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—So, the Mathematician says, to Washington, what is confused in people and
horses is clarified by observing the mosquito.

—The mosquito, Leto repeats.

—The mosquito, right, says the Mathematician.

—The mosquito, Lefo repeats again, assuming a reflexive intonation.

—The mosquito, the mosquifo, the Mathematician says, shoking his head affir-
matively.

Their pace, now well-harmonized, is neither slow nor fast, more regular than
ever, as if it had taken their legs, their entire bodies, several blocks to find the
common rhythm that surrounds them, transforming them into a kind of machine that
regulates the differences between their two bodies and calibrates their proportions
fo obtain a common output. From the outside, the rhythm is so regular it appears
deliberate—from the outside, no? And yet you couldn't find two people who were
more different than these two: the athlefic and rational rugbyman, picture perfect
from a physical standpoint, dressed completely in white, including the moccasins
he bought that August in Florence, whose father, a liberal yrigoyenista lawyer
is, nevertheless, the owner of a majority of the farms surrounding Tostado, the
Mathematician, as | was saying, no?, fond, for some reason, of swimming in the
colorless river of premises, of propositions, of postulates, and to whom Tomatis—
who gave him the nickname—claims those same premises, propositions, and
postulates give a sick safisfaction, something that Leto, to tell the truth, has never
been able fo verify, and which could be more about Tomatis's intent, using the
Mathematician as a prefext, to slander the exact sciences in general. And the
other, Leto, Angel leto, no?, skinny, his legs a litlle crooked, much smaller and
younger, slightly myopic, whose shirt and whose pants, of three or four times
poorer quality than the other's white ouffit, combine less elegantly, Leto, who has
lived less than a year in the city, which he came to following Isabel, his mother,
who fled the evidence of a suicide like it was a worldwide catastrophe, Lefo,
who keeps, for a living, several accounts, and who that morning, for reasons as
inexplicable as those inclining the Mathematician toward syllogisms and theorems,
instead of going to work, decided to get off the bus and start walking down San
Martin to the south. Impossible to be more different, although something, in spite

of it all, equalizes them: not just them, no?, the identity that's generic to individuals
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of the same species, individuals who, after all, speak the same language and,
though they come from different cities, were born in the same country and even
the same province and therefore possess common fragments of experience—no,
nothing like that, which of course is their own and shared with their co-provincials,
their so-called compaitriots, their countrymen—no, nothing like that, but rather
somefhing more porﬂcu|or and at the same time less definite, an impression, @
feeling they both carry deep down inside themselves—and never suspecting that
the other, or others, also feel it gives it a particular fint and above all reinforces
it, the feeling, | mean, of not completely belonging to this world, or, as a result,
to anyone else, of never being able to perfectly fit the internal to the external
or vice versa, and no matter how hard they try they will always find thin gaps
between themselves and everything else, something which, for obscure reasons,
they blame themselves for, a feeling so confusing and inconsistently applied that
it is confused for thought and for flesh, where the self is the stain, the error, the
asymmetry that with its solitary, ridiculous presence clouds the radiant body of
the universe. Now, as well, since they began walking down the straight street
together, along the shady sidewalk, a new, impalpable tie binds them: the false
memories of a place neither of them has seen, of events neither witnessed, and
people neither have met, of a day at the end of winter that is not inscribed on
their experience but which stands out, infense\y, in their memory, the illuminated
pavilion, the encounter between El Gafo and Botén at the School of Fine Arfs,
Noca coming from the coast with his baskets of fish, the stumbling horse, Cohen
tumning the coals, Beatriz constantly rolling a cigarette, the golden beer with a
white head of foam, Basso and Botén picking vegetables at the back, shadows
moving confusingly as darkness falls, and which, without it being clear how, and
above all why, are swallowed by the night. [. . ]

/\/\oinfoining their identical, regu\or pace, leto and the Mathematician step off
the sidewalk into the street and start fo cross. A slow-moving car intercepts them,
and when it slows af the intersection, they move ahead of it, both at the same time,
without stfopping or varying their pace, without even looking at it, like two robots
with a preprogrammed electronic mechanism which makes them automatically
avoid obstacles, and when they reach the opposite sidewalk both, simultaneously,
bend their left leg and lift it over the cable. ||
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FIRST ENGLISH TRANSLATION MATHIAS ENARD
DEC. 2010 Trans. from the French by Charlotte Mandell / Intro. by Brian Evenson

“A modern llliad. . . . You turn the pages as if it were a great
thriller. . . . A great novel. You must read it!”
—Francois Busnel, TV5, France

“The novel of the decade, if not of the century.”
—Christophe Claro

READ AN
EXCERPT

Francis Servain Mirkovic, a French-born Croat who has been working for the
French Intelligence Services for fifteen years, is traveling by train from Milan to
Rome. He's carrying a briefcase whose contents he's selling to a representative
from the Vatican; the briefcase contains a wealth of information about the violent

Dec. 2010 history of the Zone—the lands of the Mediterranean basin, Spain, Algeria, Leba-

A Novel non, ltaly, that have become Mirkovic's specialty.
: 517 pgs. Over the course of a single night, Mirkovic visits the sites of these fragedies in
i $16.95 (pb) his memory and recalls the damage that his own participation in that violence—as
MﬂThIES Enard 5.5" by 8.5" a soldier fighting for Croatia during the Balkan Wars—has wreaked in his own
978-1-93482426-9 life. Mirkovic hopes that this night will be his last in the Zone, that this journey
1-034824-267 will expiate his sins, and that he can disappear with Sashka, the only woman he

(U.S. English) hasn't abandoned, forever . . .

One of the truly original books of the decade—and written as a single, hyp-
nofic, propulsive, physically irresistible senfence—Mathias Enard’s Zone provides
an extraordinary and panoramic view of the turmoil that has long deviled the

749

shores of the Mediterranean.

Mathias Enard studied Persian and Arabic and spent long periods in the Middle
East. A professor of Arabic at the University of Barcelona, he won the Prix des
Cing Continents de la Francophonie and the Prix Edmée de la Rochefoucault
for his first novel, la perfection du fir He has been awarded many prizes for
Zone, including the Prix du Livre Inter and the Prix Décembre.

Charlotte Mandell has translated fiction, poetry, and philosophy from the
French, including works by Proust, Flaubert, Genet, Maupassant, Blanchot, and
many other distinguished authors.
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Harmen Gerbens the Cairo Dutchman rests now in the briefcase above my seat—
a name and a history, chronologically the first on the list, without my knowing at
the time that the list had begun and that I'd end up carrying it to Rome five years
later, all trembling with a terrible hangover exhausted feverish not able to sleep,
would | have chosen the Vatican if Alexandra weren't waiting for me af Trasfevere,
in that litfle ground-floor apartment by a pretty courtyard, Alexandra called Sashka
Russian painter with the face of an icon the worst is over now, the worst leaving
everything behind quitting leaving my strange employer, ever since Venice after
my two years of war I've never been so free, | own nothing now, not even my
real name—! have an appropriated passport under the name of Yvan Deroy,
born almost at the same as me in Paris and locked up a long time ago now in an
institution for psychotics in the suburbs, he never had a passport and his doctors
would be quite surprised to know that he's wandering around ltaly today, | got
this document in the most legal way in the world with a record of civil status and
a doctored electric company bill at the 18th arrondissement town hall: I've had so
many different names these past years, on identity papers of all colors, I'll become
attached to Yvan Deroy, fonight the mute psychotic will sleep in the Grand Plaza
in Rome, he reserved a room on the Infernet from a cybercafé on the Champs-
Elysées, Yvan Deroy won't go see his Roman lover right away, he'll hand over
his last suitcase fo whoever has a right fo it, as they say, someone will come visit
him in his room they'll proceed with the exchange before Yvan Deroy disappears
more or less for good, Yvan has had a new life since last month even an account
opened in a big branch of an ordinary bank, which changes him from his postal
savings account where his parents regularly deposit the price of his litlle extras in
his “residence,” today he owns an infernational credit card—Yvan bought himself
two pairs of pants and as many shirts in a big department store, withdrew cash
paid in advance for one night in the Plaza and an airplane ticket he didn't use
and now he's playing at making out the landscape in the gathering dusk, far from
Venice from Alexandria from Cairo from Marianne with the white breasts a litfle
closer to the end of the world thirty kilometers from Milan [. . .] Yvan Deroy the mad
or catatonic schizophrenic committed in a specialized institution in 'Hayles-Roses,
in the asylum they used fo say—Yvan emerges from his lethargy only to shout and

assault the staff and the other patients violently, to try to kill them for they are his
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enemies, he shouts, they wish him harm he is simply defending himself nothing
more no mystical flights of fancy no voices no hallucinations Yvan emerges from his
semi-comatose state only info the pure violence of a wild animal according to the
phases of the moon or the changing course of his treatment, and this has been so
for almost twenty years despite the quantity of medication he has taken he resists
his sickness resists therapy, he is me now Yvan had a shaved head the time he
raised his right arm in salute wanted to put an end to democratic corruption the
servants of Bolshevism and international Jewry, he went to church on Sundays to
hand out pamphlets fo middle-class housewives whom he frightened more than
anything else, he read Brasillach and every February 6th visited his grave with
other militants to celebrate the martyr and promise revenge for the victim of Gaullist
injustice and Jewish hatred, Yvan and | visited Maurice Bardéche official fascist
who offered us a volume of his pro-franco history of the Spanish War written in
collaboration with Brasillach—Yvan Deroy went mad, | forgot him as | went through
a normal military training then a paratrooper military training and finally all possible
military trainings before going fo serve France, volunteer for a long period of service
they said at the time, months slogging around in the mountains, team spirit songs
weapons marches nighttime commandos grenades light artillery a hard happiness
shared with comrades | wasn't a litfle proud to come back on leave to tell about
naiive martial exp\oifs, the kid from Arés was sfill just a puppy on porode, in fraining,
on maneuvers in the South of France, on maneuvers in the North of France, on
maneuvers in the Alps always happy to have a life so full of weapons honor and
fatherland, sweating in the mountains on the Saint Bernard Pass [. . .] Yvan Deroy
remembers foday in this train that his parents were proud of him, that those fervent
Catholics thought of his army as a scout camp that would fortify body and soul,
his mother whispered in his ear, prophetically, don't forget, your homeland is also
Croafia [. . ] Yvan Deroy has just crossed the Alps one more time while his actual
body languishes waiting for the end of the world prostrate in a wheelchair—now
I'm traveling incognito while still being “legal” a good suitcase-carrier invisible in

the crowd of identities and minor bank transactions . . . ]




THE SELECTED STORIES OF = S
FIRST ENGLISH TRANSLATION MERCE RODOREDA ' ﬁ#

FEB. 2011 Translated from the Catalon by Martha Tennent

“The humor in the stories, as well as their thrill of realism, [# rL )
comes from a Nabokovian precision of observation and trans- & = % = €.

formation of plain experience into enchanting prose.” [ Y
—los Angeles Times
“Rodoreda plumbs a sadness that reaches beyond historic cir-
cumstances . . . an almost voluptuous vulnerability.”
—Natasha Wimmer, The Nation
READ AN
EXCERPT

Collected here are thirty-one of Mercé Rodoreda’s most moving and challeng-

ing stories, presented in chronological order of their publication from three of

¥ Feb. 2011

| Short Fiction Rodoreda’s most beloved short story collections: Twenty-Two Stories, It Seemed

E- 250 pgs. like Silk and Other Stories, and My Christina and Other Stories. These stories

3 $15.95 (pb) capture Rodoredd’s full range of expression, from quiet literary realism to frag-

! 5.5" by 8.5" mentary impressionism to dark symbolism. Few writers have captured so clearly,
978-1-934824-31-3 or explored so deeply, the lives of women who are stuck somewhere between
I senseless modernity and suffocating tradition—Rodoreda’s “women are notable
(World English)

for their almost pathological lack of volition, but also for their acute sensitivity, a

nearly painful awareness of beauty” (Natasha Wimmer).

Mercé Rodoreda (1908-1983) is widely regarded as the most important Cata-
lan writer of the twentieth century. Exiled in France and Switzerland following
the Spanish Civil War, Rodoreda began writing the novels and short stories—
Twenty-two Short Stories, The Time of the Doves, Camellia Street—that would
make her internationally famous, while at the same time earning a living as a
seamstress. In the mid-1960s she returned to Catalonia, where she continued to
write. Death in Spring, her final novel, is also available from Open Letter.

Martha Tennent received her Ph.D. in English from the University of Barcelona
and served as the founding dean of the School of Translation and Interprefing
at the University of Vic. She has regularly translated between Spanish, Catalan,
and English, and her translations have appeared in Two Lines, Words Without
Borders, eXchanges, and Review of Contemporary Fiction.
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The Thousand Franc Bill

"I'm fed up with being poor.”

She put on her old, worn-out coat and opened the door with a jerk. At the other
end of the landing her neighbor was in the midst of waxing the parquet floor at
the enfrance fo her apartment. It was too late when she realized: the woman had
already seen her.

"You look really lovely. You're even wearing eye makeup.” Still on her knees,
the woman straightened up and looked af her in amazement, "And you've curled
your hair. If I had your hair. . . Will you be long2” [. . ]

The first man to pass her whistled and came to an abrupt halt as he looked at
her. "I've put on foo much eye makeup. | must look like. . . exactly what | want to
look likel” [. . ]

She held the empty wallet against her chest. Someone was following her. In a
shop window she saw the man who had whistled and tumed to look at her. She
waited in front of another window to get a better view of him. She stopped, her
heart pounding. How could she manage to look at him2 Her eyes were bothering
her. She had put on too much makeup.

"Can | offer you a drinke”

Despite the anguish, she notficed he was young and slender. He was wearing
a french coat and a bottle-green felt hat. Without replying she began walking
again. When she reached Place Pigalle, she crossed to the center, glanced af the
magazines at a kiosk, then headed toward the enfrance to the metro. She stopped
and leaned against the rail. Suddenly, when she thought she had lost the man who
had whistled, she saw him cross the street. All the men were looking at her. She
shook her hair energetically and heard a warm voice by her ear.

"You want fo come with me?2”

She looked at him steadily, calculated, and said in a low, defermined voice:
“Five hundred.”

A cold shiver ran up and down her body. She couldn't see anything. A muscle
in her leg was throbbing and her head hurt. He took her by the arm and in a dark
voice murmured:

"You're worth twice that. A thousand!”

THE SELECTED STORIES OF

MERCE RODOREDA

Translated from the Catalon by Martha Tennent

SThHIES

She held the wallet against her chest. Her lips were pale, unpainted. With a sharp
gesture she brushed the hair away from her forehead and said, looking at the
violets, “One bunch. The one at the very back. It's the preftiest.” Zuzanne smiled,
“Take whichever one you want” [. . ]

While she was waiting, a lady stopped at the flower cart.

"How much are the camnations?”

"I don't know. If you'll wait a moment, the florist went to look for change. She'll
be right back.”

She was middle-aged. Her cheeks were round, her makeup a fender, rose
color.

"The flowers are fresh today. If the Parma violets had a nice smell, maybe I'd
buy some, but you see my daughter is wild about carnations. Your bouquet is
beautiful. . . Was it very expensive?”

She was about to answer when Zuzanne arrived. Scratching her cheek with one
finger while looking at the bill, she said, “Your bill is fake. Llook at this. You can tell
by the lines: they should be purple but they're bluish. If you know who gave it 1o
you, you can sfill give it back.”

She left the violets in the same place where she had picked them up, beside
the large bunch of white carnations. "Don’t worry; you can pay me another day,
take them,” Zuzanne told her.

"No, no. Thank you.”

She walked along quickly, the bill folded in her hand. A surge of liquid rose from
her stomach to her throat, so sour it made her close her eyes. She breathed deeply,
her mouth closed. She entered the apartment. There was a smell of fomatoes and
onions frying: it was from the airshaft, no doubt. She put the bill inside an envelope
and with four thumbtacks nailed it undemeath the last drawer of the wardrobe with
the mirror. She raised her hand and touched her cheek: it was burning. She looked
steadily at the wall: she had never realized that the branches on the wallpaper
were roughly in the shape of a swan. The muscle in her leg began to throb again.
"Now whate” Suddenly she leaned over, jerked out the thumbtacks and removed
the envelope. When she had lit the gas, she moved an edge of the bill toward the
flame and waited for it to burn. Her fingers hurt from grasping it so tight. Then she
went fo the foyer, fook off her coat, hung it up, and began preparing supper. Her
husband would be home soon. ||
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Andrzej Sosnowski

Mar. 2011

Poems

150 pgs.

$13.95 [pb)

5.5" by 8.5"
978-1-934824-32-0

LOCl] 4 I gs |

_aSelected Poems

e
il

Translaied from the Polish by Benfamin Paloff

20 Winter 2010

LODGINGS

ANDRZEJ SOSNOWSKI

Translated from the Polish by Benjamin Paloff

“Reading Andrzej Sosnowski is basically a never-ending pro-
cess: each act of reading calls for another.”
—Grzegorz Jankowicz

“Like absolute music . . . Even a cursory reading reveals Sos-
nowski the linguist, the religious Sosnowski, Sosnowski the
jokester, the dead-serious Sosnowski-as-economist.”

—Adam Wiedemann

READ AN
EXCERPT

lodgings is the first representative selection of Sosnowski's work available in

English. Spanning his entire career, from the publication of Life in Korea in 1992

fo his newest poems, this is a book whose approach fo language, literature, and

the representation of experience is simulianeously resonant and strange—a cock-

tail party where lowlifes and sophisticates hobnob with French theorists and British

glam rockers, unsettling us with the hard accuracy of their pronouncements.

One of the foremost Polish poets of his generation, Andrzej Sosnowski's work

demonstrates a dazzling range of influences and echoes, from Ronald Firbank

and Raymond Roussel to John Ashbery and Elizabeth Bishop. Also an influential

editor and critic, he has received most of the literary honors available to poets in

Poland, including the prestigious Silesius Prize.

Andrzej Sosnowski was born in Warsaw in 1959. A poet, franslator, and
essayist, he studied and later taught in at the University of Warsaw. His collec-
tions include Life on the Korea, Nouvelles impressions d’Amérique, A Season
on Hel, Convoy: An Opera, and Zoom. He has franslated many American and
English Poets, including Ezra Pound, Ronald Firbank, and Edmund White, and
he has received many literary prizes, including the Koscielski Foundation Prize
and the Kazimiera Makowiczéwna Prize.

Benjamin Paloff is the author of The Politics, and has translated several books
from Polish—most recently, Marek Bienczyk's Transparency. He edits poefry and
crificism at Boston Review and feaches at the University of Michigan. His poems
have appeared in The New Republic, Paris Review, and elsewhere.

Open Letter
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Translated from the Polish by Benjamin Paloff
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What Is Poetry

Sure, it's no strategy for survival,

nothing fo live on. Your obsfinacy is laughable

as you recall the enchanted lakes,

the rustling woods and hushed caverns

where a voice echoes out vividly, surely for centuries.
Sibyls2 What matters is leaves, then maybe the rhyme
of voice and choice, since voices press against the world,
and choice is that which does not enfrust names

fo leaves. Just you try to catch them! Try

fo touch the ground and fly farther,

like a flaf stone over water—how many times?2

Five, twelve? A sequence of poems and reflections,

a sequence of leaves, and anyway all the siones and leaves
lie one afop the other according to an ancient order,
their forms unclear. Then there's the cavern,

or the teeny room. But that gust!

The draft as you open the door, and the wind
disperses the leaves, and the world rears up,

and the words come like a sprinkling of confetti.

But don't give us the stinkeye, don't head out

a sourpuss, not yet. No need to regref the delay,

for perhaps it will sing2 Maybe it will suddenly say
what people and wars are like, travels and travails,

how things stand, what news?

Founding of a Different Colony

And we'll have to furnish them with news
media, enigmatic surveys, reports

on the number of steps the ballerina took
af the casting call, and ethereal shots

of Antarctic snow, a flash of butterfly
wings in the mist of an Andean waterfall,
non-stop, live, and without commentary.
And the same old station breaks. And quality?
Has the art of dying gone out of style?
No initials. Those who don't like it are free
fo pass single-file through foreign territory,

seeking adventures not on the schedule.
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Forthcoming titles from Open Letter include works from Argentina,
Catalonia, Czech Republic, Poland, and numerous other countries.

Open letter searches for works that are extraordinary and
influential, works that will become the classics of tomorrow.

Marguerite Duras

The Sailor from Gibraltar
(irans. Barbara Bray)
$12.95 (pb) I a novel
978-1-934824-04-7
France

Macedonio Ferndndez

The Museum of Eterna’s Novel
(irans. Margaret Schwartz)
$14.95 (pb) I a novel
078-1-934824-06-1

Al' ti

9

Rubem Fonseca

The Taker & Other Stories
(trans. Clifford Landers)
$15.95 (he) | short stories
Q78-1-034824-02-3
Brazil

Ricardas Gavelis

Vilnius Poker

(trans. Elizabeth Novickas)
$17.95 (he) | a novel
Q78-1-934824-054
Lithuania

Jan Kjeerstad

The Conqueror

(trans. Barbara Haveland)
$17.95 (he) | a novel
978-1-934824-03-0
Norway

Jan Kjeerstad
The Discoverer

[=

llia Leonard Peijffer
Rupert: A Confession
(trans. Michele Hutchison)
$14.95 (he) | a novel
978-1-934824-09-2
Netherlands

Jakov Lind

Ergo

[irans. Ralph Manheim)
$13.95 (pb) | a novel
Q78-1-934824-17-7
Austria

Jakov Lind

Llandscape in Concrete
[irans. Ralph Manheim)
$13.95 (pb) | a novel
Q78-1-934824-14-6
Austria

Andreas Maier

Klausen

(trans. Kenneth J. Northcotf]
$14.95 (pb) | a novel
978-1-934824-16-0
Germany

Quim Monzd

Gasoline

(trans. Mary Ann Newman)
$14.95 (pb) | a novel
Q78-1934824-18-4
Catalonia

Elsa Morante
Aracoeli

Bragi Olafsson

The Pets

(trans. Janice Balfour)
$14.95 (he) | a novel
978-1-934824-01-6
Iceland

llya [If & Evgeny Petrov

The Golden Calf

[trans. Gurevich & Anderson)
$15.95 (pb) | a novel
Q78-1-934824-07-8
Russia

Jerzy Pilch

The Mighty Angel
(trans. Bill Johnston)
$15.95 (he) | a novel
078-1-934824-08-5
Poland

Jerzy Pilch

A Thousand Peaceful Cities
(trans. David Frick)
$14.95 (pb) | a novel
Q78-1-934824-27-6
Poland

Merceé Rodoreda
Death in Spring

[trans. Martha Tennent)
$14.95 (he) | a novel
078-1934824-11-5
Catalonia

The Dark, Sergio Chejfec (Argentinal)
My Two Worlds, Sergio Chejfec (Argentina)

A THOLEARD

Dubravka Ugresic
Nobodly’s Home

(trans. Ellen Elias-Bursad)
$16.95 (he) | essays
978-1-934824-009
Europe

Jorge Volpi

Season of Ash

(trans. Alfred MacAdam)
$15.95 (pb) I a novel
0Q78-1-934824-10-8
Mexico

Ingrid Winterbach

To Hell with Cronjé
(trans. Elsa Silke)
$15.95 (pb) | a novel
978-1-934824-30-6
South Africa

ed. Words Without Borders
The Wall in My Head
(trans. multiple)

$15.95 (pb) | anthology
078-1-934824-23-8
World

Alejandro Zambra

The Private Lives of Trees
(trans. Megan McDowell)
$12.95 (pb) I a novel
Q78-1-934824-24-5
Chile

it 7~ &4 KB

FORTHCOMING FROM OPEN LETTER
My First Suicide, Jerzy Pilch (Poland)

Cicatrices, Juan José Saer [Argentina)

The Planets, Sergio Chejfec (Argentina) la Grande, Juan José Saer (Argentina)

[trans. Barbara Haveland)
$17.95 (he) | a novel

(trans. William Weaver)
$14.95 (pb) | a novel

Poems, Eduardo Chirinos (Peru)

Maidenhair, Mikhail Shishkin (Russia)

The Selected Stories of Danilo Kis (Yugoslavia)
978-1-934824-15-3 Cathedral, Henrik Nordbrandt {Denmark)
Italy Guadalajara, Quim Monzé (Catalonia)

The Guinea Pigs, Ludvik Vaculik (Czechoslovakia)
The Book of Happenstance, Winterbach (South Africal
The Selected Stories of Can Xue (China)

978-1-934824-12-2
Norway
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Together, Three Percent and Open letter are the premier To find more books, information, excerpts, and to
resources for infernational literature on the web. order online, please visit www.openletterbooks.org.

Laim . THREE PERCENT WINTER 2010 BOOKS—20% OFF Qry. PRICE
; The Ambassador by Bragi Olafsson ($12.75)
The Sixty-Five Years of Washington by Juan José Saer ($11.95)

daily weblog Zone by Mathias Enard ($13.55)
The Selected Stories of Mercé Rodoreda ($12.75)

Lodgings by Andrzej Sosnowski ($11.15)

www.rochester.edu/threepercent

= international reviews

. news and evens SUMMER 2010 BOOKS—20% OFF
commentary Gasoline by Quim Monzo ($11.95)

The Private Lives of Trees by Alejandro Zambra ($10.35)
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book culture A Thousand Peaceful Cities by Jerzy Pilch ($11.95)
To Hell with Cronjé by Ingrid Winterbach ($12.75)

literary translation

insider publishing
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NAME ON CARD PHONE

review and desk copies
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