can inhabit, tracing connections, following the
narrator down various “side passages,” getting pleasantly lost in the various stories and
empothizing with the sorrowful, misunderstood Minotaur at the center of it all.

The Physics of Sorrow will appeal to fans of Dave Eggers, Tom McCarthy, and Dubravka

Ugresic for its unique sfructure, humanitarian concerns, and stunning storytelling.

"A quirk\/, compushve\y readable book that deﬁ\y hints at the emptiness
and sadness at its core.”
—New York Times

"Georgi Gospodinov wanfs to blow your mind—or maybe just provide
the ultimate bathroom reader. . . . The formal playfulness suggests
Kundera with A.D.D. and potty jokes.”

—FEd Park, Village Voice

Georgi Gospodinov was born in 1968 and is one of the most translated
contemporary Bulgarian writers. His first novel, Natural Novel was pub-
lished by Dalkey Archive Press in 2005 and was praised by the New
Yorker, New York Times, and several other prestigious review outlets. A
collection of his short stories, And Other Stories was published by North-
western University Press. The Physics of Sorrow is his second novel.

Angela Rodel earned an MA in linguistics from UCLA and received a
Fulbright Fellowship to study and learn Bulgarian. In 2010, she won a PEN
Translation Fund Grant for Georgi Tenev’s short story collection. She is
one of the most prolific translators of Bulgarian literature and received an
NEA Fellowship for her translation of The Physics of Sorrow.
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FROM THE PHYSICS OF SORROW
GEORGI GOSPODINOV

nd then from somewhere behind me |
hear:

Step right up, ladies and gents . . . A
child with a bull's head. A neverbefore-seen
wonder. The little Minotaur from the laby-
rinth, only twelve years old . . . You can eat
up vyour fiver, drink up your fiver, or spend
your fiver fo see a marvel you'll talk about
your whole life long.

L]

In the middle of the tent stands an iron cage
about five or six paces long and a little taller
than human height. The thin metal bars have
begun to darken with rust. Inside there is
a mattress and a small, three-legged stool
at one end, while at the other—a pail of
water and scattered hay. One comer for the
human, one for the beast.

The Minotaur is sitting on the stool, with
his back to the audience. The shock comes
not from the fact that he looks like a beast,
but that he is in some way human. Precisely
his humanness is staggering. His body is
boyish, just like mine.

The first down of adolescence on his
legs, feet with long toes, who knows why |
expected fo see hooves. Faded shorts that
reach his knees, a shortsleeved shirt . . . and
the head of a young bull. Slightly dispropor-
fionate to the body, large, hairy, and heavy.
As if nature had hesitated. And just dropped
everything right in the middle between bull
and man—nature got frightened or dis-
tracted. This head is not just a bull's, nor
just @ human'’s. How can you describe fit,

when the tongue
is also pulled in
two directions? The

face (or snoute)—

elongated; the forehead—slightly sloped
backward, but nevertheless massive, with
bones jutting out above the eyes. (Actually,
it is not unlike the forehead of all the men
in our family. At this point | unwittingly run
my hand over my own skull) His lower jaw
is rather profruded, the lips quite thick. The
bestial always hides in the jaw, it's where
the animal leaves us last. His eyes, due to
the elongated face (or snout] that flattens out
on the sides, are wide set. Over the whole
facial area there is some brownish fuzz, not
a beard, but fuzz. Only toward the ears and
neck does this fuzz congeal info fur, the hair
growing wild and in disarray. And yet he is
more human than anything else. There is a

sorrow in him, which no animal possesses.

Once the tent fills up, the man makes the
Minotaurboy sfand. He gets up off the stool
and for the first time looks at the crowd in
the tent. His gaze wanders over us, he has
fo turn his head, given his obliquely set eyes.
They seem fo rest on me for a moment.
Could we be the same age?

The man who herded us into the tent (his
master and guardian) begins his tale. An
odd mix of legend and biography, honed
over the course of long repetitions at fairs. A
story in which eras cafch up with one anoth-
er and infertwine. Some events happen now,
others in the distant and immemorial past.
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The places are also confused, palaces and
basements, Cretan kings and local shep-
herds build the labyrinth of this story about
the Minotaurboy, until you get lost in if. It
winds like a maze and unfortunately | will
never be able to refrace its steps. A story
with dead-end corridors, threads that snap,
blind spots, and obvious discrepancies. The
more unbelievable it looks, the more you
believe it. The pale and sfraight line—the
only way | can retell it now, lacking the
magic of that tale—goes roughly as follows.
Helio, the boy's grandfather on his
mother’s side, was in charge of the sun and
the stars; in the evening he locked up the sun
and drove the stars out info the sky, like driv-
ing a herd out to pasture. In the morning he
gathered up his herd and lef the sun out to
graze. The old man's daughter, Pasifette, the
mother of this boy here, was kind and beau-
fiful, she married a mighty king from some-
where way down there in the islands. This
was long ago, even before the wars. It was
a rich kingdom, the Llord God himself (their
god, that is, the local one) drank whiskey
with the king of the islands, they set store by
each other, God even gave him a big bull
with a pure white hide, which was a down-
right wonder to behold. So the years went
by and God demanded that same bull as @
sacrifice. But Old King Minyo [Minos, Minos
.. somebody yelled out) was feeling stingy
and decided to pull a fast one on God and
slaughtered another bull, again fat and well
fed. But can you really pull a fast one on
God? God found out, hit the roof, started
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blustering, saying, don't pull this while-the-
grass-growshe-horse-starves business on me,
now you'll see who you're messing with. He
fixed it so that Minyo's meek and loyal wife,
Pasifette, sinned with that very same hand-
some sfud of a bull. (Here a buzz of disap-
proval sweeps through the crowd.) And from
this a child was born—a man in body, but a
bull in countenance, with a bull's head. His
mother nursed him and cared for him, but
that laughingstock King Minyo just couldn’t
stomach the disgrace. He didn't have the
heart to kill the litle baby-Minotaur, so he
ordered if to be locked up in the basement
of the palace. And that basement was a real
labyrinth, a master stonemason made it so
that once you go in, there’s no getting out.

[ ]

While he tells this story, the Minotaur bows
his head, as if the story has nofhing to do
with him, only making a soft throaty sound
from time fo fime. The same as | made with
my locked lips.

Now show ‘em how you drink water, the
master orders and the Minotaur, with visible
displeasure, falls fo his knees, dunks his head
info the bucket and slurps noisily. Now say
hello to these good people. The Minotaur
is silent, looking down. Say hello to these
people, the man repeats once again. Now
| see that in one hand he is holding a sfaff
with a sharp spike on one end. The Minotaur
opens his mouth and growls out what is more
likely a deep, raspy, unfriendly Mooooo . . .
With that, the show ends.




ROCK, PAPER, SCISSORS
NAJA MARIE AIDT

Trans. from the Danish by K. E. Semmel

aja Marie Aidt's long-awaited first novel is a breathtaking
N page-tumer and complex portrait of a man whose life slowly
devolves into one of violence and jealousy.

Rock, Paper, Scissors opens shortly after the death of Thomas
and Jenny's criminal father. While trying to fix a toaster that he left behind, Thomas discov-
ers a secref wad of cash, sefting info motion a series of events leading to the dissolution
of his life, and plunging him info a dark, shadowy underworld of vioclence and betrayal.

A gripping sfory written with a poet's sensibility and attention to language, Rock, Paper,
Scissors showcases all of Aidt's gifts and will greatly expand the readership for one of

Denmark’s most decorated and beloved writers.

"The emotions unleashed in this tale . . . are painfully universal. Yet
you know exactly where in the universe you are. This is the hallmark
of great short stories, from Chekhov's portraits of disconfented Russians
fo Joyce's struggling Dubliners.”

—Radhika Jones, Time

Unusual, laconic language and . . . extraordinary plofs . . . you are

faced with a universe that unmistakably is that of Najo Marie Aidt.”
—World literature Today

FIRST ENGLISH PUBLICATION
AUGUST 11, 2015

$16.95 (pb) | Novel Naja Marie Aidt was born in Greenland and raised in Copenhagen. She
387 pgs. | 5.5" x 8.5" is the author of seven collections of poetry and five short story collections,
978-1-940953-16-8 including Baboon (Two Lines Press), which received the Nordic Council’s
Literature Prize and the Danish Critics Prize for Literature. Rock, Paper,
$9.99 (ebook) Scissors is her first novel.
978-1-940953-17-5

K. E. Semmel is a writer and translator whose work has appeared in
(World) the Ontario Review, Washington Post, Aufgabe, Brooklyn Review, Bitter
Oleander, and elsewhere. His translations include books by Karin Fossum,

Erik Valeur, and Simon Fruelund.
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FROM ROCK, PAPER, SCISSORS
NAJA MARIE AIDT

1" Remember when Dad brought us here

the night of the accident, after you'd
been fo the emergency roome We sat over
there.” Jenny points at a table next to the
window. ‘I think it must've been this same
waiter, back when he was young. You were
pale as a sheet. How old were we?”

"l was eleven, you were nine."

"And we got to order whatever we
wanted. All | ate was chocolate cake. Three
slices.” She laughs suddenly and loudly. “Hal
You were pale as a sheet, though nothing
had hoppened. Nothing serious, Thomas.
Bumps and bruises. Just a few bumps and
bruises.”

The waiter sets steaming plates before
them. The bartender places a red drink, a
pallid stalk of celery poking out of it, in the
middle of the table as if it were meant to be
shared.

"Just a few bumps and bruises,” Thomas
repeats slowly, pushing the drink toward
Jenny. “That's one way fo look af it."

"Oh, don't be so dramatic. Eat your
food. Cheers.”

She raises her Bloody Mary so that the
lamplight shines through the red liquid. “Hal
Just a few bumps and bruises!”

"That actually looks like blood,” he says,
pointing at the glass with his fork. Then he
bores info his oxtail and shovels the sauce
with his knife. The waiter limps back carrying
a half-empty bottle of red wine along with a

plate of olives. But Jenny isn't happy. "They

aren't anything like

the ones we had

last time. Plain,

tasteless. | bet they

got them at the local supermorket Try them
yourself. Everything gefs worse over time,
everything, everything. Doesn't it2” Thomas
refuses to try the tasteless olives. He takes a
swig of wine, and says: "Dear Jenny, you're
always complaining. Everything doesn't get
worse over time, everything gets better.
We're rid of Dad, for one thing. Think about
that. And he'll never come back. Except in
our most ferrifying nightmares.”

[ ]

"Okay," she says. “Listen. This is how it
was: We sat right over there, at the table by
the window, and Dad said: ‘Order whatever
you want. He didn't care, he said. At first |
didn't believe him, but he was serious. You
remember that? He snorfed and groaned.
Sweat dripped from his temples down his
cheeks. Remember how sweat used to
run down his temples? Who'd called him
anywaye”

"You know. Someone from the emergen-
cy room. | waited for hours. Do we need to
discuss thise”

"Yes, we do. Dad visited you in the emer-
gency room, then whate”

"lenny . . . let it go." Thomas stares
resignedly at her.

"Come on. Then what?”

"Something had happened. | sprained
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my left arm, banged my head, and injured
some verfebrae.”

Jenny leans back smiling patronizingly,
almost gleefully.

“It's true,” Thomas goes on, annoyed.
"And the first thing he said to me when he
walked into the room was, "What the hell
have you done now?’ He didn't care that
I'd been hit by a car. He thought it was my
fault.”

"Did you walk in front of the car, or
whate”

"No, and you know it.” Thomas feels
anger surging in him, his voice growing shrill.
"It was speeding, it turned the corner, it hit
me, | landed on the hood. You know all that.
Maybe the sun blinded him. It was spring.”

"Who was blinded by the sune”

"The driverl But it wasn't my fault.”

Thomas sighs loudly. "I was going to buy
bread . . "
"Yes." Jenny flares her nostrils and turns
away, eyebrows lifted. I waited for you in
the hallway. Waited and waited. But you
never came.”

[ ]

They stare at each other a moment,
then each loses focus. Thomas zones out,
his eyes resting on two men bent over their
pasta. One of the men dabs his mouth with
his napkin; the other says something, and
the two laugh at the private joke. Thomas
smokes greedily and drains the last of his

cold, bitter coffee. Jenny gnaws at her pinky
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nail. She goes to the bathroom. Thomas
thinks of his father's kitchen, the toaster. The
smell of the kitchen, the sound the cupboard
next o the sfove made when you closed
it, how it stuck when you fried to open it.
And the toast that would pop up, almost
always too burnt af the edges, was like
coal against his teeth, like tinfoil. He asks
for the check. Jenny returns and begins to
rummage in her purse. She fishes out a tube
and slathers her hands with cream. A faint
odor of menthol spreads around them. Then
she begins to talk about her night shifts at
the nursing home. About her modest salary
and Alice and her friends who eat all her
food. “What am | going to do?” she says,
raising her hands only to let them drop heav-
ily to her side. Thomas is exhausted, doesn't
say much. He pays, and they say goodbye
outside the restaurant. Jenny is under a red
umbrella, and Thomas is under a black one.
Rain lashes the sidewalk with such force that
it bounces off as if it were coming from both
above and below. She offers him a key. The
word Dad is etched onto a small piece of
blond wood aftached to the key ring. “I'm
going out there fomorrow,” she says.

“Say hi to Alicel” he calls out as she walks
away. She raises her arm dismissively but
doesn't turn back. Maybe she’s begun to
cry. For a moment he feels a prickling jab of
tenderness for the plump, swaying body dis-
appearing around the comer. Then disgust.

Then tenderness again. ||




THE ONE BEFORE

Trans. from the Spanish by Roanne Kantor

he One Before is a triptych of sorfs, consisting of a series of

short pieces—called "Arguments"—and two longer stories—
"Half-Erased” and “The One Before™—all of which revolve around
the ideas of exile and memory.

Many of the characters who populate Juan José Saer's other novels appear here, includ-
ing Tomatis, Angel Leto, and Washington Noriega (who appear in la Grande, Scars, and
The Sixty-Five Years of Washington, all of which are available from Open Letter). Saer’s
typical themes are on display in this collection as well, as is his idiosyncratic blend of
philosophical ruminations and precise storytelling.

From the sfory of the two characters who decide to bury a message in a botfle that
simply says "MESSAGE," to Pigeon Garay's attempt to avoid the rising fides and escape
Argentina for Europe, The One Before evocatively infroduces readers to Saer’s world and

gives the already indoctrinated new material about their favorite characters.

"Saer, somefimes cited as the most important Argentine writer of the

post-Borges generation, exhibits an elastic yet controlled style that

parallels the interwoven, unpredictable world of his characters.”
—Words Without Borders

"Saer is one of the best writers of today in any language.”
—Ricardo Piglia

FIRST ENGLISH TRANSLATION
JUNE 9, 2015

$12.95 (pb) | Stories was the leading Argentinian writer of the post-Borges
134 pgs. | 5.5" x 8.5" generation. The author of numerous novels and short-story collections
978-1.934824-78-8 (including Scars and La Grande), Saer was awarded Spain’s prestigious

Nadal Prize in 1987 for The Event.

$9.99 (ebook)

978-1-940953-13-7 is a doctoral student in Comparative Literature at the
University of Texas at Austin. Her translation of The One Before won the
(World) 2009 Susan Sontag Prize for Translation. Her translations from Spanish
Also Available: have appeared in Litfle Star magazine, Two Lines, and Palabras Errantes:

so Available: ’ ) . ) .

La Grande. 16.95 (pb), novel, 978-1-934824-21-4; $9.99 (ebook) 978-1:934824-96-2 Latin American Literature in Translation.

Scars. 14.95 (pb), novel, 978-1-934824-22-1; $9.99 (ebook) 978-1-934824-98-6
The 65 Years of Washington. 14.95 (pb), novel, 978-1934824-20-7; $9.99 (ebook) 978-1-934824-99-3
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FROM THE ONE BEFORE
JUAN JOSE SAER

Hands and Planets

arco'’s familiar and skillful fingers un-
B screwed the chrome top of the salishaker,
dumped the salt onfo the tablecloth and
then, under Tomatis' tranquil but astonished
gaze, began to scatter it, his fingerfips press-
ing onfo the grains and turning slowly fo fully
spread out that litfle white mountain on the
blue cloth. Barco's fingertips had an extraor
dinarily peculiar shape: they were oval
and topered—they looked like the classical
representation of a teardrop. In the whole
world there couldn't have been another pair
of hands with fingertips like that, and Tomatis
would have recognized them immediately
from anywhere.

"Probably,” said Barco, “in many of these
grains of salt there are Ancient Greeces
where Heraclitus is thinking that the events
of the world are the product of a game of
dice played by children.”

"Probably,” said Tomatis.

"last night on television | saw the lafest
mission to the moon,” said Barco. “No one
cares about those missions to the moon any-
more. The whole world is convinced that the
moon is already a thing of the past, and that
science fiction is becoming an anachronism.
Fiction can't keep up with science anymore.

Probably, in fifty years everyone will be a

scientist, the way
that nowadays
everybody drives a
car”

"Probably,” said Tomatis, without tak-
ing his eyes off of Barco's fingers, which
were now resting on the scattered salt and
remained motionless.

"Something strange happened,” Barco
said. "Everything was going fine when they
were showing the inside of the spaceship
and the crew working on the screen. But
suddenly they began showing pictures of
the Earth as it got farther and farther away,
getting smaller every minute, and then
everyone wafching the television in the bar
stopped what they were doing, or starfed o
sit up slowly in their chairs, or fo strain their
necks, all this frying to keep the Earth closer,
contorting themselves to help the Earth stop
in ifs tracks, like when you're bowling and
you twist yourself around so that the ball
will follow the imaginary path you've laid
out for it, you know? We all tried to get this
obscene distancing fo sfop, so that the Earth
wouldn't be erased and disappear forever.
| was frozen stiff. And when the voice of
the narrator announced that the astronauts
could still make out Mexico, we dll felt a
moment of relief and for a moment we all

felt as if we were Mexican: Mexico was
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the final crest, the highest, mounted by the
wave of nothingness that pushed up from
behind, the wave of nothingness that, when
we could no longer make out Mexico,
flooded everything and left it smoother and
more uniform than this wall here. Then we
all felt sad and confused, a bit frightened,
and | don't think we felt any better when
the program about the mission fo the moon
ended and they cut to the live game af
Chacarita Stadium. I'm convinced that last
night we broke the identity barrier. Breaking
the speed of light or the sound barrier is
nothing compared to breaking the barrier of
identity. We kept on being erased, until we
fotally disappeared. We thought that things
would stop at some point before they gof
out of hand, at some point from which we
could sfill make out Mexico, for example, but
no, nothing like that, we totally disappeared.
And | felt something even more vertiginous:
sitting in the chair at the bar, the screen
showed me how the Earth had been shrink-
ing, that is, I, the chair, the bar, the screen
and the earth on the screen, shrinking, how
we were being squeezed by the fist of the
cosmos that closed upon us, vertiginously,
macerating our bodies and turing them info
hardened lava. And | felt it so infensely that
| closed my eyes and waited for the walls

of the bar to start closing in, subtly, molding
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the four info a single wall with us inside, in
an inconceivable contraction, until the whole
Earth had shrunken to the size of litlle dice
with which litfle children would play out the
destiny of the world. Probably, these grilled
fish the waiter is bringing are ours.”
"Probably,” said Tomatis, seeing Barco's
familiar fingertips press into the salt and then
lift to his thick lips, fingertips that, like no oth-
ers in the world—and now also because of
their flavor—made him think of the solid form

of tears. Il




Post Exoictsm m | 11
| Lessons. Lesson

Antome Volodine

“Think Falkoer. but after an apoalypse. . . . The most exciting project in contemporary French literature”—Maria (lementi

FIRST ENGLISH TRANSLATION
MAY 12, 2015

$12.95 (pb) | Novel
93 pgs. | 5.5 x 8.5"
978-1-940953-11-3

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

(World)
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POST-EXOTICISM IN TEN LESSONS,
LESSON ELEVEN
ANTOINE VOLODINE

Trans. from the French by J. T. Mahany

T/vcn‘ is what we had called post-exoticism. It was a construc-
tion connected fo revolutionary shamanism and literature. . . .

It was an interior construction, a withdrawal, a secret welcoming
land, but also something offensive that participated in the plot of certain unarmed individu-
als against the capitalist world and its countless ignominies. This fight was now confined

solely to Bassmann's lips.

like with Antoine Volodine's other works (Minor Angels, VWe Monks & Soldiers|, PostExoti-
cism in Ten lessons, lesson Eleven takes place in a corrupted future where a small group of
radical writers—those who practice “post-exoficism’—have been jailed by those in power
and are slowly dying off. But before Lutz Bassmann, the last post-exoticist writer, passes
away, journalists will try and pry out all the secrets of this powerful literary movement.
With its explanations of several key "postexaticist” terms that appear in Volodine's other
books, lesson Eleven provides a crucial entryway into one of the most ambitious literary

projects of recent fimes: a project exploring the revolutionary power of literature.

"The interconnected works of Volodine—think Faulkner, but after an
apocalypse—constitute the most exciting project in contemporary
French literature."—Maria Clementi

"With the calm strangeness of dreams, and humor deepened by a hint
of melancholy, these wonderful stories fool around on the frontiers of
the imagination."—Shelley Jackson

Antoine Volodine is the primary pseudonym of a French writer who has
published twenty books under this name, several of which are available
in English translation. He also publishes under the names Lutz Bassmann
and Manuela Draeger. Most of his works take place in a post-apocalyptic
world where members of the “post-exoticism” writing movement have all
been arrested as subversive elements. Together, these works constitute one
of the most inventive, ambitious projects of contemporary writing.

J. T. Mahany is a graduate of the masters program in literary translation at
the University of Rochester and is currently enrolled in the MFA program at
the University of Arkansas. He is in the process of translating several more
books by Antoine Volodine.
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FROM POST-EXOTICISM IN TEN LESSONS,

LESSON ELEVEN BY ANTOINE VOLODINE |||||

hen the last surviving member on

the list of the dead—and, this time,
it was Bassmann—stammered his final syl-
lable, then, on this side of the story as well
as beyond it, only the enemy would keep
strutting straight ahead, undefeated, invin-
cible, and, among the victims of the enemy,
no spokesperson would now dare come fo
interpret or reinferpret any of our voices, or
fo love us. Lucid despite the split personalities
corrupting his agony, Bassmann sought only
fo communicate with the deceased. He no
longer tapped on the washbasin pipes or
on the door, saying, for example, “Calling
cell 546," or on the sealed siphon behind
the toilet bowl, asking for cell 1157, or on
the bars of the window, saying “Bassmann
here . . . please respond . . . Bassmann
is listening . . . please respond . . " Now
he knocked nowhere. He concentrated his
gaze on us, the photographs of those who
had preceded him in disappearing, and he
made the smallest of murmurs pass through
his lips, pretending not to be dead and
reproducing a whispering technique that the
most fantric among us had many a time used
in their rom&nces: with an audible exhala-
fion, the narrafor prolongs, not his or her own
existence, but the existence of those who
are going to dwindle into nothing, whose
memory can only be preserved by the nar
rator. Word by word, moan after moan, Lutz

Bassmann struggled to make last the mental

11|

edifice that would —

eventually become

dust once again.

His breath merged

with the putrid sewers that wandered through
the prison. He sfill tenuously held on to reality
and he managed fo keep together fragments.
He managed to keep his voice from giving
out again. So that for one hour more, two
and a half hours, one more night, the worlds
that we had built with swift carpentry and
defended would persist. Mental edifice . . .
Worlds . . . Swift carpentry . . . Whatis . . .
Huh? | will respond. That is what we had
called post-exoticism. It was a construction
connected to revolutionary shamanism and
literature, literature that was either written by
hand or learned by heart and recited, as the
administration through the years would some-
times forbid us any paper material; it was an
interior construction, a withdrawal, a secret
welcoming land, but also something offen-
sive that participated in the plot of certain

unarmed individuals against the capitalist

world and its countless ignominies. This fight

was now confined solely to Bassmann’s lips.
It was suspended in a breath. As thirty years
of incarceration had left his mind feeble,
and reduced his creative spirit fo scraps, his
final murmurs no longer obeyed the logics of
pioneers, combatants, oneiric fooTprinfs, or
enthusiasm, without which the post-exoticist

project had produced no more than two or
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three works. During his death throes, Lutz
Bassmann’s only wish was to sfir the embers
that he had guarded, and not be absorbed
too quickly along with them by the nothing-
ness. But even before, at the beginning of the
fen years, maybe because he estimated that
the confidants were already unattainable or
no longer existed, it seemed that he had lost
his creative spark. His latest works, his final
romanesque jolts, took shelter under rather
unattractive and uninspired fitles, such as To
Know How to Rot To Know How Not to Rot,
or Structure of Deconstructed Obscurity, or
Walk Through Childhood. These are narra-
tive poems and Shaggds, supposedly com-
pact pieces diluted info vast arriére-garde
logorrheas that one can take no pleasure in
reading. There are also romé&nces, such as
About-Face Vandals, One Thousand Nine
Hundred Seventy-Seven Years Before the
World Revolution, and even The Mantis, but
the brooding that inspired them has devolved
info nothing communicable. Their encryption
is vain, their undeniable beauty is vain, maybe
simply because no one—no one is listening.
No living being other than Lutz Bassmann
is paying aftention. In such works, the idea
of connivance with the reader, so oily and
so generously spread onfo the clockwork of
official literature, has been disregarded to
even the smallest details. Here we have the
terminal rumblings, the ultimate punctuated

throaty rasps of post-exoficism . . . POST-
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EXOTICISM. That word again. Here again
this heavy term. Around it we have circled,
from the beginning, like vultures around a car
cass. WHAT IS POST-EXOTICISME An inso-
lent question, very unwelcome on the day of
Bassmann's death, but its appearance here
demonstrates that a half-century after Minor
Angels, by Maria Clementi, sympathizers,
on the outside, have not . . . Demonstrates
that the incarcerated have been left alone. A
symposium on post-exoticism was organized
with Lutz Bassmann'’s involvement before the
'00s of the twentyfirst century, eighteen or
nineteen years ago. It lived more or less in
1997, Beyond the walls of the prison, this
must have been an age of hollow editorials,
or of reflux toward what official literature
itself considered the worst. Two popular
chroniclers had been sent fo us by a cultural
magazine in general circulation, subsidized,
| believe, by mafia industrialists in meat and

//l "

construction. | say " and ‘I believe,” but
this is again just a matter of pure convention.
The firstperson singular serves to accompany
the voice of others, it signifies nothing more.
Without damage fo the understanding of this
poem, one can consider that | have been

uyn

dead for ages, and not take the “I" info
account . . . For a postexotic narrator, any-
way, there is not the thickness of a piece of
cigarefte paper between the firstperson and

others, and hardly any difference between

life and death.




TRACES OF TIME

OPEN LETTER
[NTERNATIONAL

POETRY SERIES Trans. from the ltalian by Anthony Molino

1 |_ucio Mariani's Traces of Time indeed traces almost forty years

of his work as a lyric poet of sparest, most incisive, means.

LU[:ID MAHIAN| Following the course of myth, history, and the city of Rome that
sustains him, Mariani reveals the frailty of our understanding and

the paradoxes of our desires, aware that the poet's task is to find a form in which what

is cherished can endure. The interlocutors of Mariani’s poems are those who need them:

his loves and enemies, his friends and strangers, and, most of all, his descendants—his

readers, now and in the future."—Susan Stewart

THA[}ES [] |: . Lucio Mariani is one of ltaly’s most widely translated contemporary poets. His work resfores

to the lyric an ancestral, mythical sensibility that reminds us of our place in history today,
af the sfart of a dizzying and displacing millennium. It is a poetry that reclaims for itself a
centering and ethical function: a function embodied, in the past, by the likes of Eugenio
Montale, or William Meredith. But Mariani goes further, in penning some of the finest
poesia civile being written anywhere, in any language.

Tronsloted From the IEalion by Anthony Molino
Preface by Rosanna Warren

"Traces of Time is a book of insinuating wisdom and delight. The po-
ems are lyric, lucid, and often brief, but they never feel slight because
they ponder, on a tangibly human scale, the secrefs of existence.
... There are few books of poems in which | like every poem. This
is one of them.”

—Dana Gioia

FIRST ENGLISH TRANSLATION
JULY 14, 2015

$14.95 (pb) | Poetry is the author of eight volumes of poetry including Qualche
159 pgs. | 5.5" x 8.5" Notizia del Tempo (Some News of Time) and Echoes of Memory, as well as
978-1-940953-14-4 a volume of essays, a collection of short stories, and translations of works

by César Vallejo, Tristan Corbiére, and Yves Bonnefoy.

$9.99 (ebook)

978-1-940953-15-1 is a translator from the Italian, an anthropologist, and a
psychoanalyst. His translations include Lucio Mariani’s Echoes of Memory
(World) and works by Valerio Magrelli and Antonio Porta, among others.
Y 9 9
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FROM TRACES OF TIME
LUCIO MARIAN!I

Protocols of War
[Baghdad is not far)

Of this time you'll gather no memories

for your eternal hunger.

Can't you see the slags in the weave
that enfolds the flesh of the livinge

Can't you see that the boxes and drawers
where the silver of bygone days abounds
have no room for frinkets or seashells

of a present founded on plaster markets,
lost gazing at ifself in the mirror

seeking itself in the halls of the world?
Don't you see that for the first ime

every man erects ruins for his heirs
enacting inane protocols of war

while the future slams its shutters fight

so as fo celebrate on statistical altars

the glory of mindless marionettes
maneuvered by nothingness,

sprung in the bitter fields of oblivion2

Of this time you'll gather no memories.

Spring/Summer 2015

Contest

You'd ask if | were ever lafe.

That's a problem for people stuck

between the second and last lanes.

Me, I'm in lone pursuit.

So that whether I'm early or late

depends solely on my mood and ruminations.

To catch the beat | clapped my hands once or twice,
before splashing my face with particles

of happiness. For getting it right. In the dark.

You'll Say

| live your love only in your absence

my love

stitched in the woof

and weft of an invisible thread

endless throb of silence.

That's not love, you'll say, the way pain

not suffered, though dreaded,

isn't pain. You, who ignore that death has set in

and trust the label on every bottle.
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$15.95 (pb) | Novel
203 pgs | 5.5" x 8.5"
Q78-1-940953-01-4

$9.99 (ebook)
978-1-940953-05-2

(North Americal)

$15.95 (pb) | Novel
370 pgs | 5.5"x 8.5"
078-1-940953-03-8

$9.99 (ebook)
978-1-940953-07-6

[(World English)

RECENT HITS
STREET OF THIEVES
MATHIAS ENARD

Trans. from the French by Charlofte Mandell

Exiled from his family for religious trans-

gressions, lakhdar finds himself on the

streets of Barcelona, hiding from both the

police and the Muslim Group for the Propa-

gation of Koranic Thoughts. Lakhdar's transformations—from a boy
info @ man, from a devout Muslim info a sinner—ifake place against
the exciting eruption of the Arab Spring and the devastating col-
lapse of Europe’s economy. If all that isn't enough, Lakhdar reunites
with a childhood friend—one who is planning an assassination.

"Set against a backdrop of rising Islamic extremism, the Arab
Spring, and the Occupy movement, Enard’s latest novel is a howl-
ing elegy for thwarted youth. . . . Relentless, incisive prose.”
—Publishers Weekly (starred review)

RECENT HITS
LIES, FIRST PERSON
GAIL HAREVEN

Trans. from the Hebrew by Dalya Bilu

rom the 2010 winner of the Best Trans-
lated Book Award comes a harrowing

novel about a woman'’s revenge and Jewish

identity. Elinor's life is upended when she
finds out that her estranged uncle—who sexually assaulied her “slow”
siste—is giving a speech fo ask for forgiveness for his book Hitler,
First Person, a shocking novel about what it would have been like
to be Hifler. Elinor compulsively relives past events, over and over,
while building the courage o avenge her sisfer once and for all.

“Brilliant. . . . A rich and harrowing novel with plenty to say about
religion and authorship."—Kirkus Reviews (starred review)

"Witty and compelling, [Hareven] will leave American readers . . .
pining for more."—NPR

RECENT HITS

A THOUSAND FORESTS IN ONE ACORN:
AN ANTHOLOGY OF SPANISH-LANGUAGE FICTION

Valerie Miles

Feoturing twenty-eight of the most impor-
tant Spanish-language writers of the

twentieth century, this monumental collec-

tion provides fiction that each author hand
picked to represent the "high point” of their writing career. Even
more, every section includes a short biography and an original inter-
view with the author, where they explain what each piece means to
them. Breathtaking in scope and historical detail, this anthology will
be a fixture in personal collections, classrooms, and libraries alike.

"This magnificent effort offers so much more than a conventional
anthology because of the anthologist's unique interaction with her
authors. Recommended for all lovers of fiction, and lovers of the
Spanish language."—library Journal

RECENT HITS
MAIDENHAIR
MIKHAIL SHISHKIN

Trans. from the Russian by Marian Schwartz
Maidenhair

Doy after day Russian asylum-seekers sit
across from a Swiss interpreter who

guards the gates to paradise, and they

tell of the atrocities they've suffered. These
stories of escape, war, and violence intermingle with the interpreter’s
own reading: a history of an ancient Persian war, letters to his son,
the diaries of a Russian singer . . . An instant classic of Russian
literature, Maidenhair takes on the efernal questions—of fruth and
fiction, of love and war, of Death and the Word.

"Maidenhair is likely a work of genius. . . . If Shishkin is right about
the power of words fo resurrect the dead, Maidenhair has all but
secured his immortality.'—Words Without Borders

"Something new and altogether original—World literature Today

$1995 [pb) | Anthology
721 pgs | 6" x 9"
Q78-1-934824-91-/

$9.99 (ebook|
978-1-940953-08-3

(North American)

$1795 (pb) | Novel
506 pgs | 5.5" x 8.5"
978-1-934824-36-8

[World English)




EBOOKS EBOOKS

Open Letter ebooks are available on all major platforms. Open Letter ebooks are available on all major platforms.

AVAILABLE NOW AVAILABLE NOW

High Tide by Inga Abele - $9.99 P = ] The Ambassador by Bragi Olafsson | $9.99

Rock, Paper, Scissors by Naja Marie Aidt - $9.99 : : . The Pets by Bragi Olafsson - $9.99

The Man Between by Esther Allen et al., ed. - $9.99 == | === The Mighty Angel by Jerzy Pilch - $9.99

The Cyclist Conspiracy by Svetislav Basara - $9.99 ATHOUSAND - My First Suicide by Jerzy Pilch - $9.99
PEAGEFUL HRE
GITIES

My Two Worlds by Sergio Chejfec - $9.00 [ s A Thousand Peaceful Cities by Jerzy Pilch - $9.99
' U puct
The Dark by Sergio Chejfec - $9.99 E The Three Percent Problem by Chad W. Post - $2.99

The Planets by Sergio Chejfec - $9.99 e A Death in Spring by Mercé Rodoreda - $9.99

Street of Thieves by Mathias Enard - $9.99 1% The Selected Stories of Mercé Rodoreda - $9.99

Zone by Mathias Enard - $9.99 1 L ] Thrown into Nature by Milen Ruskov - $9.99
Vilnius Poker by Ri¢ardas Gavelis - $9.99 / O La Grande by Juan José Saer - $9.99

The Physics of Sorrow by Georgi Gospodinov - $9.99 - ; - ; Snp A < 2 \ | The One Before by Juan José Saer - $9.99

Lies, First Person by Gail Hareven - $9.99 { & : L | VA Iy Scars by Juan José Saer - $9.99

A Short Tale of Shame by Angel Igov - $9.99 : The Sixty-Five Years of Washington by Juan José Saer - $9.09

The Golden Calf by IIf & Petrov - $9.90 [ b © C || In Praise of Poetry by Olga Sedakova - $9.99

18% Gray by Zachary Karabashliev | $9.99 A B The Last Days of My Mother by Sélvi Bjérn Sigurdsson - $9.99

Navidad & Matanza by Carlos Labbé | $9.99 2 =2 Everything Happens as It Does by Albena Stambolova - $9.99

Traces of Time by Lucio Mariani | $9.99 | M d@ Europe in Sepia by Dubravka Ugresic - $9.99

Why [ Killed My Best Friend by Amanda Michalopoulou | $9.99 ‘ Karaoke Culture by Dubravka Ugresic - $9.99

A Thousand Forests in One Acorn by Valerie Miles | $9.99 s Post-Exoticism in Ten Lessons, Lesson Eleven by Antoine Volodine - $999
VERTICAL

Gasoline by Quim Monzé | $9.99 Vertical Motion by Can Xue - $9.99

MOTION

Guadalajara by Quim Monzé | $9.99 MORE TO COME . . .
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BACKLIST

Open Letter searches for works that are extraordinary and influential.

Abele, Inga (Latvia)
High Tide. $15.95 (pb), novel,
978-1-934824-80-1

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

Basara, Svetislav (Serbia)
The Cyclist Conspiracy. $15.95 (pb), novel,
Q78-1-934824-58-0

Chejfec, Sergio (Argentina)

The Dark. $14.95 (pb), novel, 978-1-934824-43-6

My Two Worlds. $12.95 (pb), novel,
978-1-934824-28-3

The Planets. $13.95 (pb), novel,
Q78-1-934824-39-9

Chirinos, Eduardo (Peru)
The Smoke of Distant Fires. $13.95 (pb), poems,
078-1-934824-38-2

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

Enard, Mathias (France)

Street of Thieves. $15.95 (pb), novel,
978-1-940953-01-4

Zone. $16.95 (pb), novel, 978-1-934824-26-9

Fernandez, 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,
078-1-934824-68-9

Grunberg, Arnon (Netherlands)
Tirza. $14.95 (pb), novel, 978-1-934824-69-6

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

Igov, Angel (Bulgaria)
A Short Tale of Shame. $13.95 (pb), novel,
Q78-1-934824-76-4

IIf, llya and Evgeny Petrov (Russia)
The Golden Calf. $15.95 (pb), novel,
978-1-934824-07-8

Karabashliev, Zachary (Bulgaria)
18% Gray. $14.95 (pb), novel,
Q78-1-934824-71-9

Kjeerstad, Jan (Norway)

The Conqueror. $17.95 (hc), novel,
978-1-934824-03-0

The Discoverer. $1795 (hc), novel,
978-1-934824-12-2

Labbé, Carlos (Chile)
Navidad & Matanza. $12.95 (pb), novel,
978-1-934824-92-4

Lind, Jakov (Austria)

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

Landscape in Concrete. $13.95 (pb), novel,
Q78-1-934824-14-6

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

Michalopoulou, Amanda (Greece)
Why [ Killed My Best Friend. $13.95 [pb), novel,
978-1-934824-74-0

Miles, Valerie (World)

A Thousand Forests in One Acorn: An Anthology
of Spanish-language Fiction. $19.95 (pb),
anthology, 978-1-934824-91-7

Monzé, Quim (Catalonia)

Gasoline. $14.95 (pb), novel,
978-1-934824-18-4

Guadalajara. $12.95 (pb), short fiction,
978-1-934824-19-1

A Thousand Morons. $12.95 (pb), short fiction,
Q78-1-934824-41-2

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,
Q78-1-934824-757

Nordbrandt, Henrik (Denmark)

When We leave Each Other. $14.95 (pb),
poems, 978-1-934824-42-9
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We hope these books become the classics of tomorrow.

Olafsson, Bragi (Iceland)

The Ambassador. $15.95 (pb), novel,
978-1-934824-13-9

The Pets. $14.95 (hc), novel, 978-1-934824-01-6

Omarsdséttir, Kristin (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,
Q78-1-934824-64-1

Pteijffer, Ilja Leonard (Netherlands)
Rupert: A Confession. $14.95 (hc), novel,
078-1-934824-09-2

Pilch, Jerzy (Poland)

The Mighty Angel. $15.95 (hc), novel,
978-1-934824-08-5

My First Suicide. $15.95 (pb), novel,
978-1-934824-40-5

A Thousand Peaceful Cities. $14.95 (pb), novel,
Q78-1-934824-27-6

Rodoreda, Mercé (Catalonia)

Death in Spring. $14.95 (hc), novel,
978-1-934824-11-5

The Selected Stories of Mercé Rodoreda. $15.95
[pb), short fiction, 978-1-934824-31-3

Ruskov, Milen (Bulgaria)
Thrown into Nature. $15.95 (pb), novel,
Q78-1-934824-56-6

Saer, Juan José (Argentina)

la Grande. $16.95 (pb), novel,
078-1-934824-21-4

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

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

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

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

Sigurdsson, Sélvi Bjsrn (Iceland)

The last Days of My Mother. $13.95 [pb), novel,
978-1-934824-73-3
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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

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

Ugresic, Dubravka (Europe)

Europe in Sepia. $13.95 (pb), essays,
Q78-1-934824-89-4

Karaoke Culture. $15.95 (pb), essays,
978-1-934824-57-3

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

Vaculik, Ludvik (Czech Republic)
The Guinea Pigs. $13.95 (pb), novel,
Q78-1-934824-34-4

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

Weinberger, Eliot (ed.) (World)
Elsewhere. $12.95 [pb), poetry anthology,
Q/8-1-934824-85-6

Winterbach, Ingrid (South Africal)

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

The Elusive Moth. $14.95 (pb), novel,
Q/8-1-934824-77-1

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,
078-1-934824-37-5

Zambra, Alejandro (Chile)
The Private Lives of Trees. $12.95 (pb), novel,
Q78-1-934824-24-5




ON THE WEB

Three Percent & Open Letter are premier resources for international literature.

THREE PERCENT

www.rochester.edu/threepercent
daily weblog
international reviews

Three Percent Podcast

news and events

commentary

literary translation

book culture

insight info publishing

resource for educators and editors
Best Translated Book Award

over 30,000 visits monthly
OPEN LETTER
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www.openletterbooks.org e == n
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book excerpts
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PERSONAL ORDER FORM

To find and learn more, please visit www.openletterbooks.org.

SPRING/SUMMER 2015 BOOKS

The Physics of Sorrow by Georgi Gospodinov ($14.95)
Rock, Paper, Scissors by Naja Marie Aidt ($16.95)

The One Before by Juan José Saer ($12.95)

Post-Exoticism in 10 Lessons, Lesson 11 by Antoine Volodine ($12.95)

Traces of Time by Lucio Mariani ($14.95)

BACKLIST BOOKS:
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e-newsletter . P

order online
subscription series
review and desk copies
merchandise

donate
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PLUS POSTAGE
(U.S: $2 FOR FIRST BOOK, $1 FOR EACH ADDITIONAL BOOK;
INTERNATIONAL: $4 FOR THE FIRST BOOK, $2 FOR EACH ADDITIONAL BOOK]

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)

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)

MAILING/BILLING ADDRESS

EMAIL NEWSLETTER SIGN-UP

PAYMENT:

-VISA, MASTERCARD, OR DISCOVER
-OR MAIL WITH CHECK PAYABLE TO OPEN LETTER—UNIVERSITY OF ROCHESTER

CARD#

3-DIGIT CVC . BILLING ZIP

NAME ON CARD PHONE

Mail this order form to: Open Letter, University of Rochester, Laftimore Hall 411,
Box 270082, Rochester, NY, 14627, Or visit www.openletterbooks.org.
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LITERARY TRANSLATIONS FROM THE UNIVERSITY OF ROCHESTER

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:

Consorfium 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 fille, and course starting date.

CUSTOMER SERVICE
Bookstore/Trade outlets:

All customer service matters should
be addressed with our distributor:
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Personal orders:
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contact@openletterbooks.org
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