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Memoirs and Misinformation
A Novel
Jim Carrey & Dana Vachon

Knopf
July 2020

Rights sold:
Finland: Bazar
France: Les Editions de Seuil
Germany: Droemer
Italy: La Nave di Teseo
Lithuania: Alma Littera
Russia: Mann, Ivanov & 
Ferber
Slovakia: Albatros
Spain: Temas De Hoy
Sweden: HarperCollins 
Nordic
Taiwan: Sharp Point Press
Turkey: Epsilon

Other rights available

JIM CARREY is an award-
winning actor and artist.

DANA VACHON is the 
author of the novel Mergers 
and Acquisitions. His 
essays and journalism have 
appeared in The New York 
Times, Slate, and Vanity Fair. 
He lives in Brooklyn. 

“None of this is real and all of it is true.”—Jim Carrey
Meet Jim Carrey. Sure, he’s an insanely successful and 

beloved movie star drowning in wealth and privilege—but he’s also 
lonely. Maybe past his prime. Maybe even . . . getting fat? He’s tried 
diets, gurus, and cuddling with his military-grade Israeli guard dogs, 
but nothing seems to lift the cloud of emptiness and ennui. Even 
the sage advice of his best friend, actor and dinosaur skull collector 
Nicolas Cage, isn’t enough to pull Carrey out of his slump. 
But then Jim meets Georgie: ruthless ingénue, love of his life. And 
with the help of auteur screenwriter Charlie Kaufman, he has a role 
to play in a boundary-pushing new picture that may help him uncover 
a whole new side to himself—finally, his Oscar vehicle! Things are 
looking up! 
But the universe has other plans.
Memoirs and Misinformation is a fearless semi-autobiographical 
novel, a deconstruction of persona. In it, Jim Carrey and Dana 
Vachon have fashioned a story about acting, Hollywood, agents, 
celebrity, privilege, friendship, romance, addiction to relevance, fear 
of personal erasure, our “one big soul,” Canada, and a cataclysmic 
ending of the world—apocalypses within and without.

[Watch Jim Carrey on The Daily Show with Trevor Noah]
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“A mad fever dream. Carrey and his collaborator Vachon pull out 
all the stops as their protagonist Jim Carrey careens from midlife 
blues through love and career complications toward the apocalypse 
. . . gems of comic fantasy and the nuggets of memoir gold.” 
—Kirkus

‘The book is at its best when Carrey grapples with his insecurities 
and anxieties. Ultimately, Memoirs and Misinformation is about 
how even larger-than-life figures are prone to feeling small. A 
bombastic, science fiction-fueled finale hammers home the Truman 
Show-esque idea of being undressed by the all-knowing public 
eye.”
—Washington Post

A New York Times Bestseller

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=CQ-ad1VSgeE&ab_channel=TheDailyShowwithTrevorNoah
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EXCERPT

They knew him as Jim Carrey.

And by the middle of that December his lawn had burned to a dull, amber brittle. And at night, after the 
sprinklers’ ten minutes of city-rationed watering, the grass blades floated in pooled water—limp and wasted 
like his mother’s hair in the final morphine sweats.

The city of Los Angeles had been moving hellward since April, with bone-dry reservoirs and strings of scorching 
days, the forecasts reading like a sadist’s charm bracelet, 97-98-105-103. Last week an F-16 had flashed like a 
switchblade through the ash-filled sky just as one of the gardeners on the Hummingbird Road estate collapsed 
of sunstroke and fell into seizures. The man fought as they carried him to the house, saying the Virgin Mary had 
promised him a slow dance for three dollars in the cool shade of the ravine. At night came the Santa Anas, those 
devil winds that sapped the soul, that set police sirens wailing as the sunsets burned through napalm oranges into 
sooty mauves. Then each morning a smoggy breath would draw across the canyons and into the great house, 
passing through air filters recently equipped with sensors to detect assassination by nerve gas.

He was bearded and bleary eyed after months of breakdown and catastrophe. He lay naked in his bed, so far from 
peak form that if you watched through a hacked security camera at this moment you might barely recognize him, 
might at first confuse him with a Lebanese hostage. Then, in a swell of facial recognition, you’d realize: This is 
no ordinary shut-in watching television alone on a gigantic bed, and as the bloodred Netflix logo glared from an 
unseen TV you’d say, “I know this man, I’ve seen him on everything from billboards to breakfast cereals. He’s 
the movie star: Jim Carrey.”

Just weeks ago, thirty seconds of home security footage was leaked to The Hollywood Reporter by some traitor 
in his extended personal-protection apparatus. In it Carrey bobbed facedown and fetal in his pool, wailing 
underwater like a captive orca. His publicist, Sissy Bosch, told Variety that he was preparing to play John the 
Baptist for Terrence Malick, who conveniently declined comment. The video sold for fifty thousand dollars, a 
sum just large enough to inspire that most sacred of animal behaviors—a spontaneous market response. After the 
fifth paparazzo scaled his backyard fence, his security team had it raised to fifteen feet, electrified, and fringed 
with razor wire, an eighty-five-thousand-dollar job including the city council bribe. Jim had since begun to hear 
the sizzles and squeaks of electrocuted wildlife as a sorrowful necessity, animal sacrifice to his godhead. And 
while some believed Sissy Bosch’s John the Baptist story, most noted that it didn’t explain Carrey’s weight gain, 
or why some heard a distinctly Chinese accent in his moanings.

It was now 2:58 in the morning.

He’d been watching television for seven hours.



Betty
A Novel
Tiffany McDaniel

Knopf
August 2020

Rights sold:
France: Editions Gallmeister
Holland: Signatuur
Hungary: Europa
Italy: Atlantide
UK: Weidenfeld & Nicolson

Other rights available

TIFFANY MCDANIEL is 
an Ohio native whose writing 
is inspired by the rolling hills 
and buckeye woods of the 
land she knows. She is also 
a poet and a visual artist. Her 
debut novel was The Summer 
That Melted Everything. 

A stunning, lyrical coming-of-age novel set in the rolling foothills 
of the Appalachians in which a young girl, with only the 

compass of her father’s imagination, must navigate racism, sexism, 
and the dark secrets that will haunt her for the rest of her life.
“A girl comes of age against the knife.”
So begins the story of Betty Carpenter. Born in a bathtub in Arkansas 
in 1954 to a Cherokee father and white mother, Betty is the sixth of 
eight siblings. The world they inhabit is one of poverty, racism, abuse, 
and violence—from outside the family, and also, devastatingly, from 
within. After years on the road, searching in vain for a better life, the 
Carpenters return to their hometown of Breathed, Ohio, in northern 
Appalachia. There, they move into a sprawling wreck of a farmhouse 
that local legend says is cursed. The townsfolk decide the Carpenters 
are cursed, too: “My mother gave birth to eight of us.” Betty tells 
us in her frank, wry voice. “More than one would die for no good 
reason in the prizewinning years of their youth. Some blamed God 
for taking too few. Others accused the Devil of leaving too many.”
But Betty is resilient. Her father’s inventive stories are kindling for 
the fire of her own imagination and even in the face of tragedy and 
death, her creativity is irrepressible. Against overwhelming odds, she 
may be the first member of her family to break the cycle of abuse and 
trauma—and escape. 

[Watch Tiffany McDaniel talk at BEA with editor Tim O’Connell 
here]

An Indie Next “Great Read for September”

O Magazine’s “Best Books to Pick Up Before Summer Ends”

Entertainment Weekly’s “20 Late-Summer Must-Reads for 
August”

E! Online’s “17 Books to Check Out Before the End of 
Summer”

Salon’s “Provocative Must-Reads for August”

“The book is rich with the texture of everyday living. It’s these 
details that sing Betty to life and bring readers fully into the 
Appalachian landscape and the social milieu of Breathed.”
—Ilana Masad, Los Angeles Times 

“Tiffany McDaniel has given us a vivid and haunting portrait of 
the writer as a young girl. Betty Carpenter survives the brutality of 
her childhood through her father’s stories and his steadfast belief 
in her own. A novel of tragedy and trouble, poetry and power, not a 
story you will soon forget.”
—Karen Joy Fowler, New York Times bestselling author of The 
Jane Austen Book Club and the Man Booker Prize finalist We Are 
All Completely Beside Ourselves

“Epic, lyrical. A sweeping and heart-wrenching exploration of how 
we understand our parents’ lives and how our children will one day 
understand our own.” 
—Booklist, starred
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Winner of the PRIX DU ROMAN FNAC 2020 & a BEA Buzz Book

https://randomhouse.box.com/s/bhljbmpjhst18s6ti7gj6f9orb0p1lys
https://www.latimes.com/entertainment-arts/books/story/2020-08-18/a-mothers-joys-and-awful-secrets-passed-down-through-a-daughters-fiction


EXCERPT

I’m still a child and only as tall as my father’s rifle. He’s asking me to bring it with me as I go out to him on the 
hood of the car. His body is like a tin roof in the summer. When I sit beside him, I feel the heat coming up off 
his skin. I feel like we’re two green apples ripening to red in a jar under the sun. 

I don’t mind that his fragrance is sweat and grease from working on the car or that the tomato seeds leftover 
from his afternoon lunch in the garden drip from his chin down upon my arm where they cling to my flesh and 
rise above it like Braille on a page.    

“My heart is made of glass.” He rolls a cigarette. “My heart is made of glass and if I ever lose you, my heart 
will break into more hurt than eternity would have time to heal.”  

I reach into his sack of tobacco and rub the dry shards, feeling each as if it were its own animal, alive and mov-
ing from fingertip to fingertip.  

“What’s a glass heart like, Dad?” I ask because I feel like the answer will be greater than I can ever imagine. 

“A hollow piece of glass shaped like a heart,” he answers as if his voice is rising over the hills around us.  

“Is the glass red?” 

“Yes, it’s red. And it’s kind of hangin’ in there. Within the glass is the bird God caught all the way up in heav-
en.”  

“Why’d he put a bird in there?” I ask. 

“So a little piece of heaven would always be in our hearts. Safest place for a piece of heaven, I reckon.”

“What type of bird is it, Dad?”      

“Well, Little Indian.” He strikes the match against the sandpaper ribbon of his hat to light his cigarette. “I think 
it’d be a glitterin’ bird and her whole body would shine in little fires of light like Dorothy’s ruby slippers in that 
movie.” 

“What movie?”

“The Wizard of Oz. Remember Toto?” 

“The little black dog?”

“That’s right.” He lays my head against his chest. “Do you hear that? Thumpity, thump. Do you know what that 
sound is? Thumpity, thump, thump.”  

“The beatin’ of your heart.” 

“It’s the noise of the little bird flappin’ its wings.”

“The bird?” I hold my hand over my own chest. “What happens to the bird, Dad?” 

“You mean when we die?” He squints at me as if my face has become the sun.  

“Yes, when we die.” 

“Well, the glass opens like a locket and the bird flies out to lead us to heaven so we don’t get lost. It’s very easy 
to get lost on the way to a place you’ve never been before.”   

I keep my ear against his chest, listening to the steady beating. 

“Dad? Does everyone have glass hearts?” 

“Nope.” He takes a drag on his cigarette. “Just me and you, Little Indian. Just me and you.”
 
He raises the rifle and shoots it into the air. 
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Landslide
A Novel
Susan Conley

Knopf
February 2021

UK rights available

SUSAN CONLEY is the 
author of three previous 
novels including Elsey Come 
Home, and a memoir, The 
Foremost Good Fortune. Her 
work has appeared in The 
New York Times Magazine, 
The Paris Review, The 
Virginia Quarterly Review, 
The Harvard Review, The 
New England Review, and 
Ploughshares. She’s received 
multiple fellowships from the 
MacDowell Colony, as well as 
from the Bread Loaf Writers’ 
Conference, The Maine 
Arts Commission, and the 
Massachusetts Arts Council. 
She lives in Portland, Maine, 
where she’s on the faculty 
of the Stonecoast Writing 
Program at the University of 
Southern Maine.

A gorgeous jewel of a novel about a mother caring for her two sons 
while everything else—her marriage and the fishing industry 

her New England community relies on—threatens to crumble 
around her.
After a fishing accident leaves her husband hospitalized across the 
border in Canada, Jill is left to look after her two teenage boys—
”the wolves”—alone. Nothing comes easy in their remote corner of 
Maine: Money is tight, her son Sam is getting into more trouble by 
the day, and Jill begins to suspect her marriage isn’t as stable as she 
once believed. As one disaster gives way to the next, she begins to 
think that it’s not enough to be a caring wife and mother anymore—
not enough to show up when needed, nudge her boys in the right 
direction, believe everything will be okay. But how to protect this 
life she loves, this household, this family?
With remarkable poise and startling beauty, Landslide ushers us into 
a modern household where, for a family at odds, Instagram posts, 
sex-positivity talks, and old fishing tales mingle to become a kind of 
love language. It is a stunning portrait of a family, as compelling as 
it is moving, and raises the question of how to remain devoted when 
the eye of the storm closes in.

[Watch Susan Conley discuss the book with her editor Carole Baron 
here]

[Watch Susan Conley read an excerpt here]

 “I loved Landslide. Susan Conley is such a spare, eloquent writer. 
Her characters are richly but economically drawn, in this case Jill’s 
two teenaged sons called ‘the wolves,’ and at the heart of the story 
is a marriage that may or may not come apart. You are right there 
with them in a fishing village in Maine, feeling the wind, the sea, 
the danger, just as you feel Jill’s worries, frustrations, her longings, 
her love for her family. Smart, honest, and funny, this is a story you 
won’t forget.” 
—Judy Blume, author of In the Unlikely Event

“Susan Conley has knocked it out of the park with Landslide. It is a 
spectacular tale of hardship and healing told in Conley’s gorgeous, 
luminous prose. Funny, moving, and deeply insightful, the novel 
takes such a fresh look at marriage, motherhood, and the wondrous 
inner lives of teenagers. A truly beautiful and unforgettable love 
story of a family on the brink.” 
—Lily King, author of Writers & Lovers

“A supple examination of the sweet, enduring electricity generated 
by the ever-present pairings of darkness and light, fear and security, 
love and loss. If it sounds like a novel for our current predicament, 
current opportunity, that’s because it is. Landslide is wise and 
vulnerable, while Conley’s sweet, dry humor allows us sips of hope 
for the wonderful characters herein.”
—Rick Bass, author of For a Little While
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https://randomhouse.box.com/s/sl49cw7i7o6i8mdk8ex49nb9n31pm7u9
https://randomhouse.box.com/s/sl49cw7i7o6i8mdk8ex49nb9n31pm7u9
https://randomhouse.box.com/s/injk7y0lr2kugm6rgtz1tmspiyb5bifn


EXCERPT

When the Fleetwood Mac song comes on, it is late afternoon at the end of the longest October. We are half-way 
down the peninsula, and I tell the wolves I was raised on Stevie Nicks. So could they please let me listen to the 
whole thing. Because Sam, the younger one, has a bad habit of changing the station. 

“Mom,” he says in his deadpan and stares out the cracked windshield. “I already knew that about you growing up 
on Stevie Nicks.” 

He is sixteen and gangly, with poking collarbones like car door handles. He wants to be a professional basketball 
player, but will settle for rock musician. His face has grown long and gaunt, so he doesn’t look like himself but 
the person he is in the process of becoming. 

I tell myself it is a beautiful face. It’s important to tell myself many things about teenage boys are beautiful so I 
do not panic. Living with them now is sometimes like living in a foreign country. 

The tourists have all left, and there are no other cars on the road. Just a fading sun that knives through the tops 
of the trees and puts its little spell on me. The song is about a woman who climbs a mountain at the end of a love 
affair and sees her reflection and becomes less afraid. It’s in a challenging register for me, so I’m almost crowing 
while I sing. But for many months I have wanted to be less afraid. I feel for a moment like Stevie Nicks is a close 
friend. Like she knows me. 

“Every time I turn on the radio,” Sam says in his most sarcastic voice. “It’s Stevie the Good Witch of the West 
Nicks. The thing is Mom, I don’t want to grow up in Maine on Fleetwood Mac like you did.” 

His hair is the color of straw and hangs below his ears, and I can’t tell if the hair is a joke or a bad fashion 
statement that involves rarely washing it. But I grin at him and move my head to the beat, because at least he’s 
speaking. Sometimes my son’s silence in the car is flammable. 

Charlie is in the back seat. He’s our moral police. Seventeen going on something like thirty-three. He thinks 
sports are a hoax and believes in the laws of physics and a senior named Lucy who recently moved to Maine from 
Burundi. He is taller and sturdier than Sam and has my husband’s dark, wavy hair that doesn’t move even in high 
winds. 

I am trying not to think about my husband. He is renowned on the peninsula for his energy and for being a 
fisherman who does not come home empty-handed. Last week his boat engine exploded off the Grand Banks, 
and he got airlifted to a dim hospital-wing in Eastern Canada where our insurance company is trying to keep him 
hostage. 

I miss Kit like missing an arm might feel. But I am not allowed to talk to the boys about how much I miss him. 
I am not allowed to talk to the boys about my dread or my worry or any of my emotions really. This is not 
because the boys are not emotional. It is just that no outward expression of emotion is sanctioned in this phase of 
development. 

I have still somehow convinced myself that I am needed more here with them than with my husband. Even though 
the boys answer most of my questions in monosyllables. Since I got back from the hospital two days ago, I have 
not been able to take my eyes off them.
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My Old Home
A Novel
Orville Schell

Pantheon
March 2021

Rights available

ORVILLE SCHELL is the 
director of the Center on 
U.S.-China Relations at the 
Asia Society. From 1996 to 
2007, he was the dean of the 
Berkeley Graduate School of 
Journalism. He has written 
10 nonfiction books on China 
and contributed to numerous 
publications, including The 
New Yorker, The Atlantic, 
The Nation, Foreign Affairs, 
and The New York Review of 
Books. He is also an Emmy 
Award-winning producer for 
PBS, NBC’s Nightly News, 
and CBS’s 60 Minutes. He 
divides his time between New 
York and San Francisco. 

A uniquely experienced observer of China now gives us a novel 
that recounts the familiar but still mesmerizing events from the 

rise of Mao to the Tiananmen Square uprising, and the impact that 
history has on one father and son.
At the center: Li Tongshu, one of the few Chinese citizens ever 
to graduate from the San Francisco Conservatory of Music. He is 
married to Vivian Knight, a Chinese American violinist. Tongshu 
is drawn by Mao’s promise “to build a new China,” and by the 
enthusiasm so many other Chinese artists and scientists living 
abroad express at that prospect. The odds of Tongshu ever having a 
successful career as a performer in the U.S. are small, and so when 
the new president of the recently established Central Academy of 
China offers him a teaching position, he decides to return home 
with his family. But now, Tongshu will be forced to contend with 
the erratic and unexpected shifts of a government determined to 
control the beliefs and convictions of the people; with suspicion of 
the Western culture that educated him; and with how the fortune and 
experience his son, Little Li, becomes caught up in the maelstrom 
of political and ideological upheaval that not only threatens to 
destroy his family, but that will ultimately destroy the essential 
fabric of Chinese society.

[Watch the author talk about the book and his switch to writing 
fiction here]

Praise for Watch Out for the Foreign Guests!:

“Lively, engrossing, informative.”
—The Wall Street Journal
 
“Schell is very good at this kind of reporting, which requires an 
eye as selective as it is sharp.”
—Newsweek

“No American writer catches the poignancy of the social encounter 
between Chinese and Americans as well as Orville Schell.”
—Ross Terrill
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https://randomhouse.box.com/s/19bj3cxthtgyuvyg582y1uynwf0hx5fa
https://randomhouse.box.com/s/19bj3cxthtgyuvyg582y1uynwf0hx5fa


EXCERPT

Long after the winter sky had drained of daylight, Li Tongshu had still not arrived back home. As Chairman 
Mao’s Great Proletarian Cultural Revolution gathered a frightening momentum, he rarely made it home before 
dark. His fourteen-year old son, Li Wende, sat alone waiting in their sparsely furnished single room inside the 
once elegant complex of gardens and halls enclosed by high gray brick walls known as Willow Courtyard. Beside 
two beds, a small round wooden table, a wardrobe and a tall wooden case with glass doors to protect the books 
and music inside from the dry dustiness of Beijing’s winter, the only piece of furniture of any distinction was an 
upright Steinway piano. Li Wende, known as Little Li in the neighborhood, was an unusually handsome boy, tall 
for his age but with a look of tentativeness that played about his eyes. As he sat on his father’s piano bench and 
waited, the chill wind whistling under the eaves of the sloping tiled roof made the single light bulb hanging from 
the rafters swing and cast ominous, undulating shadows across the silent room. When at last footsteps sounded 
outside, he ran to the door. Seeing the familiar silhouette of his father, head lowered and shoulders hunched 
against the cold was relief. But his somber expression made Little Li’s heart sink. Inside, he wordlessly prepared 
a simple meal of cold steamed buns and pickled vegetables, speaking little until they sat down. Then Li Tongshu 
took one of his son’s hands in his own and speaking very softly, offered: Almighty God, we thank you for this 
food. Bless us and keep us, make your light to shine upon us and be gracious unto us.

Because religious expression of any kind was forbidden, so Little Li felt frightened during these moments of 
whispered thanks. 
 
“Red Guards dragged old Professor Gao to the Conservatory concert hall for a struggle session this afternoon, 
attacked him as a ‘capitalist roader’  and a ‘Christian’,” said his father as he reopened his eyes. “They taunted him 
as an `ox ghost and a snake spirit’ and then paraded him through the courtyard,” continued Li Tongshu staring 
blankly off into space.
“What’s an ‘ox ghost,’ Poppa?” 

“Buddhists believe hell is guarded by a mythological demon with the head of an ox, so when Red Guards want to 
attack and malign someone, they call them ‘ox ghosts.’” 

“Did anyone help Professor Gao?” 

“There was no-one to comfort him.” Li Tongshu cast his eyes downward as if afraid to let his gaze meet that of 
his son. “Now they’ve ordered me to appear tomorrow to make a clean breast of it’ by confessing my ‘counter-
revolutionary crimes’.” As Beijing was besieged by Red Guard protests that fall in 1966, Little Li and his friends 
had found the drama incredibly exciting. Now, however, he felt not only frightened, but suddenly guilty and 
regretful.

“What crimes?” he asked in alarm. Other people might be secret “capitalists” or “counter-revolutionaries,” but 
his own father?

“My crimes are my U.S. training, your American mother, and my love of Western music.” 

“Will they force you to make an official confession?”

 “If one has committed no wrong, how can one confess?” asked Li Tongshu defiantly. Then, in a softer tone, 
“Little Li, you and I are all that remains of our family, so if anything were to happen to me, you must promise you 
will always…”

“But what can  happen to you, Father?” 

“We are in uncertain times, Son.”

“But...”

“If anything does happen,” he continued, “you must promise you’ll do everything Granny Sun tells you and 
always honor our family name.” His voice cracked with emotion. 
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Phase Six
A Novel
Jim Shepard

Knopf 
May 2021

Rights sold:
UK: Quercus

Other rights available

JIM SHEPARD is the author 
of seven previous novels, 
most recently The Book of 
Aron (winner of the 2016 
PEN New England award 
and a finalist for the Jewish 
Book Award) and four story 
collections, including Like 
You’d Understand, Anyway, 
which was a finalist for the 
National Book Award and 
won The Story Prize. His 
short fiction has appeared 
in, among other magazines, 
The New Yorker, Harper’s 
Magazine, McSweeney’s, The 
Paris Review, The Atlantic, 
Esquire, Tin House, Granta, 
Zoetrope, Electric Literature, 
and Vice, and has often been 
selected for The Best American 
Short Stories and The 
PEN/O. Henry Prize Stories. 
He lives in Williamstown, 
Massachusetts, with his 
wife and three children, and 
teaches at Williams College.

A  spare and gripping novel about the next pandemic—completed 
by the award-winning Jim Shepard before COVID-19 even 

emerged—that reads like a fictional sequel to our current crisis.
In a tiny settlement on the west coast of Greenland, 11-year-old 
Aleq and his best friend, frequent trespassers at a mining site 
exposed to mountains of long-buried and thawing permafrost, carry 
what they pick up back into their village, and from there Shepard’s 
harrowing and deeply moving story follows Aleq, one of the few 
survivors of the initial outbreak, through his identification and 
radical isolation as the likely index patient. While he shoulders 
both a crushing guilt for what he may have done and the hopes of a 
world looking for answers, we also meet two Epidemic Intelligence 
Service investigators dispatched from the CDC—Jeannine, an 
epidemiologist and daughter of Algerian immigrants, and Danice, 
an MD and lab wonk. As they attempt to head off the cataclysm, 
Jeannine—moving from the Greenland hospital overwhelmed with 
the first patients to a Level 4 high-security facility in the Rocky 
Mountains—does what she can to sustain Aleq. Both a chamber 
piece of multiple intimate perspectives and a more omniscient 
glimpse into the megastructures (political, cultural, and biological) 
that inform such a disaster, the novel reminds us of the crucial bonds 
that form in the midst of catastrophe, as a child and several hyper-
educated adults learn what it means to provide adequate support for 
those they love. In the process, they celebrate the precious worlds 
they might lose, and help to shape others that may survive.

[Watch Jim Shepard talk about the book with editor Deb Garrison 
and read an excerpt here]

Praise for Jim Shepard:

“Shepard is an outrageously versatile and gifted fiction writer.” 
—The Washington Post

“Immensely rewarding, shocking and beautiful. Shepard, who for 
years has been one of this country’s greatest fiction writers, is as 
original here as he has ever been.” 
—NPR  
 
“A magnificent tour de force. Shepard is a writer of extraordinary 
historical vision, psychological acuity, and searing irony.” 
—Booklist (starred review)
 
“An astonishingly powerful demonstration of fiction’s capacity to 
transport us across time and space. An absolute pleasure to read.”
—The Christian Science Monitor 
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https://randomhouse.box.com/s/on8al6p6ef0c36npkm9e65ce7mdq71ym
https://randomhouse.box.com/s/on8al6p6ef0c36npkm9e65ce7mdq71ym


EXCERPT

Malik had liked what he’d seen of the new mining camp, three cargo containers with doors that they guessed 
were offices and two tents on the bare rock around a big hole dug in the permafrost, with one of those sectional 
chain link fences that anyone could slide under.  He especially liked the drill rig, which had been floated in on a 
barge with its own crane while the whole settlement had watched, and which almost hadn’t made it over the ridge 
despite being pulled by a giant thing with tracks like their snowmobiles, which had also had to come in on a barge.  

The drill rig had been taller than the top of their church steeple but they hadn’t gotten very close before they’d 
been shooed away by a foreman in a green hard hat who’d headed toward them flapping his hand, so they’d waited 
a few nights before going back.  Then Aleq left his grandparents snoring into each other’s faces and met Malik in 
front of the cemetery and they rode all the way back out to the mine.  Once they were well into the hills, he could 
see Malik keeping an eye out for the qivittoq, which his grandfather had also for their benefit called the taaqtoq, 
or This Thing of Darkness, to make it even scarier. 
 
“Do you think the mining company has cameras?” Malik asked once they got there.  They were still sweating 
from all the hills.   They laid their bikes down and crouched, and Aleq asked himself what they were crouching 
for.  He led Malik up to the fence, watching for anything that looked like a camera.   The fence was held in place 
by cement blocks piled with big rocks, so it was easy to move and slide under.  

They could smell rain but it wasn’t raining yet.   The wind picked up and his nose ran.  The plastic sheets that 
weren’t tied down over the equipment whipped and snapped and the tent walls bowed in.   There was a big toolbox 
near the tents, but it was locked with a padlock.  Malik spent a lot of time by the drill rig, but Aleq went over to the 
pit.  He got on his belly and put his chin on the edge and the cold air coming up from the blackness below rolled 
over him like water.  Down that low, besides the dirt and broken stone, he could smell the crowberry stalks and 
bunting scat.  He climbed the giant pile of excavated permafrost and when Malik saw him making landslides by 
jumping downward he came running over.  They slogged up to the very top and sat.   Malik burrowed his butt in 
and stuck his legs out, recognizing the silence of someone else’s happiness.   Then he pushed Aleq a little ways 
down the pile and Aleq stayed where he stopped, his face in the dirt.   

They visited the camp the next three nights, and on that fourth night, back on the dirt pile, Aleq showed Malik a 
rock he’d unearthed with some digging that was glassy smooth on one side from the polish Ice Age glaciers had 
given it eleven thousand years earlier.  But what had also caught Aleq’s attention was a cavity where the surface 
had been spalled off, a scar of fractured crystals of feldspar and hornblende and ancient ice.  Aleq had been taken 
with the contrasting textures and had brought his friend’s palm over to experience the difference between polish 
and edge.  Two days earlier, the drill bit’s hammering on the rock had finally broken the chemical bonds holding 
it to the face of its outcropping, and when the crystals had cracked and the stress boundaries had separated, a 
cluster of molecules that had previously thrived in the respiratory tract of an early variant of the Bering goose and 
that had been trapped with some throat tissue in the crystalline framework during the Holocene glaciation had 
been re-introduced to the air and the warming sun.  Even lying there in the darkness and dirt, Aleq could smell 
them, like heated metal.   He had Malik smell, too, those molecules that were now released to become a part of 
something new. 
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The President’s Daughter
A Novel
Bill Clinton & James Patterson

Knopf & Little, Brown
June 2021

Rights sold:
France: Lattès
Holland: Nieuw Amsterdam
Sweden: Mondial
Turkey: Ithaki
UK: Hutchinson

Other rights available

BILL CLINTON was elected 
President of the United States 
in 1992, and he served until 
2001. After leaving the White 
House, he established the 
Clinton Foundation, which 
helps improve global health, 
increase opportunity for girls 
and women, reduce childhood 
obesity and preventable 
diseases, create economic 
opportunity and growth, and 
address the effects of climate 
change. He is the author of a 
number of nonfiction works, 
including My Life, which was 
a #1 international bestseller. 
With James Patterson, 
he is co-author of the #1 
international bestselling novel 
The President Is Missing.

JAMES PATTERSON is the 
world’s bestselling author. 
The creator of Alex Cross, he 
has produced more enduring 
fictional heroes than any 
other novelist alive. He lives 
in Florida with his family.

There’s a new administration in the White House. But it’s the 
previous First Family who tops an international assassin’s hit 

list.
Matthew Keating is a former Navy SEAL—and a former President 
of the United States, now relocated to rural New Hampshire after a 
brave but ill-fated military mission cost him his second term.
All he wants is to sink into anonymity with his family (and his 
Secret Service detail). But when he’s briefed on an imminent threat 
against his daughter, Keating’s SEAL training may prove more 
essential than all the power, connections, and political acumen he 
gained as President.
“I never imagined I’d be writing a book with a master storyteller 
like Jim, much less two. I was grateful for the success of the first 
book, and I believe readers will enjoy reading The President’s 
Daughter as much as I’m enjoying working on it,” said President 
Clinton. 
“Working with President Clinton has been a highlight of my career, 
and I’m thrilled to have the chance to write with him again,” said 
Patterson. “It was gratifying to see the enthusiastic response to our 
first book, and I’m eager to get The President’s Daughter into the 
hands of readers—they won’t be disappointed.”

[Watch Bill Clinton and James Patterson introduce the book here]

Praise for The President is Missing:

“President Duncan for a second term!” 
—USA Today

“This book’s a big one.” 
—New York Times

“Towers above most political thrillers.” 
—Pittsburgh Post-Gazette

“The plotting is immaculate . . . the writing is taut.” 
—Sunday Times London

“Ambitious and wildly readable.” 
—New York Times Book Review

“An undeniably gripping ride through the hidden passageways of 
power and politics that moves like Air Force One.” 
—Michael Connelly
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EXCERPT

LAKE MARIE

New Hampshire

An hour or so after my daughter, Mel, leaves, I’ve showered, had my second cup of coffee, and read the 
newspapers—just skimming them, really, for it’s a sad state of affairs when you eventually realize just how 
wrong journalists can be in covering stories. With a handsaw and a set of pruning shears, I head off to the south 
side of our property. It’s a special place, even though my wife, Samantha, has spent less than a month here in all 
her visits. Most of the land in the area is conservation land, never to be built upon, and of the people who do live 
here, almost all follow the old New Hampshire tradition of never bothering their neighbors or gossiping about 
them to visitors or news reporters.

Out on the lake is a white Boston Whaler with two men supposedly fishing, although they are Secret Service. Last 
year the Union Leader newspaper did a little piece about the agents stationed aboard the boat—calling them the 
unluckiest fishermen in the state—but since then, they’ve been pretty much left alone.

As I’m chopping, cutting, and piling brush, I think back to two famed fellow POTUS brush cutters—Ronald 
Reagan and George W. Bush—and how their exertions never quite made sense to a lot of people. They thought, 
Hey, you’ve been at the pinnacle of fame and power, why go out and get your hands dirty?

I saw at a stubborn pine sapling that’s near an old stone wall on the property, and think, Because it helps. It keeps 
your mind occupied, your thoughts busy, so you don’t continually flash back to memories of your presidential 
term.

The long and fruitless meetings with Congressional leaders from both sides of the aisle, talking with them, arguing 
with them, and sometimes pleading with them, at one point saying, “Damn it, we’re all Americans here—isn’t 
there anything we can work on to move our country forward?”

And constantly getting the same smug, superior answers. “Don’t blame us, Mr. President. Blame them.”

The late nights in the Oval Office, signing letters of condolence to the families of the best of us, men and women 
who had died for the idea of America, not the squabbling and revenge-minded nation we have become. And three 
times running across the names of men I knew and fought with, back when I was younger, fitter, and with the 
teams.

And other late nights as well, reviewing what was called—in typical innocuous, bureaucratic fashion—the 
Disposition Matrix database, prepared by the National Counterterrorism Center, but was really known as the “kill 
list.” Months of work, research, surveillance, and intelligence intercepts resulting in a list of known terrorists who 
were a clear and present danger to the United States. And there I was, sitting by myself, and like a Roman emperor 
of old, I put a check mark next to those I decided were going to be killed in the next few days.

The sapling finally comes down.

Mission accomplished.

I look up and see something odd flying in the distance.

I stop, shade my eyes. Since moving here, I’ve gotten used to the different kinds of birds moving in and around 
Lake Marie, including the loons, whose night calls sound like someone’s being throttled, but I don’t recognize 
what’s flying over there now.

I watch for a few seconds, and then it disappears behind the far tree line.

And I get back to work, something suddenly bothering me, something I can’t quite figure out.
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The Brittanys
A Novel
Brittany Ackerman

Vintage
June 2021

Rights available

BRITTANY 
ACKERMAN’s debut essay 
collection, The Perpetual 
Motion Machine, was the 
winner of Red Hen Press’s 
Nonfiction Award. A 
graduate of Florida Atlantic 
University’s creative writing 
MFA program, Brittany has 
completed a residency at 
the Wellstone Center in the 
Redwoods and has attended 
the Mont Blanc Workshop in 
Chamonix, France, under the 
instruction of Alan Heathcock. 
She has also attended the 
Writing by Writers Methow 
Valley Workshop under the 
leadership of Ross Gay. The 
Brittanys is her first novel.  

Bursting with bittersweet nostalgia, a funny, poignant, perfectly 
voiced debut that brilliantly captures what it’s like to be a 

teenage girl. 
They’re not the most popular freshmen at their Florida prep school, 
but at least everyone knows their name(s). The Brittanys.
Brittany Rosenberg: drives her golf cart around her subdivision to 
meet boys.
Brittany Gottlieb: insists you can’t lose your virginity if you haven’t 
gotten your period. (She heard it somewhere!)
Brittany Tomassi: is from New York.
Brittany Jensen: once threw her tampon into a stranger’s swimming 
pool. A brash, bold, unapologetic tomboy. And the greatest person 
in the whole wide world.
At least as far as the fifth Brittany—our narrator—is concerned. 
Even within their friend group, she and Jensen are a duo: with 
their matching JanSport backpacks, Tiffany chokers, and Victoria’s 
Secret push-up bras, they are unstoppable. And now that they’re 
finally growing up, they’re going to do everything: dye their hair, 
attend no-parent parties, try pot, kiss boys for real . . . maybe even 
lose their virginities. 2004 is totally going to be their year!

     But Jensen, it turns out, may not share quite the same outlook. And 
within our narrator’s own family—in the lives of her exhausted 
mother and beloved, genius older brother—life-changing events 
may be taking shape. Events that only years later, looking back, she 
has the perspective to see.

[Watch Brittany Ackerman talk about her Florida upbringing and 
read an excerpt from the book here]

Praise for The Perpetual Motion Machine:

“Ackerman’s story is powerful. A brief but poignant memoir.”
—Kirkus Reviews

“Brittany Ackerman’s collection approaches childhood in a way 
that is far from nostalgic, even though it draws on the artifacts of 
family life.”
—BuzzFeed

“Full of hard-won wisdom, beautifully written, and deeply moving, 
this is an exquisite chronicle of family and trauma and hope and 
longing, and announces Ackerman as an exciting new voice in 
letters.”
—Alan Heathcock, author of Volt 
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EXCERPT 

Brittany Rosenberg’s lost her purse. She’s laughing though, not crying, even though her pink Coach bag could 
be floating around the fairgrounds, where teenagers are paid to dress up like zombies and pop out from behind 
maze walls. This was the ticket. We wanted to be scared. We had begged our parents to let us go. We paid for 
this, folded up twenty-dollar bills in our little plush wallets. This was the kind of occasion we wore jeans to, tight 
Brazilian jeans decorated with holes and embroidery that laced all the way up the thigh, with a nice top, our hair 
straightened by our regulation flat irons. We could never get the back straight and there was always one lumpy 
wave from the crown of our heads to the base of our necks. In pictures, it appears as though we are wearing hats 
made of our own hair.

There are five Brittanys in the group: Brittany Rosenberg, Brittany Jensen, Brittany Gottlieb, Brittany Tomassi 
and me. There is also a Mackenzie Bedner, aka Kenzie, and a Leigh Cotner, but we just call her Leigh. The seven 
of us: linked together, traversing the darkness of the fairgrounds filled with haunted houses for the month of 
October. It’s 80 degrees in Florida, even though it’s fall. Winds are strong, the telltale sign of a storm approaching, 
but we persist. Brittany Jensen’s parents lead us around, chaperones, and tell us to hold onto our things. Our hair 
blows into our lip-gloss and our bare arms dampen in the ever-present humidity. I’m the only one who brought a 
zip-up hoodie, and I’ve loaned it to Jensen who wears it unzipped and loose around her shoulders, pointless.

When Brittany Rosenberg screams, “My Coach purse! Where is it?” Jensen’s parents immediately identify the 
nearest attendant, a ponytailed teen in bloody face paint sporting a straw hat and wielding a flashlight. He looks 
for the purse on his hands and knees while we all laugh because he’s kind of cute. 

“What color is it?” he asks. 

“What’s your name?” Kenzie, the slutty one, asks back. She was the first of us to get felt up: in the seventh grade 
at Adam Leibowitz’s Bar Mitzvah. She’s also the only one who doesn’t stuff or wear a padded bra because she 
actually has boobs somehow. 

The ponytailed attendant shoots Kenzie a smile and Brittany Gottlieb, the know it all, wants to know “What was 
in the bag, anyway?” To which Rosenberg replies, “My permit! I just got it two weeks ago! And some tampons 
and my Hard Candy lip-gloss. Oh and fifty dollars for tonight.” 

Brittany Tomassi gets on all fours too, says, “We’ll find it, don’t worry!” Leigh twirls Rosenberg’s long black 
hair into one big knot, then lets it loose on her baby blue tank top, an attempt to comfort her, I guess. OR Leigh 
comforts Rosenberg and twirls her long black hair into one big knot, then letting it loose on her baby blue tank 
top. Leigh comforts Rosenberg by twirling Rosenberg’s long black hair into one big knot, then letting it loose on 
her baby blue tank top. 

Brittany Jensen, my best friend out of all the best friends, butt bumps me and turns me around to the Ferris wheel. 
When we were twelve we rode one together at her church’s annual fair. Without speaking we grabbed each other’s 
arms and thought to ourselves I hope we stop at the top, I hope we stop at the top. We closed our eyes and hoped 
so hard and when we felt the car shudder to a halt we opened our eyes and saw we were right smack dab at the 
apex. It was then we knew we were magic, witches, fairies—whatever you want to call it: but we could do it, make 
things happen just by thinking. 

For the last two years, we’ve used this power at school to get the fire alarm to go off or to get 100s on our 
math tests. Now we are fourteen, it’s two weeks before the real Halloween, and we know we can find Brittany 
Rosenberg’s purse if we use the magic. We turn away from the group and I grab Jensen’s arm as she grabs mine. 
We think, we hope, we drown out the loud music and flashing lights. We concentrate on that pink purse. We 
focus on Brittany Rosenberg’s face, her blue eyes, her black hair frizzing up in the humidity, her pale, flat tummy 
showing from underneath her top, her wedged sandals, her shiny, glossy lips. 

“I FOUND IT!” the ponytailed guy calls to our group. We run and see he’s actually found her bag, the pink Coach 
purse with interlocking C’s all over it. 

Kenzie writes her phone number on a used gum wrapper, using Leigh’s bony back as a flat surface to compose 
the note. She hands it to him and he asks, “How old are you anyway?” and she says “Sixteen” and he walks away 
laughing at the obvious lie. 

16



Bath Haus
A Novel
P.J. Vernon

Doubleday
June 2021

Rights available

P.J. VERNON was born in 
South Carolina. He holds 
a PhD in immunology and 
published science before 
turning his hand to publishing 
fiction. His first book, When 
You Find Me, was published 
in 2018 by Crooked Lane. 
He lives in Calgary with his 
partner and two wily dogs.

Aren’t you curious?
P.J. Vernon’s break-out new thriller reads like Gone Girl, but 

with gays and Grindr.
Oliver Park has everything to lose. He shouldn’t be visiting Haus, a 
gay bathhouse. He shouldn’t be hooking up with strangers, and he 
definitely should not be cheating on Nathan. That’s not the way his 
life works anymore.
Oliver’s past is riddled with dangerous secrets and manipulative 
boyfriends, but he’s a different person now. He has everything he 
ever wanted. A loving partner in Nathan, a prominent trauma 
surgeon from a stable East coast family. They live in a brick colonial 
in Georgetown. They even have a dog.
All Oliver wants is one last jolt from his old, transgressive life.
All Oliver expects to suffer is a guilty conscience. One new secret to 
remind him of the good life he has made with Nathan.
What he finds is a nightmare encounter and a searing moment of 
violence that threatens to shatter the life he’s forged, and the past he’s 
tried so hard to outrun.
To survive, Oliver must confront old secrets, unmask new enemies, 
and dig up the self-destructive past he thinks is long-since dead and 
buried.
For fans of Paula Hawkins, CJ Tudor, and Patricia Highsmith, 
Vernon’s domestic thriller is one for our time, replete with magnetic 
characters, exquisite psychological games, and nail-biting suspense. 

[Watch P.J. Vernon read an excerpt here]
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Praise for When You Find Me:

“Perfect for fans of Gillian Flynn. A psychological suspense novel I 
inhaled in two sittings that left me looking forward to Vernon’s next 
work because that was a hell of a debut!”
—Book Riot
“This gripping debut marks Vernon as a name to watch in the 
thriller genre.”
—Booklist
“Chilling, original, and incredibly unsettling. You will not be able 
to stop reading.”
—Hank Phillippi Ryan,  bestselling author of Trust Me
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EXCERPT
This is a fucking mistake.

My heart beats against the back of my sternum like it might knock itself still, killing me before I can go any 
further. I kill the ignition, and Nathan’s engine spins to a stop with a subtle tick-ticking. My wedding band 
shrieks from my left hand, and I tuck it into the glove box. Nathan and I aren’t married, but he insists we wear 
rings.

The iPhone in my pocket shakes like a miniature washing machine. Nathan. Wait it out, don’t move. A simple 
phone call, but I treat it like a kidney stone. Excruciating and it needs to pass. He leaves a voicemail.

“Oliver. Dinner’s wrapped up, headed back to the hotel now. Give me a call if you can. Wondering what you’re 
doing. Did you remember Tilly’s heartworm medication? Don’t forget. It’s important. Call me. Love you.”

Mental note: return Nathan’s call within the hour. Thirty minutes is his typical limit. If he doesn’t hear back 
within half an hour, we fight. But he’s out of town, and I can stretch it to an hour. He can’t fight me from 
Manhattan, and it sounds like he’s been drinking anyways. 

Cars jam the parking lot, bumper to bumper, nose to nose. Hidden from uninvited curiosity by a blanket of thick 
tree cover. No rhyme or reason or pattern ties one vehicle to another. A rust-scorched Pontiac sits beside a sleek 
black Mercedes. The polish on the Benz captures light from a lone street lamp, painting itself in electric blue 
waves. Countless more juxtapositions abound. Cross-sections of the city. Not a single thing in common between 
them, between their owners. 

Except one: the desire to have sex with other men. Anonymously. 

Breath fights me on the way out, clawing my windpipe like something feral. Oddly, my heart beat slows and 
for a moment, I worry perhaps it has stopped altogether. One sneaker in front of the other, I make for the door. 
A lone aperture—windowless, heavy. The building is unmarked save the name I’d found online earlier tonight: 
Haus. 

I tug the handle, and the door creaks open on one, two, five sets of metal hinges. Into the bathhouse I go. Low 
lighting, obviously. And a smell. A pervasive smell that soaks everything. I can almost wring it from the air. 
Cheap sterility. A pungent odor that’s at once recognizable. The purple bottle. Lavender, I think, and adjacent to 
Pine-Sol on every supermarket shelf. 

“Hey.” A man greets me from behind a glassed-in desk. Not unlike a bank teller. “You a member?”

No, I say—only not aloud. A cough, then: “No.”

“You need to buy one.” He passes a clipboard my way. I reach through the port flush against the counter, and 
note the thickness of his fingers. He’s large, but his sweatshirt still hangs loose. His features are drawn to the 
center of his face, crowding it unnecessarily. 

“How much?” I ask, certain I’ve spoken out loud. 

“Forty bucks. For the year. And I need your ID.”

Not bad, and an ID makes sense. No minors allowed. Here, a birthday makes the difference between no strings 
attached and ten years and a spot on the sex registry. I slide my driver’s license through the glass opening. 
Oliver Park. 26 years old. District of Columbia. Organ donor.

A flare of blue Xerox light crosses his face. The abrupt flicker leaves behind a wake of blackness as my eyes 
re-adjust. For a fleeting moment, Nathan materializes in the dark and my pulse spikes. But seeing things in the 
dark is normal. Things that aren’t there. My thoughts return to the copy machine. Proof of my visit crowds the 
tip of my tongue with questions, and I tug my bottom lip. 

He reads my mind: “For our records. We never share it, but we need to know who our patrons are. Legal shit.” A 
pause. “You signed?”

I nod and trade his clipboard—cash attached—for my license. He stoops beneath his desk, and for a few long 
seconds, I’m alone again. When he returns, he offers a cream-colored towel, folded into a neat square. Atop it: a 
single-use packet of lube, two condoms—fruit flavored—and a brass key on a rubber cord. 

“Nine-zero-three.” He grins, and his narrow eyes crease. The corners of his mouth nearly touch his beady irises 
like a feline. “Have fun.”
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What Strange Paradise
A Novel
Omar El Akkad

Knopf
July 2021

Rights sold:
UK: Picador

Other rights available

OMAR EL AKKAD is the 
author of American War. 
Born in Cairo, Egypt, he was 
raised in Doha, Qatar, until 
he moved to Canada with 
his family. He is an award-
winning journalist and author 
who has covered the NATO-
led war in Afghanistan, the 
military trials at Guantànamo 
Bay, the Arab Spring 
revolution in Egypt, the Black 
Lives Matter movement in 
Ferguson, Missouri, and many 
other of the most important 
events of the last decade. He 
is a recipient of Canada’s 
National Newspaper Award 
for investigative reporting 
and the Goff Penny Memorial 
Prize for Young Canadian 
Journalists, as well as three 
National Magazine Award 
honorable mentions. He lives 
in Portland, Oregon.

From the widely-acclaimed author of American War: a new 
novel—beautifully written, unrelentingly dramatic, and 

profoundly moving—that brings the global refugee crisis down to 
the level of a child’s eyes.
More bodies have washed up on the shores of a small island. 
Another over-filled, ill-equipped, dilapidated ship has sunk under 
the weight of its too many passengers: Syrians, Ethiopians, 
Egyptians, Lebanese, Palestinians, all of them desperate to escape 
untenable lives in their homelands. And only one has made the 
passage: nine-year-old Amir, a Syrian boy who has the good fortune 
to fall into the hands not of the officials but of Vänna: a teenage girl, 
native to the island, who lives inside her own sense of homelessness 
in a place and among people she has come to disdain. And though 
she and the boy are complete strangers, though they don’t speak a 
common language, she determines to do whatever it takes to save 
him. In alternating chapters, we learn the story of the boy’s life and 
of how he came to be on the boat; and we follow the girl and boy 
as they make their way toward a vision of safety. But as the novel 
unfurls we begin to understand that this is not merely the story of 
two children finding their way through a hostile world, it is the story 
of our collective moment in this time: of empathy and indifference, 
of hope and despair—and of the way each of those things can blind 
us to reality, or guide us to a better one.

[Watch Omar El Akkad introduce the book and read an excerpt 
here]

Praise for American War:

“El Akkad has an innate (and depressingly timely) feel for the 
textural details of dystopia; if only his grim near-future fantasy 
didn’t feel so much like a crystal ball.” 
—Leah Greenblat, Entertainment Weekly

“American War is an extraordinary novel. El Akkad’s story of a 
family caught up in the collapse of an empire is as harrowing as it is 
brilliant, and has an air of terrible relevance in these partisan times.”
—Emily St. John Mandel, author of Station Eleven

“El Akkad has created a brilliantly well-crafted, profoundly 
shattering saga of one family’s suffering in a world of brutal power 
struggles, terrorism, ignorance, and vengeance. American War is a 
gripping, unsparing, and essential novel for dangerously contentious 
times.”
—Donna Seaman, Booklist (starred review)
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EXCERPT

The child lay on the shore. All around him the beach is littered with the wreckage of the boat and the wreckage of its 
passengers: shards of decking, knapsacks cleaved and gutted, bodies frozen in unnatural contortion. Dispossessed 
of nightfall’s temporary burial, the dead ferment indecency. There’s too much of spring in the day, too much light.

Face down with his arms outstretched, the child appears from a distance as though playing at flight. And so too 
in the bodies that surrounded him, though distended with seawater and hardening, there flickers the remnants of 
some silent levitation, a severance from the laws of being.

The sea is tranquil now, the storm has passed. The island, but for the wreckage, is calm. A pair of plump, orange-
necked birds, stragglers from a northbound flock, take rest on the lamppost from which hangs one end of a police 
cordon and, in the breaks between the wailing of the sirens and the murmur of the onlookers, can be heard singing. 
The species is not unique to the island nor the island to the species, but the birds, when they stop here, change the 
pitch of their songs. The call is an octave higher, a sharp, throat-scraping thing.

In time a crowd gathers, tourists and locals alike. People watch.

The eldest of them, an arthritic fisherman driven in recent years by plummeting cherubfish stocks to kitchen work 
at a nearby resort, says that it’s never been like this before on the island. Other locals nod, because even though the 
history of their shores is a history of violent endings, of galleys flipped over the axis of their oars and fishing skiffs 
tangled in their own netting and once, during the war, an empty Higgins lander sheared to ribbons by shrapnel, the 
old man is still, in his own way, right. These are foreign dead.

For the better part of a year the dead and the living have washed up all along the eastern coast with such frequency 
that many of the nations on whose tourists the island’s economy depends have issued travel advisories. The hotels 
and resorts, in turn, have offered discounts.

Between them, the Coast Guard and the morgue keep a partial count of the dead and as of this morning it stands 
at one-thousand and twenty six but this number is as much as an abstraction as the dead themselves are to the 
people who live here and to whom all the shipwrecks of the previous year are a single shipwreck, all the bodies 
a single body.

Three officers from the municipal police force pull a long strip of caution tape along the breadth of the walkway 
that leads from the road to the beach. Another three wrestle with large sheets of blue boat-cover canvass, trying to 
build a curtain between the dead and their audience. In this way the destruction takes on an air of queer unreality, 
a stage play bled of movement, a fairy tale upturned. 

The officers, all of them young and impatient, manage to tether the canvass to a couple of lampposts from which 
the orange-necked birds whistle and flee. But even stretched to near-tearing, the canvass does little to hide the 
dead from view. Some of the onlookers shuffle awkwardly to the far end of the parking lot, where there’s still 
an acute line of sight between the draping and four television news trucks. Others climb on top of parked cars 
and sweep their cameras across the width of the beach, some with their backs to the carnage, their own faces 
occupying the center of the recording. The dead become the property of the living.

Oriented as they are, many of the shipwrecked bodies appear as though to have been spat up landward by the sea, 
or of their own volition to have walked out from its depths and then collapsed a few feet later. Except the child. 
Relative to the others he is inverted, his head closest to the lapping waves, his feet nestled into the warmer, lighter 
sand that remains dry even at highest tide. He is small but somewhere along the length of his body marks the sea’s 
farthest reach.

A wave brushes gently against the child’s hair. He opens his eyes.

At first he sees nothing, his sight hampered by the sting of salt and sand and strands of his own matted hair in his 
eyes. His surroundings appear to him as if behind frosted glass, or on the remembering end of a dream.

But other senses awake. He hears the sound of the sea, tame and metronomic. And beneath that, the hushed 
conversation of two men, inching closer to where he lay.

The child blinks the silt from his eyes; the world begins to take shape. The beach curves in a long, smooth 
crescent, visible to him until it disappears from view behind the rise of a rocky hill lined with thin, palm-like trees. 
It is but for the wreckage a beautiful place, tropical and serene.
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HA JIN left his native China 
in 1985 to attend Brandeis 
University. He is the author 
of eight novels, four story 
collections, three volumes 
of poetry, and a book of 
essays. He has received the 
National Book Award, two 
PEN/Faulkner Awards, the 
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From the universally admired, award-winning author of Waiting 
and The Boat Rocker, an urgent, timely novel that follows a 

famous Chinese singer severed from his country as he works to find 
his way in the United States.
After popular singer Yao Tian takes a private gig in New York at 
the end of a tour with his state-supported choir, expecting to pick up 
some extra cash for his daughter’s tuition fund, the consequences 
of his choice spiral out of control. On his return to China, he is 
informed that the sponsors of the event were in support of Taiwan’s 
secession and that he must deliver a formal self-criticism. When 
he is asked to forfeit his passport to his employer, he impulsively 
decides instead to return to New York to protest the government’s 
threat to his artistic integrity. With the help of his old friend, Yabin, 
Tian’s career begins to flourish in the United States. Soon placed 
on a government blacklist and thwarted by the State at every turn, it 
becomes increasingly clear that he may never return to China unless 
he denounces the freedoms that have made his new life possible. 
But Tian nevertheless insists on his identity as a performer, refusing 
to give up his art. Moving and important, A Song Everlasting 
is a story of hope in the face of hardship, from one of our most 
celebrated authors.

[Watch Ha Jin talk about his writing at the National Book Festival 
here]

[Watch Ha Jin in conversation with Orville Schell at the Asia 
Society here]

Praise for The Boat Rocker:

“A delicious satire. One of the most unsettling books about the 
moral dimensions of modern journalism.” 
—The Washington Post

“Both entertaining and thought-provoking. A powerful vehicle for 
the truths of our times.” 
—The Boston Globe

“It feels like a miracle—and a splendid irony—that an immigrant 
writer can fashion a novel with such quintessentially American 
themes from the front lines of the Chinese diaspora.” 
—The Seattle Times
 
“Savage satire. Ha Jin is a writer of simple yet powerful gifts.”
—The New York Times Book Review
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EXCERPT

The evening’s performance had been a success. After the finale, Yao Tian and his fellow performers from the 
People’s Ensemble gathered onstage and bowed to the six hundred people in the auditorium. As he was making 
his way down the side stairs, he caught sight of a tall man at the end of the front row. The man stood there, smiling 
at him while the crowd filed out the back and side doors. Soon he approached Tian. “Teacher Yao,” he said in 
English, his voice warm. “I’m so delighted to see you in New York. Your voice is as spectacular as it was a decade 
ago!”

Now Tian recognized him. “Han Yabin, what a miracle!” Without thinking, he cried out in English, which he 
could speak well.

He paused, hesitant to hug his friend, aware of his colleagues observing them in amazement. Some of them might 
make a mental note of his warm greetings to this local man and report it to their leaders back home. So instead, 
Tian held out his hand. Yabin shook it, then leaned in and whispered, “Can we have a drink nearby, Teacher Tao?”
By rule, Tian could not accept such an invitation without permission from the head of his troupe, so he excused 
himself and went up to Director Meng. “I just ran into an old friend,” Tian began. “Can I spend a little time with 
him tonight? I’ll be back to the hotel soon.”

Meng’s heavy-lidded eyes fixed on him, alarmed. Obviously he felt uneasy to let anyone in the troupe go out of 
his control here. Still he said, “That’s fine, but don’t be gone too long.”

“I’ll be back before midnight for sure.”

Out in the streets of downtown Flushing, the air smelled of rainwater. It was already nine o’clock. Pedestrians 
rushed past Tian and Yabin as they walked down Roosevelt Avenue together. Around them, people wove brazenly 
through traffic to cross the street, heedless of the honking cars. The ground trembled as a semi-trailer rolled past, 
its side printed with Chinese characters: Fresh Vegetables.

“Heavens, this is like China,” Tian said. “It’s like in the middle of a provincial town.”

“Flushing is like a big county seat, isn’t it?” Yabin laughed and got hold of Tian’s arm to guide him through the 
bustling thoroughfare. 

The laugh reminded Tian of when they were both young in Beijing. Yabin had been dashing, energetic; he 
organized private concerts, poetry readings, literary salons, arts exhibitions. Before his cultural activities were 
banned by the police, he had often invited Tian to sing at his events, paying him promptly and generously. He’d 
been one of the few young Chinese in Beijing who could mingle easily with foreigners. His handsome looks 
opened many doors, and his two years’ studying at Oxford (sponsored by the Ministry of Education) taught him to 
speak English fluently, with a British flair like a well-educated gentleman from Hong Kong. Americans and Brits 
had often assumed his accent was an affectation and some even mocked him, saying, “Your beautiful English 
puts me to shame.” But Yabin didn’t bother to acknowledge their slights, and never changed his way of speaking. 
Last Tian had heard, his old friend had quit his English lectureship at his university because he was not allowed 
to keep a relationship with a foreign woman teacher and he had gone abroad again, but Tian hadn’t known he had 
come to New York. 

Yabin still looked elegant. He was living here in Flushing now, he told Tian. He’d lost his Beijing residential 
status—it had been canceled by the police.

He took Tian to a bar called Dreamland at 38th Avenue and Prince Street. The place was crowded and noisy 
even on a Wednesday night, filled with young professional men and women in suits. Yabin knew the manager of 
the place, a thin man with brushy hair who quickly led them to a quiet table in the back room, where a karaoke 
machine was still on. A tallish waitress turned off the Hong Kong music and pulled an iPad out of the pocket of her 
orange apron. Yabin ordered Jinmen sorghum baijiu and suggested Tian try it too, saying it was Taiwan’s iconic 
drink, smooth and mellow—it wouldn’t go to your head. Yabin loved Jinmen even more than Maotai. He ordered 
it the American way, on the rocks. Tian didn’t drink liquor and ordered a Heineken. He had to be careful and avoid 
hard alcohol that might hurt his vocal chords.

In no time the waitress returned, holding a tray loaded with their orders, a bottle of beer and four fingers of the 
sorghum baijiu in a squad glass. She closed the door with her hip and then served their drinks. A thin platinum 
band flashed on her finger as she placed a bowl of mixed nuts on the table. 

When she’d left, Yabin said, “Now we can relax and enjoy ourselves.”
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TIMOTHY SCHAFFERT is 
the author of five novels: The 
Swan Gondola, The Coffins 
of Little Hope, Devils in the 
Sugar Shop, The Singing and 
Dancing Daughters of God, 
and The Phantom Limbs of the 
Rollow Sisters. He is associate 
professor of English and 
Director of Creative Writing 
at University of Nebraska-
Lincoln, the director of the 
(downtown) Omaha Lit Fest 
and a contributing editor at 
Fairy Tale Review. He blogs 
about the belle epoque and 
draws Hollywood starlets 
at http://theswangondola.
tumblr.com/ 

The Art Forger meets “Moulin Rouge” in this stylish, sexy page 
turner about Clementine, a queer American ex-pat and thief of 

rare scents who has retired to Paris, only to return to her old tricks 
in hopes of protecting the city she loves from the Nazis.
Clementine, sometimes known as Charlie, is a 72-year-old reformed 
con-artist with a penchant for impeccably tailored suits. Her life of 
crime has led her from the uber-wealthy perfume junkies of belle 
epoque Manhattan, to the scented butterflies of Costa Rica, to the 
spice markets of Marrakesh, and finally the bordellos of Paris, 
where she settles down and opens a legitimate shop bottling her 
favorite extracts for the ladies of the cabarets.
In 1941, the Germans stranglehold on the city is tightening 
and Clem’s perfume-making attracts the notice of Oskar Voss, 
a francophile Nazi bureaucrat, who comes to demand Clem’s 
expertise and loyalty in his mysterious play for Hitler’s favor. Clem 
has no choice but to surrender fully to the con, but even though 
she knew playing the part of collaborator would be dangerous, 
she never imagined it would be so painfully intimate. At Oskar’s 
command, and in an effort to win his mercy, Clem tells him the full 
story of her life and loves, this time without the cover of the lies she 
came to Paris to escape.

     Complete with romance, espionage, champagne towers and haute 
couture, this full-tilt sensory experience is a dazzling portrait of the 
underground world of twentieth century Paris and a passionate love 
letter to the power of beauty and community in the face of the most 
insidious hate.

[Listen to editor Margo Shickmanter introduce the book here]

[View Timothy Schaffert’s drawings here]

Praise for Timothy Schaffert:

“Timothy Schaffert is among the legions of authors who aren’t, I 
think, nearly as well-known as they should be. He writes novels of 
great tenderness and intelligence.”
—Emily St, Mandel, author of Station Eleven

“Schaffert has crafted one of the best novels you’ll read all year. 
At times gently funny, at times melodramatic, The Swan Gondola 
sweeps readers up into its considerable charms and does not 
relinquish them until the final paragraph.”
—Miami Herald
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EXCERPT

If you’re picturing me in some ladylike frock printed with posies, lace at the collar, don’t. I’m not done-up 
that way. I began wearing trousers long before we ladies were allowed. You’ll find me in tweed and neckties, 
shirtsleeves and cufflinks, fedoras and porkpies.  

People sometimes say, She’s still somewhat handsome, and I think they mean it as a compliment. 

“Are you whoever you are when you’re dressed,” a fellow asked me many, many years ago, decades probably, a 
bourbon in one hand, his other hand toying with the button of my suspenders, “or are you whoever you are when 
you’re naked?”

I’ve had aliases. Sometimes I committed my crimes as a man, sometimes a woman, sometimes a woman in a 
man’s clothes. I don’t think of myself as dishonest, though. Never did. I’ve told lies, yes, but you can’t call me a 
liar just for being different. I’m an actress, if anything. I’m none of those people I pretended to be. Or, better yet, 
I’m all of them. And I have a good heart and I’m a damn-sight kinder than most of the saps I’ve snookered. When 
I was famous for a time, I’d be doing you a favor to filch your fine goods. People practically begged me to fleece 
them so they could boast of it. They’d pay me double the worth of whatever I took, just for the bragging rights.

I haven’t dragged my tuxedo out in years, and though I’ve never much minded the scent of mothballs, I’ve doused 
myself, lapel to sock, in a perfume I’ve bottled new for the occasion – the pretty, powdery stink of fresh-plucked 
mimosa smuggled up from the farms south of here, from the Unoccupied zones, snuck right past the border by 
my underground spice merchant. This illegal perfume is my little slap on the nose to any Nazi who comes sniffing 
around my throat.

Now we’ve been invited back, we Parisians, to some of the clubs, some of the parties, some of the playgrounds we 
got kicked out of when our invaders invaded. They need us drunk and happy and batting our lashes at the enemy. 
They need Paris to be Paris. They need the city they stole to be something worth stealing after all. 

It’s all pretend, but that’s fine, because I was always my most charming when I lied.

24



25

The Wedding
A Novel
Dorothy West 

Doubleday
January 1995

Rights sold:
Germany: Hoffman & Campe
Italy: Mondadori
UK: Virago Classics

Other rights available

DOROTHY WEST founded 
the Harlem Renaissance 
literary magazine Challenge 
in 1934, and New Challenge 
in 1937, with Richard Wright 
as her associate editor. She 
was a welfare investigator and 
WPA relief worker in Harlem 
during the Depression.  Her 
first novel, The Living Is 
Easy, appeared in 1948 and 
remains in print.  Her second 
novel, The Wedding, was a 
national bestseller and literary 
landmark when published 
in the winter of 1995.  A 
collection of her stories and 
autobiographical essays, The 
Richer, The Poorer, appeared 
during the summer of 1995.  
She died in August 1998, at 
the age of 91.

In her final novel, Dorothy West offers an intimate glimpse into 
the African American middle class.  Set on bucolic Martha’s 

Vineyard in the 1950s, The Wedding tells the story of life in the 
Oval, a proud, insular community made up of the best and brightest 
of the East Coast’s Black bourgeoisie.  Within this inner circle of 
“blue-vein society,” we witness the prominent Coles family gather 
for the wedding of the loveliest daughter, Shelby, who could have 
chosen from “a whole area of eligible men of the right colors and 
the right professions.” Instead, she has fallen in love with and is 
about to be married to Meade Wyler, a white jazz musician from 
New York. A shock wave breaks over the Oval as its longtime 
members grapple with the changing face of its community.

With elegant, luminous prose, Dorothy West crowns her literary 
career by illustrating one family’s struggle to break the shackles of 
race and class.

[Watch “As I Remember It: A Portrait of Dorothy West“ here]

“A fascinating and unforgettable tale.”
—People

“West is a wonderful storyteller, painting vivid and memorable 
scenes of the life and plight of African Americans from slavery to 
the fifties.  The Wedding is an engrossing tale.”
—USA Today

“In The Wedding, West brilliantly portrays the ferocity of class, race, 
and gender distinctions within family, groups, and generations.”
—Entertainment Weekly

“Dorothy West is an epic storyteller.”
—Quarterly Black Review of Books

“The Wedding’s prose has biblical rhythms and echoes of William 
Faulkner.  This novel of Dorothy West’s later life is a luminous, 
unexpected gift that should bring her a new generation of admirers.”
—The Washington Post

FEATURED FICTION FROM THE BACKLIST

https://vimeo.com/129167644
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EXCERPT

On a morning in late August, the morning before the wed ding, the sun rising out of the quiet sea stirred the Oval 
from its shapeless sleep and gave dimension and design to the ring of summer cottages.

The islanders were already astir. There was milk to de liver to the summer visitors, stores to open for their spending 
sprees, grass to cut for them, cars to wash for them, an end less chain of petty jobs demanding preference, particularly 
in the Oval, whose occupants were colored, and inclined to expect special treatment.

The Oval was a rustic stretch of flowering shrubs and tall trees, designated on the old town maps as Highland Park. 
The narrow dirt road that circled it was Highland Avenue. But since in no islander’s memory had there ever been 
signposts to bring these ambitious titles to life, the area had long ago been assigned the descriptive name that better 
suited it.

A baker’s dozen of cottages made a ring around the park. Some were small and plain of facade, others were big ger 
and handsomer (one, the Coles place, was called a man sion), and all of them were spruced up for summer, set back 
precisely on immaculate squares of green lawn.

They formed a fortress, a bulwark of colored society. Their occupants could boast that they, or even better their 
ancestors, had owned a home away from home since the days when a summer hegira was taken by few colored  
people above the rank of servant.

Though newer comers owned cottages in other sections of the seaside town, some very splendid houses in 
neighborhoods customarily called white, the Ovalites still outranked them. They had been the vanguard. They were 
now the old guard. It would sound like sour grapes to say, “So what?”

Even the label “Ovalite” had acquired a connotation completely the contrary of its original intent. For those who 
had bestowed it as a bitter epithet were now long gone from the scene of their failure to crash Ovalite society, and 
the name that was once profane had been sanctified by time and proper inflection.

The Coles house dominated the Oval. With its great glassed-in porches, against which many birds had dashed 
themselves to death, its ballroom, with the little gilt chairs that had hugged the walls for years now set in place for 
the wedding, and the undertaker’s chairs in sober alignment, its sweep of lawns that kept the lesser cottages at a 
feudal dis tance, it was the prize piece of the Oval.

Behind it were acres of picturesque growth that had been part of the property in the baronial era of the first owner. 
Now they served as an effective backdrop for the Coles place, closing that end of the Oval to cars, making it a dead 
end.

The only means of exit from or entrance to the Oval was via a winding, rutted road. The underbrush on either side 
of this road forced one of two approaching cars to back to its starting place, a slow and tortuous procedure that often 
left scars on the polished hide of an oversize car that did not quite stay in the ruts.

The Ovalites could have followed established procedure and petitioned the town for a wider outlet to the highway. 
But this uninviting approach gave them a feeling of being as exclusive as the really exclusive—the really rich, the 
really powerful—who also lived at the end of impressively bad roads to discourage the curious.

The Clark Coleses came closest to being as real as their counterparts. They had money, enough not only to spend 
but to save. They were college-bred, of good background. They lived graciously. Two respectful maids had served 
them for years, living proof that they were used to servants. If Clark  and Corinne had not slept with each other for  
years, even their daughters could not have demanded more discretion in their outward behavior.

Their daughters were Liz, the married one, and Shelby, the bride-to-be, both lovely, but Shelby lovelier, the image 
of Gram in that tinted picture of Gram as a girl, with rose-pink skin, golden hair, and dusk-blue eyes.

That Liz had married a dark man and given birth to a daughter who was tinged with her father’s darkness had raised 
the eyebrows of the Oval. But at least she had married a man in medicine, in keeping with the family tradition that 
all men were created to be doctors, whose titles made intro ductions so easy and self-explanatory.

But how Shelby, who could have had her pick of the best of breed in her own race, could marry outside her race, 
outside her father’s profession, and throw her life away on a nameless, faceless white man who wrote jazz, a 
frivolous occupation without office, title, or foreseeable future, was beyond the Oval’s understanding.

Between the dark man Liz had married and the music maker Shelby was marrying, there was a whole area of 
eligi ble men of the right colors and the right professions. For Liz and Shelby to marry so contrary to expectations 
affronted all the subtle tenets of their training.
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EDWARD D. MELILLO is 
associate professor of history 
and environmental studies at 
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An insightful, entertaining dive into the fruitful relationship 
between humans and insects that has existed for centuries, 

revealing the fascinating and surprising array of ways humans 
depend on these minute, six-legged pests.
Insects might make us recoil in repugnance, but they also 
manufacture, or make possible in other ways, many of the things we 
take for granted in our daily lives. When we bite into a shiny apple, 
listen to the resonant notes of a violin, try on the latest fashions, 
receive a dental implant or get a manicure, we are mingling with the 
by-products of their everyday lives.  Try as we might to replicate the 
raw material (silk, shellac, and cochineal, for instance), our artificial 
substitutes have proven subpar at best, and at worst, toxic, ensuring 
our interdependence with the insect world for the foreseeable future. 
With illuminating demonstrations and thoughtful histories, and 
drawing on research in laboratory science, agriculture practices, 
fashion, and international cuisine, Melillo weaves a colorful world 
history that shows humans and insects as inextricably intertwined. 
He makes clear that, across time, humans have not only coexisted 
with these creatures, but have relied on them for, among other things, 
the key discoveries of modern science and the future of the world’s 
food supply. Here is a fascinating appreciation of the ways in which 
these creatures have altered—and continue to shape—the very 
frameworks of our existence.

[Listen to Edward Melillo on the Something You Should Know 
podcast here] 

[View illustrations from the book here]
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“Intriguing and comprehensive. Melillo’s fascinating survey 
makes a persuasive argument that some of the world’s 
smallest animals are also ‘bottomless reservoirs of possibility.”                                                              
—Publishers Weekly

“Hard to put down, a masterful revelation of our interwoven 
existence with the world of insects and far deeper than most 
would possibly imagine. Part humanist, historian and scientist, 
Melillo writes with charm and depth. A must read for anyone with 
curiosity and interest in how the world works and how seriously our 
existence is intertwined.”       
—Thomas E. Lovejoy, co-author of Biodiversity and Climate 
Change

“Melillo is a witty and eloquent guide through the fraught terrain of 
human-insect interactions, able to write as lucidly about the white-
eyed mutant fruitfly as the four movements of Serenade in A. He 
is at his most inspiring, however, when he exalts the scientists who 
have rejected the view that there’s little in the world of insects to 
remind us of our own.”      
—The Wall Street Journal

https://randomhouse.box.com/s/r7qwkyilndzvm56vrijc68bintbcbouo
https://randomhouse.box.com/s/r7qwkyilndzvm56vrijc68bintbcbouo
https://randomhouse.box.com/s/xwyammgeolegh4g4j2l0ix3uw55fv49y


EXCERPT
 
The fear of insects is among the most prevalent anxieties of the modern age. Homeowners fret about armies of 
termites or legions of carpenter ants tunneling through walls and foundations, hotel managers live in trepidation 
of bedbug infestations, and parents dread the plagues of lice that colonize the tender scalps of unsuspecting 
schoolchildren. Outbreaks of mosquito-borne diseases such as Zika, West Nile virus, yellow fever, malaria, and 
dengue fever provide forceful reminders of the devastating effects that winged pests have had on humanity. 

In the realm of food production, insects play a similarly menacing role. The world’s farmers spend upwards of 
$16 billion annually on insecticides in an interminable struggle to thwart invasions of fruit flies, gypsy moths, 
aphids, locusts, ground beetles, and bollworms that jeopardize harvests and threaten productivity. Despite this 
barrage of toxic deterrents, insects destroy an astounding 25 percent of the goods and services produced each year 
in developing nations. Economists have taken to measuring the impact of these creatures on a country’s economic 
productivity as a key indicator of modernization.

Insects have often fared no better in the popular imagination. Many Western cultures equate cockroaches, flies, 
maggots, and fleas with filth, decay, and moral degeneration. English, like other Western languages, hums with 
pesky arthropods, including flies in the ointment, butterflies in our stomachs, ants in our pants, and bees in our 
bonnets. From the barfly getting buzzed at the fleabag motel to the obstinate bug in the system, predatory insects 
have infested the vernacular environment. It is no wonder that so many Hollywood scriptwriters cast swarms of 
colossal creepy-crawlies as their villains.

But instead of pursuing the detrimental impacts that insects (imagined and real) have had throughout history, 
my goal is to take readers on a different journey. In the pages that follow, I trace the long arc of productive 
relationships between insects and people, revealing a fascinating array of unexpected human dependencies on our 
six-legged cousins. As it turns out, these tiny creatures are the living factories for many of the commodities and 
services that animate the modern world. Insects make many of the substances that pervade our daily lives: fabrics, 
dyes, furniture varnishes, food additives, audio technologies, cosmetics, and pharmaceutical ingredients.

When we bite into a shiny apple or enjoy a spoonful of strawberry yogurt, listen to the resonant notes of a 
Stradivarius violin or watch fashion models strut down a runway, receive a dental implant or get a manicure, we 
are mingling with the creations of insects. The lac bugs (Kerria lacca), cochineal insects (Dactylopius coccus), 
and silkworms (Bombyx mori) that exuded the raw materials for the shellac, red cochineal dye, and silk in these 
products are wonders in their own right, miniature laboratories that defy many of our expectations, expose the 
limits of our understanding, and reveal forgotten connections with our fellow planetary inhabitants.

In surprising and unpredictable ways, insects also sustain many of the institutions that we think of as resolutely 
modern. Research laboratories, agribusinesses, and trailblazing start-up firms have staked their legacies on 
relationships with small winged creatures. Fruit flies, known to scientists as Drosophila melanogaster, have been 
crucial to the mapping of the human genome and many other genetic breakthroughs of the past century. Bees, 
butterflies, beetles, and flies serve as prolific pollinators, ensuring the survival of three-fourths of the world’s 
flowering plants and a third of the world’s food crops. Crickets, grasshoppers, and mealworms have emerged 
as inexpensive protein sources, essential to the future prospects of the world food supply. Economic forecasts 
suggest that America’s edible-insect industry may soon be worth half a billion dollars. As all of these examples 
show, six-legged creatures are as integral to the future of our earthly survival as they have been to the apocalyptic 
visions of pest control companies, chemical manufacturers, and screenwriters.
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From The New York Times bestselling author of Lawrence in 
Arabia, a gripping narrative history about four American spies 

in the early years of the Cold War, their covert global battles against 
communism, and the tragic consequences which still affect America 
and the world in the 21st Century.
In 1945, the United States dominated the world militarily, 
economically, and in moral standing—seen as the victor over 
tyranny and a champion of freedom.  Twenty years later, the country 
was reviled in much of the world as an imperialist supporter of 
oppressive regimes, and pursuing strategies that to this day undercut 
its military and economic might.  How things went wrong is the 
subject of Scott Anderson’s driving, intricate narrative of the early 
years of the Cold War.
By 1944, it was clear that the Allies would win the war.  It also 
became clear—to some—that the Soviet Union was already 
executing a post-war plan to expand and foment revolution around 
the world.  The American government’s strategy in response relied 
on the secret efforts of the newly-formed CIA.  
In The Quiet Americans Anderson chronicles the exploits of four 
spies—Michael Burke, a charming former football star fallen 
on hard times, Frank Wisner, a wealthy scion of the Southern 
aristocracy, Peter Sichel, a sophisticated German Jew who escaped 
the Nazis, and Edward Lansdale, a brilliant ad executive.  The four 
ran covert operations across the globe, trying to outwit the ruthless 
KGB in Berlin, inserting agents into Eastern Europe, plotting coups, 
directing wars against Communist insurgents in Asia.  
But time and again their efforts went awry, thwarted by a 
combination of stupidity and ideological rigidity at the highest 
levels of the government, shocking betrayals, the machinations of 
J. Edgar Hoover and Joseph McCarthy, and most profoundly the 
decision to abandon American ideals.  By the late 1950s, the Soviet 
Union had a stranglehold on Eastern Europe, the U.S. had begun 
its disastrous intervention in Vietnam, and America, the beacon of 
democracy, was overthrowing democratically-elected governments 
and earning the hatred of much of the world.
Anderson brings to the telling of this story all the narrative brio, 
deep research, skeptical eye, and lively prose that made Lawrence 
in Arabia a major international bestseller.  The intertwined lives of 
these agents began in a common purpose of defending freedom, 
but the ravages of the Cold War led them to different fates.  Two 
would quit the CIA in despair, stricken by the moral compromises 
they had to make; one became the archetype of the duplicitous and 
destructive American spy; and one would be so heartbroken he 
would take his own life.
The Quiet Americans is the story of these four men.  It is also the 
story of how the United States, at the very pinnacle of its power, 
managed to snatch defeat from the jaws of victory.

[Listen to Scott Anderson on NPR’s Fresh Air here]
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EXCERPT

Obviously, there are many ways to tell the history of the early Cold War, just as there have already been many 
books written on some aspect of it: accounts of the 1948-49 Berlin blockade and airlift, for example, or exposes 
on the McCarthy era, the memoirs of countless diplomats and generals.  The type of history I have always been 
drawn to, though, is that of people living at the ground-zero of events, the stories of those with a direct and 
personal stake in a drama, rather than of politicians or statesmen who experienced it from a higher, safer distance.  
Given this proclivity, I was struck by a comment made by a former CIA operations officer, Michael Thompson, 
in writing about covert operations conducted by the Agency during the Cold War.  “There was no one else to 
undertake such tasks,” Thompson wrote.  “That the Agency was the one department of government uniquely 
designed to fight the Cold War was a source of strain as well as of pride among its members.”  

While I can’t judge the veracity of the last part of that statement, the more I’ve thought of Thompson’s assertion 
of the CIA’s center-stage role in the Cold War, the more I believe he had it exactly right.  It was the intelligence 
officers of both sides, what they did and didn’t achieve, who provided the fuel for the nuclear arms race, who 
provoked the Red Scare, who drove nations into the orbits of East or West.  It was spies who were the Cold War’s 
first-line soldiers, its animating force.  

With that in mind, I set out to find the stories of American intelligence operatives who had served on the very 
frontline of the Cold War in those years when it ran the hottest, men who had run spy chains, cultivated defectors, 
who had lived double lives - and often at great personal risk.  Through their personal stories and experiences, I 
believed, one might come to have a more intimate view into the Cold War, and to explore questions outside the 
scope of traditional history books: What did it feel like?  Was there a singular moment when the contest turned?  
Ultimately - and on both a personal level and that of a nation - what was the price of winning, and was it worth 
it?  This book is the result of that search.  

It is primarily the story of four men: Michael Burke, Edward Lansdale, Peter Sichel and Frank Wisner. At the 
outset of World War II, these four led very different lives, so different that it’s hard to imagine a situation where 
their paths might have ever crossed.  In the spring of 1941, Frank Wisner, born into wealth and privilege in the 
Deep South, was an attorney at a prestigious New York law firm.  Michael Burke, a former college football star, 
worked the rough waterfronts of Brooklyn as a maritime insurance investigator, while 19-year-old Peter Sichel 
toiled as a stock-boy for a wholesale shoe distributor.  In San Francisco, Edward Lansdale, at 33 the oldest of the 
four, was a rising star in an ad agency.  

What brought them together was World War II, and the roles they were assigned to play in it.  Through a 
combination of both design and caprice—a language proficiency in one instance, a chance encounter on a city 
sidewalk in another—all found themselves attached to the Office of Strategic Services, or OSS, the first federal 
agency in American history devoted to gathering intelligence and conducting covert operations abroad.  

At the war’s conclusion, two of the men endeavored to stay on with the military – no small feat in a rapidly 
shrinking army – while the others returned to civilian life, to wives and young children.  Very soon, though, a new 
conflict arose, the Cold War, and one by one, all returned to their wartime roots, not as members of the old OSS 
but of its much more powerful successor, the Central Intelligence Agency.  For all four, this new contest quickly 
came to define their lives, bringing adventure and intrigue and purpose, but also failed marriages, estranged 
families, the isolating burden of maintaining a double life.

Drawn to enlist in that struggle for an amalgam of reasons – patriotism, certainly, but also the thrill of danger, the 
sense of being a part of history – the four would also ultimately come to view their roles in the Cold War very 
differently.  Two would leave the CIA in despair, stricken by the moral compromises they had been asked to make, 
or by their role in causing the deaths of others.  Another, battling mental illness and haunted by a Cold War ca-
lamity he had tried to avert, would end up taking his own life.  The fourth would make a kind of Faustian bargain, 
embracing governmental policies he knew to be futile in order to maintain his seat at the decision-making table, 
only to become a scapegoat when those policies failed. 

This book is the chronicle of those four men.  In its own way, it is also the chronicle of the greater tragedy in which 
they participated, of how at the very dawn of the American Century, the United States managed to snatch moral 
defeat from the jaws of sure victory, and be forever tarnished.    

30



Tecumseh and the Prophet
The Shawnee Brothers Who Defied a Nation
Peter Cozzens

Knopf
October 2020

Rights sold
Italy: Mondadori
Spain: Desperta Ferro
UK: Atlantic

Other rights available

PETER COZZENS is the 
author or editor of sixteen 
acclaimed books on the 
American Civil War and the 
Indian Wars of the American 
West, and a member of the 
Advisory Council of the 
Lincoln Prize. In 2002 he 
was awarded the American 
Foreign Service Association’s 
highest honor, the William R. 
Rivkin Award, given annually 
to one Foreign Service Officer 
for exemplary moral courage, 
integrity, and creative dissent. 
He lives in Kensington, 
Maryland.

The first biography of the great Shawnee leader in more than 
twenty years, and the first to make clear that his overlooked 

younger brother, Tenskwatawa, was a crucial partner in the last 
great pan-Indian confederacy against the United States.
Until Tecumseh’s death in 1813, he was, alongside Tenskwatawa, the 
co-architect of the greatest pan-Indian confederation in history. Over 
time, Tenskwatawa has been relegated to the shadows, described as a 
talentless charlatan and a drunk. But award winning historian Peter 
Cozzens now shows us that while Tecumseh was the forward-facing 
diplomat—appealing even to the colonizers attempting to appropriate 
Indian land—behind the scenes, Tenskwatawa unified disparate 
tribes of the Old Northwest with his deep understanding of their 
religion and culture. No other Native American leaders enjoyed such 
popularity, and none would ever pose a graver threat to the nation’s 
westward expansion than Tecumseh and Tenskwatawa. 
Bringing to life an often-overlooked episode in America’s past, 
Cozzens paints in vivid detail the violent, lawless world of the Old 
Northwest, when settlers spilled across the country to bloody effect 
in their haste to exploit lands won from the War of Independence. 
Tecumseh and the Prophet finally tells the untold story of the 
Shawnee brothers who retaliated against this threat—the two most 
significant siblings in Native American history, who, Cozzens helps 
us understand, should be writ large in the annals of America.

[Watch Peter Cozzens introduce the book here]

[Visit the Peter Cozzen’s website here]

Praise for The Earth is Weeping:

“Cozzens admirably succeeds in framing the Indian Wars with acute 
historical accuracy.  Demonstrates vast knowledge of American 
military history.” 
—Douglas Brinkley, The New York Times Book Review

“Scorching vividness. Crisp, muscular prose that offers clear 
pictures of men at war. A sweeping work of narrative history that 
synthesizes the work of countless historians, the book recognizes 
fragments of nobility and humanity amid epic tragedy. Without 
implying any false equivalence, Cozzens emphasizes history’s 
tangled complexity.” 
—Dan Cryer, The San Francisco Chronicle
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EXCERPT

Governor William Henry Harrison of the Indiana Territory was amazed. In a decade on the frontier implementing 
a fiercely acquisitive government land policy he had met with scores of Indian chiefs, some defiant, others 
malleable. Never, however, had he encountered a native leader like the Shawnee chief Tecumseh, the man he 
considered his principal opponent in the fight for the Northwest, as present-day Ohio, Illinois, Indiana, Michigan, 
and Wisconsin were then known. After a contentious council with Tecumseh in July 1811, Harrison penned a 
remarkable tribute to him, arguably the most effusive praise a government official ever offered an American 
Indian leader. Tecumseh had parried Harrison’s every verbal thrust, eloquently defending his refusal to relinquish 
what Harrison considered “one of the fairest portions of the globe, [then] the haunt of a few wretched savages.” 

There was nothing remotely wretched about Tecumseh, however. As Harrison told the secretary of war, “The 
implicit obedience and respect which the followers of Tecumseh pay to him is really astonishing, and more than 
any other circumstance bespeaks him one of those uncommon geniuses which spring up occasionally to produce 
revolutions and overturn the established order of things. If it were not for the vicinity of the United States, he 
would, perhaps, be the founder of an empire that would rival in glory that of Mexico or Peru.” Harrison marveled 
at the vigor with which the Shawnee chief pursued his dream of an Indian union. “No difficulties deter him. His 
activity and industry supply the want of letters. For four years he has been in constant motion. You see him today 
on the Wabash and in a short time you hear of him on the shores of Lake Erie or Michigan, or on the banks of the 
Mississippi, and wherever he goes he makes an impression favorable to his purposes.”

Harrison’s testimonial encapsulates the talents of this passionate and indefatigable co-architect, with his younger 
brother Tenskwatawa, of the greatest pan-Indian confederation the westering American Republic would ever 
confront. Their movement reached across nearly half of what was then the United States, from the icy upper 
reaches of the Mississippi River to the steamy bottom lands of the lower Alabama River. No other Indian leaders 
enjoyed such a broad appeal, and none would ever pose a graver threat to American expansion than Tecumseh 
and Tenskwatawa. At the height of their appeal, the Shawnee brothers mustered twice as many warriors as would 
chiefs Sitting Bull and Crazy Horse on the Little Bighorn River some three generations later. 

Fables flower where facts are few or forgotten. Myths endure when people want to believe them. So it was with 
the Shawnee brothers. Tecumseh would come to personify for Americans all that was great and noble in the Indian 
character as non-Indians (whites, in the parlance of the time) perceived greatness and nobility. The reasons for this 
are obvious. Tecumseh advocated a political and military alliance to oppose United States encroachment on Indian 
land. This was something that whites could readily comprehend. Tecumseh, who was first and foremost a political 
leader, acted as they would have acted under similar circumstances. Tenskwatawa, on the other hand, offered a 
divinely inspired solution to Indian land dispossession and cultural dissolution drawing on native tradition that 
was beyond white understanding. Tenskwatawa’s person also repulsed whites. He was an unappealing, disfigured 
ex-alcoholic who as a boy had accidentally shot his right eye out with an arrow; a “man devoid of talent or 
merit, a brawling mischievous Indian demagogue,” according to an Indian agent who knew the Shawnee brothers 
intimately. The same official admired Tecumseh as the exemplar of Shawnee manhood—a skilled hunter and 
cunning war leader, charitable, and an orator of rare eloquence. In a similar manner, history, biography, and 
folklore all came to deify Tecumseh and demonize his brother. 
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An in-depth look at, and written in collaboration with, the 
man considered to be the most profound, and commercially 

successful director at work today—a franchise unto himself—
whose deeply personal million-dollar blockbuster movies (The 
Dark Knight (2008), Inception (2010), Dunkirk (2017) among 
them) have earned more than $4.7 billion worldwide: his work, 
his influences, his vision, his enigmatic childhood past, and much 
more. With Nolan’s never-before-seen photographs, storyboards, 
and scene sketches.
A rare, intimate portrait of Christopher Nolan with the full 
cooperation of Nolan himself who opened up more fully than 
ever before in his talks with Tom Shone. In chapters structured by 
themes and motifs, Shone writes of Nolan’s thoughts on movies, 
on plots, on time, identity, perception, chaos, and daydreams. Here 
is Nolan on the evolution of his pictures, and the writers, artists, 
directors, and thinkers who have inspired and informed his films. 
To write the book, Tom Shone, who has known Nolan for more than 
two decades and who spent months with the director, was given 
unprecedented access to Nolan’s notes, scripts, storyboards, and 
artwork.
In this riveting portrait of an artist, Shone deftly navigates Nolan’s 
themes, influences, and working methods (both in writing and 
directing). Here is his dislocated, trans-Atlantic childhood (“It 
makes you feel very differently about the concept of ‘home’”); how 
he dreamed up the plot of Inception lying awake one night in his 
dorm (“I prized the imaginative space of listening to music in the 
dark, thinking about things, imagining things, films, stories”); his 
color-blindness and its effect on Memento (“People are fascinated 
by other people’s perception of the world and the way in which it 
differs”); his obsession with puzzles and optical illusions and much, 
much more.

[Watch the book trailer here]

“The Nolan Variations is that rare thing, a superb book about a living 
filmmaker. Erudite, complex, labyrinthine and mind-expanding—
it’s as close as you’re ever going to get to the Escher drawing that is 
Christopher Nolan’s remarkable brain.”
—Sam Mendes, film director

“A masterclass.”
—Craig Raine

“Personal. Revealing, invaluable.”
—Kirkus

“The book for which Nolan’s many admirers have long been 
waiting.”
—Library Journal
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EXCERPT
In a 1786 essay entitled “What Does It Mean to Orient Oneself in Thinking?” Kant attempted to determine 
whether our perception of space is an accurate reflection of something “out there” in the universe, or an a priori 
mental apprehension, something intuited “in here.” A former geography teacher, he was well placed to address 
the matter. Just a few years earlier, the invention of the telescope by his countryman William Herschel had led to 
the conception of “deep sky” and the discovery of Uranus, while the invention of the hot-air balloon had spurred 
mapmakers to new advances in meteorology and the understanding of cloud formation. It was to their example 
that Kant looked first. “If I see the sun in the sky and know it is now midday, then I know how to find south, 
west, north, and east,” he wrote, “even the astronomer—if he pays attention only to what he sees and not at the 
same time to what he feels—would inevitably become disoriented.” Kant thus posited the example of a man who 
was awakened in a strange room, unsure which way he was facing. “In the dark I orient myself in a room that is 
familiar to me if I can take hold of even one single object whose position I remember,” he said, “and if someone 
as a joke had moved all the objects around so that what was previously on the right was now on the left, I would 
be quite unable to find anything in a room whose walls were otherwise wholly identical.” Left and right are not 
something we are taught or observe. It is a priori knowledge that we simply wake up with. It derives from us, not 
the universe, and yet from it flows our entire apprehension of space, the universe, and our place within it. Unless 
some joker has been tampering with the light switch, in which case all bets are off.

The career of the film director Christopher Nolan has spanned no less convulsive a period of technological change 
than Immanuel Kant’s. In August 1991, Nolan’s second year at University College London, the World Wide Web 
was launched by Tim Berners-Lee on a NeXT computer at the European Organization for Nuclear Research. “We 
are now living on Internet time,” said Andrew Grove, chief executive of Intel, in 1996. In 1998, the year Nolan 
released his first film, Following, U.S. vice president Al Gore announced a plan to make the GPS satellites transmit 
two additional signals for civilian applications, and Google was launched with the Faustian mission “to organize 
the world’s information.” A year later came wireless networking, Napster, and broadband, just in time for Nolan’s 
second feature, Memento. By the time of his third movie, Insomnia, in 2002, the world’s first online encyclopedia, 
Wikipedia, had arrived. In 2003, the anonymous bulletin board 4Chan was launched, quickly followed in 2004 
by the first source-agnostic social media platform, Facebook, and then by YouTube and Reddit in 2005. “It’s 
hard to overstate the flabbergasting speed and magnitude of the change,” Kurt Anderson has written. In the early 
1990s, less than 2 percent of Americans used the Internet; by 2002, less than a decade later, most Americans were 
online, overseeing the biggest shrinking of our conception of distance since the invention of the steam engine. 
With Euclidean space fragmented by the simultaneity of the Internet, time has become the new metric of who is 
available, but rather than unite us, it has made us aware as never before of the subjective bubble of time in which 
we each sit. “People ‘stream’ music to us and video, the tennis match we’re watching may or may not be ‘live,’ 
the people in the stadium watching the instant replay on the stadium screen, which we see repeated on our screen, 
may have done that yesterday, in a different time zone,” writes James Gleick in Time Travel: A History. “We reach 
across layers of time for the memories of our memories.”

A simpler way of putting this is that our lives have become a Christopher Nolan movie. Like the maze that 
adorns the logo of his production company, Syncopy, Nolan’s movies have entrances that are clearly marked. 
You probably have seen them advertised on TV. They are likely playing in your neighborhood multiplex. They 
occupy traditional genres like the spy thriller or heist movie. Many of them begin with a simple shot of a man 
waking up from a dream, like Kant’s hypothetical subject. The world around them is heavily textured, solid to the 
touch, lent granular texture by immersive IMAX photography and enveloping sound design. The evidence of our 
eyes and ears compels our investment in this world, this hero, as the familiar tropes of genre filmmaking—heists, 
car chases, shootouts— surface around him in alien, unfamiliar configurations. The streets of Paris fold back 
on themselves like origami. An eighteen-wheel truck flips like a beetle. Planes are upended mid-flight, leaving 
the passengers clinging to the now perpendicular chassis. Some joker seems to be playing with the light switch. 
Looped narrative schemes and shattering second- act twists further rock the ground beneath our feet, lending 
the otherwise solid narrative architecture a gauzy metafictional shimmer, as all we had thought solid melts into 
air, resulting in a delighted astonishment in the audience, which is a million miles away from the bluster and 
bombast of a typical Hollywood blockbuster. Enlivened by the unshakable sense of a great game being afoot, 
of having engaged in delicious conspiracy with the film’s maker against the Punch and Judy shows that pass for 
entertainment on screens elsewhere, we wander dazed out onto the street, still debating the ambiguity of the film’s 
ending or the Escher-like vertigo induced by its plot. Easy to enter, Nolan’s films are fiendishly difficult to exit, 
ramifying endlessly in your head afterward like plumes of ink in water. The film we have just seen cannot be 
unwatched. It isn’t even really over. In many ways, it has only just begun.
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In this urgent, authoritative book, Bill Gates sets out a wide-
ranging, practical—and accessible—plan for how the world can 

get to zero greenhouse gas emissions in time to avoid a climate 
catastrophe.
Bill Gates has spent a decade investigating the causes and effects 
of climate change. With the help of experts in the fields of physics, 
chemistry, biology, engineering, political science, and finance, 
he has focused on exactly what must be done in order to stop the 
planet’s slide toward certain environmental disaster. In this book, he 
not only explains why we need to work toward net-zero emissions 
of greenhouse gases, but also details what we need to do to achieve 
this profoundly important goal.
He gives us a clear-eyed description of the challenges we face. 
Drawing on his understanding of innovation and what it takes 
to get new ideas into the market, he describes the areas in which 
technology is already helping to reduce emissions, where and how 
the current technology can be made to function more effectively, 
where breakthrough technologies are needed, and who is working 
on these essential innovations. Finally, he lays out a concrete, 
practical plan for achieving the goal of zero emissions—suggesting 
not only policies that governments should adopt, but what we as 
individuals can do to keep our government, our employers, and 
ourselves accountable in this crucial enterprise.
As Bill Gates makes clear, achieving zero emissions will not be 
simple or easy to do, but if we follow the plan he sets out here, it is 
a goal firmly within our reach.
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From the Pulitzer Prize-winning author of Black Flags, the 
harrowing story of America’s mission in Syria: to find and 

destroy Syria’s chemical weapons and defeat ISIS—only to lose 
control of both.
In August 2012, Syrian president Bashar al-Assad was clinging to 
power in a vicious civil war. Concerned that Assad might resort to 
chemical weapons, President Obama warned that any such use would 
cross “a red line,” warranting an American military response. When 
a year later Assad bombed the Damascus suburb of Ghouta with 
sarin gas, killing hundreds, Obama was torn between living up to 
America’s word and becoming mired in another unpopular Middle 
Eastern war. So when Russia offered to store Syria’s chemical 
weapons, Obama leapt at the out.
So begins a race to find, remove, and destroy 1,300 tons of chemical 
weapons in the middle of Syria’s civil war. Told in harrowing detail, 
the effort is a tactical triumph for the Americans, but soon Russia’s 
long game becomes clear: it has UN cover to assist a close ally, Assad. 
As the Russians block attempts to check for chemical weapons that 
might have been missed, Americans realize that ISIS seeks to secure 
them for itself.
Red Line is a classic Joby Warrick true-life thriller: a character-
driven narrative with a cast of heroes and villains, including weapons 
hunters, politicians, commandos, diplomats, and spies. Through 
original reporting and eyewitness accounts from direct participants, 
Joby Warrick reveals how a well-intentioned effort to save Syrian 
lives touched off a chain of events that would rescue a dictator, 
sustain a terrorist movement, unleash torrents of refugees, humiliate 
two U.S. presidents, and empower Russia and Iran.

[Watch Joby Warrick talk about the book with editor Kris Puopolo 
here]

Praise for Black Flags:

“Gripping. Warrick has a gift for constructing narratives with a 
novelistic energy and detail, and in this volume, he creates the most 
revealing portrait yet laid out in a book of Al-Zarqawi.”
 —Michiko Kakutani, The New York Times

“The sort of work every journalist would love to write and few can: 
a detailed and perceptive analysis that’s also a page-turner” 
—Chicago Tribune
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EXCERPT

He was known to the CIA’s clandestine service as “the chemist,” and few at headquarters would ever know the 
real name of the Damascus station’s celebrated mole, even after his astonishing fall. As a professor and a gifted 
scientist, he had been perfectly positioned for spy work, with a job that entitled him to privileges not accorded to 
ordinary Syrians, including a broad latitude to travel and to meet with foreigners in the crowded souks and smoke-
filled cafes of the old city. He drew little attention to himself as he moved about, a small, bespectacled man in his 
40s with graying hair and light skin, in a modest suit that might have belonged to a salesman or bureaucrat. Only 
when he spoke English was there a hint of something exotic: a distinct American accent. It was the only detectable 
residue from a childhood spent partly in the United States, where he attended school, ate cheeseburgers, played 
sports and even joined the Boy Scouts, all before returning to his homeland to become an expert in the manufacture 
of poison gases noted for their efficacy at killing human beings.

He was proud of his professional work—so proud, in fact, that CIA analysts suspected at times that his spying 
was motivated less by patriotism or greed than by a compulsion to boast. His first attempt at establishing contact 
had occurred at a scientific conference in Europe, where he had asked a friend to pass along a note to an American 
contact at the local U.S. Embassy. Many months passed before the CIA followed through, yet he seemed unsurprised 
when a young case officer, working undercover in his first overseas assignment, approached him after one of his 
evening lectures at Damascus University. 

I’ve been expecting you, he told the visitor, a 29-year-old who would soon be entrusted with one of the most 
extraordinary military secrets to emerge from this tempestuous corner of the Middle East. Call me Ayman.

The chemist seemed to take an instant liking to the American, and the two spent long hours in conversation as 
each quietly sized up the other. One day the scientist invited the young spy to his home in downtown Damascus, a 
small apartment he shared with two different women he had wed legally under Syria’s permissive polygamy laws. 
He seemed compelled to justify his living arrangements, as another man might explain an extravagant impulse 
purchase: His first wife was an excellent cook, he said, but he had decided to marry a second, considerably younger 
woman—his secretary—out of a purely carnal attraction. Who could have foreseen such turmoil? The two women 
squabbled constantly, except for the times when they united to direct their scorn at him. He had wanted a spicier 
love life and ended up with a case of perpetual heartburn. I don’t recommend it, the scientist counseled his guest, 
a newlywed with only one bride, an American.

The two wives politely served coffee as the men discussed America, regional politics, and the merits of French 
new-age composer Jean-Michel Jarre, whom the scientist adored. And then, after the women left the room, the 
Syrian turned to the subject that he had waited anxiously to talk about. Slowly, he began to unspool his story as 
the case officer quietly sat, fascinated at first, and then alarmed.

On a hill overlooking the capital stood a complex of heavily guarded laboratories where Syria’s military 
establishment carried out experiments on new weapons. The foreign intelligence services were familiar with 
the Scientific Studies and Research Center—commonly known as CERS, its French initials—as the place that 
supplied the engineering muscle for such projects as Syria’s ballistic missile program and its modified Scud 
missiles capable of delivering warheads packed with conventional explosives to cities as far away as Jerusalem. 
But hidden within CERS was a secret unit called Department 300, and Ayman was one of its leaders and senior 
researchers. Its primary work was making and testing advanced chemical weapons, including a line of extremely 
powerful poisons known as nerve agents. The Syrians called their project al-Shakush, or, in English, “The 
Hammer.”
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Sharon Stone tells her own story: a journey of healing, love, and 
purpose.

She was one of the most renowned actresses in the world—until a 
massive stroke cost her not only her health, but her career, family, 
fortune, and global fame. In The Beauty of Living Twice, Sharon 
Stone chronicles her efforts to rebuild her life, and the slow road 
back to wholeness and health. In an industry that doesn’t accept 
failure, in a world where too many voices are silenced, Stone found 
the power to return, the courage to speak up, and the will to make 
a difference in the lives of women and children around the globe.
Over the course of these intimate pages, as candid as a personal 
conversation, Stone talks about her pivotal roles, her life-
changing friendships, her worst disappointments, and her greatest 
accomplishments. She reveals how she went from a childhood of 
trauma and violence to a business that in many ways echoed those 
same assaults, under cover of money and glamour. She describes 
the strength and meaning she found in her children, and in her 
humanitarian efforts. And ultimately, she shares how she fought her 
way back to find not only her truth, but her family’s reconciliation 
and love.
Stone made headlines not just for her beauty and her talent, but 
for her candor and her refusal to “play nice,” and it’s those same 
qualities that make this memoir so powerful. The Beauty of Living 
Twice is a book for the wounded, and a book for the survivors; it’s 
a celebration of women’s strength and resilience, a reckoning, and 
a call to activism. It is proof that it’s never too late to raise your 
voice, and speak out.

[Watch a CBS Profile of Sharon Stone here]
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A stirring, witty, and poignant glimpse into the bewildering 
American immigrant experience from someone who has lived 

it. Also, a mirror held up to America.
Into the maelstrom of unprecedented contemporary debates about 
immigrants in the United States, this perfectly timed book gives 
us a portrait of what the new immigrant experience in America is 
really like. Written as a “guide” for the newly arrived, and providing 
“practical information and advice,” Roya Hakakian, an immigrant 
herself, from Iran, reveals what those who settle here love about 
the country, what they miss about their homes, the cruelty of some 
Americans, and the unceasing generosity of others. She captures 
the texture of life in a new place in all its complexity, laying bare 
both its beauty and darkness as she discusses race, sex, love, death, 
consumerism, and what it is like to be from a country which is in 
America’s crosshairs. Her tenderly perceptive and surprisingly 
humorous account invites Americans to see ourselves as we appear 
to others, making it possible to rediscover our many American 
gifts through the perspective of the outsider. In shattering myths 
and embracing painful contradictions that are unique to this place, 
A Beginner’s Guide to America is Hakakian’s candid love letter to 
America.

[Visit Roya Hakakian’s website here]

“Hakakian’s book is a stirring, insightful, funny and uplifting book. 
Her real predecessor is Alexis de Tocqueville. A Beginner’s Guide 
to America is a worthy successor to his classic work. Hakakian 
captures the balance of love for America’s ideals, and honest 
perception of its imperfect achievement of them, that together with 
the resolve always to do better than we are doing now, is the heart of 
any honorable American patriotism. Count me among those thrilled 
to hear the vital message of this intelligent and graceful book.”
—Anthony Kronman, author of The Assault on American Excellence 
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EXCERPT

“A newcomer can do much to teach himself—especially if he is not afraid of being called a ‘greenhorn.’”
—“Handbook for Immigrants to the United States,” Foreign Language Information Service

The long-awaited day is here. You are on your way to America. Up in the sky, you press your forehead against 
the glass and look down. There, you see her for the first time. If you are arriving at night, America, the jewel, 
shimmers beneath. If in daytime, you see the outlines of her riches, the green of her lush woods, the blue of her 
leviathan waters. Until then, you had only felt exhaustion and sleeplessness. But all that vanished at the first 
glimpse of the ground. Now there is only fear and excitement coursing through you. 

It has been a long time since you have been welcomed anywhere. Tears of dread, sadness, or gratitude—you cannot 
be sure—blur your view of the forms you must fill out before landing. If you come from a land of compulsory 
dress codes—veils, scarves, or niqabs—you might shed the layers now, but remember that soon customs officers 
will glance at the photograph in your passport and then at you standing before them to reconcile the two versions 
of you. This is the first of many masks you will shed in the years to come. 

From the moment you step onto the tarmac, your eyes will search for the traces of Americanness in your surroundings. 
Yet the sun is the same sun. The asphalt looks just as black. The jetway gives the same groan you have always 
heard underfoot. The transit tunnels lit with fluorescent lights stretch as menacingly as all passageways you have 
gone through. Only when you stand in line, one hand clutching a bag, another on the handle of a suitcase, and 
your eyes begin to rove about will you see something you have only seen at a tourist destination before. Pinned 
on the flap of the chest-pockets of the officers guiding everyone, are nametags, one announcing “Sanchez,” the 
next, “McWilliams,” a third, “Cho,” the fourth, “Al-Hamed”—and, by God, all of them Americans! If jetlag has 
not clouded your senses, you will instantly recognize this to be the surest sign of America. In the monochromatic 
land you just left behind, such a human salad would have been unthinkable. 

At the reception hall of the terminal, there will be lots of activity, and great, exhausted crowds will teem about 
you. But there will be none of the alarming chaos that had always come with the crowds of the past. When it is 
your turn in line, you will be called to a booth. There are more forms to fill out. You will present your pleasantest 
profile through the glass of the booth while anxiety boils inside. If you are lucky, the officer will look up with a 
smile and say, “Welcome to America!” If so, the floodgates of tears you had worked hard to push back will open 
again, and you will weep. Weeping is the last thing you want to do at your first meeting in the new country, but it 
is beyond your control. No one will ask why you cry. But the officer will know, as will you, that though the U.S. 
is not yet your home, it is the place where you have come to breathe, find peace, and rest at last.
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A vibrant collection of sharp and essential modern pieces on the 
perennially controversial Lolita, by a wide range of celebrated 

writers, edited by the daughter of Lolita’s original publisher.
In 1958, Vladimir Nabokov’s Lolita was published in the United 
States to immediate controversy. More than sixty years later, it is 
more important than ever to discuss this complex novel. Now, having 
commissioned original contributions by Cheryl Strayed, Roxane 
Gay, Erika Sánchez, Sloane Crosley, Andre Dubus III, Ian Frazier, 
Lauren Groff, Stacy Schiff, Emily Mortimer, Victor LaValle, and 
many more, Jenny Minton Quigley examines how we read Lolita 
today.
Lolita both exists in and exemplifies many of the issues at the 
forefront of our current national discourse: art and politics, race and 
whiteness, gender and power, sexual trauma. Jenny, the daughter 
of Walter J. Minton, who published Lolita at G. P. Putnam’s Sons 
after it had been rejected by five other American publishers, brings 
a unique vantage point to this conversation. In her introduction she 
tells the amazing true story of the original publication, a risk Walter 
took despite the very real possibility that he could be prosecuted and 
go to jail (and which, by the way, included Walter’s daring flight 
through a storm to meet Nabokov and strike the deal).
Lolita in the Afterlife is a riveting examination of the bright and 
dark spell that Nabokov’s indelible novel left and still leaves on 
the cultural landscape. As these prominent writers of the twenty-
first century attest, Lolita lives on, in an afterlife as blinding as a 
supernova.

[Watch editor Jenny Minton Quigley talk about the US publication 
of Lolita and the contributors to Lolita in the Afterlife here]

[Watch Cheryl Strayed read an excerpt from her story here]

[Watch Sloane Crosley read an excerpt from her essay on Lolita in 
pop culture here]

[Watch Zainab Salbi read an excerpt from her essay ‘A Living Story 
of Lolita in Iraq’ here]

[Watch Alexander Chee read from his Lolita diary here]

[Listen to Roxane Gay read an excerpt from her essay here]
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EXCERPT FROM STACY SCHIFF’S ESSAY VERA AND LO

She covered more ground with Humbert Humbert than did any other woman, Lolita included.  She had met him in 
his earliest incarnation, well before the wintry night in Paris, when her husband read aloud, to a few intimates, his 
tale of a 40-year-old seducer of pre-pubescent girls, a 1939 Russian-language short story that began with the line, 
“How can I come to terms with myself?’ and which for many years its author wrongly believed he had destroyed.  
She knew his early work to be full of Humbertian prototypes, or at least of middle-aged men who fidget under 
spells cast by underaged girls.  She had typed the pages of The Gift in which a character proposes a plot by which 
a man marries a widow so as to seduce her daughter, “still quite little—you know what I mean—when nothing is 
formed yet but already she has a way of walking that drives you out of your mind.”  Which is not to say that she 
was remotely prepared for the 1959 headline:  “Mrs. Nabokov is 38 years older than the nymphet Lolita,” any 
more than she was for the reporter who asked, “Were you the model for anyone in Lolita?”

Changing tack, the reporter continued: “Did your husband ask your advice before publishing?”  To that question the 
answer was simple.  “When a masterpiece like Lolita sees the light of day, the only problem is to find a publisher,” 
replied Vera Nabokov. She acknowledged none of the bruises and blisters along the way, nor did she reveal that, 
from the start, she had been Humbert Humbert’s greatest champion.  As her husband later reconstructed it, he had 
felt the “first little throb of Lolita” over that Parisian pre-war winter.  It returned with force just under a decade 
later, in upstate New York, by which time the idea “had grown in secret the claws and wings of a novel.”  The 
timing was less than ideal.  His previous works had all proved “dismal financial flops.”  He had newly secured a 
Cornell appointment as an associate professor of Russian Literature.  For the first time in three decades, the couple 
found themselves in the neighborhood of financial security.  If ever there had been a time when Mrs. Nabokov 
should have discouraged her husband from working on what seemed an unsaleable manuscript, it was 1949.  As 
for the least propitious time or place in which to publish a wildly sophisticated novel about a middle-aged man 
violating a pre-pubescent girl, Eisenhower’s America surely figured high on the list.

Vera’s position was firm.  The level-headed wife of a man in debt to friends for several thousand dollars might 
have counseled him to turn his attention elsewhere.  The mother who had balked at introducing her 12-year-old 
son to Tom Sawyer—Vera thought it “an immoral book that teaches bad behavior and suggests to little boys the 
idea of taking an interest in little girls too young”—might have been expected to have kept her distance.  She had 
rerouted her husband before:  She put her foot down when he had announced a novel about the love lives of a pair 
of Siamese twins.   She would veto a projected collection of his favorite Russian poems.  All bets were off where 
Lolita was concerned, however.  Vera knew that Vladimir would not rest until the book was out of his system.  
She suspected the memory of the unfinished novel would, like an unresolved chess problem, haunt him forever.  
Her admiration for it was clear:  When he lost faith in the manuscript, she did not.  An early draft of Lolita nearly 
met it demise in 1948, when Vera stepped outside to discover her husband feeding pages to a flaming trash can in 
their Ithaca backyard.  Against his protests, she salvaged what she could from the fire.  “We are keeping this,” she 
declared, stomping on the charred paper, waving off the arsonist.  He would later remember her having stepped 
in more than once when, “beset with technical difficulties and doubts,” he had attempted to incinerate the novel.  

It is unclear if either Nabokov seriously contemplated publication early on.  Vladimir would later claim that he 
at no point expected Lolita to see the light of day.  Both Nabokovs well understood that the novel constituted a 
“time bomb.” 
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From the winner of the John Burroughs Medal for distinguished 
nature writing and the much-admired writer of luminous prose 

and humane heart, an important, hopeful book that looks at the 
urgent problem of childhood malnutrition worldwide and the 
revolutionary progress being made to end it.
A healthy Earth requires healthy children. Yet nearly one fourth 
of the world’s children—one in four—are stunted physically and 
mentally due to a lack of food or nutrients. These children do not 
die but endure a lifetime of diminished potential.

     In the past thirty years, writes Sharman Russell in Within Our 
Grasp, we have seen a revolution in how we treat these sick 
children, and how, with a new understanding of the human body 
and approach to nutrition, along with new ways to reach out to 
hungry mothers and babies, we have gone from unwittingly killing 
the severely malnourished child to bringing him/her back to health 
through a “miracle” ready-to-eat therapeutic food.

     Intertwined with stories of scientists and nutrition experts on the 
front lines of finding a means of putting an end to malnutrition for 
good, Russell writes of her travels to Malawi, one of the poorest 
and least-developed countries in the world (80% of Malawians 
are farmers subsisting on less than an acre, coping with erratic 
weather patterns due to global warming, with 50% living below 
the poverty line and 42% of children being affected by lack of food 
or nutrients), the site of pathbreaking, cutting-edge research into 
childhood malnutrition.

     As she writes of her personal exploration of new friendships and 
insights in a country known as “the warm heart of Africa,” Russell 
describes the programs that are working best to reduce childhood 
stunting and explores how feeding and malnutrition of our children 
are connected to climate change; how vitamins and minerals 
are preventing these harmful effects; why the empowerment 
of women is the most effective single factor in eliminating 
childhood malnutrition; and what the costs are of ending childhood 
malnutrition.

[Visit Sharman Apt Russell’s website here]
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EXCERPT

I was eighteen years old in 1972 when astronauts in space took a photograph of the Earth, this blue marble 
spinning in darkness. Suddenly we were aware of our absolute dependence on this planet, oddly aware that, yes, 
this was our home. Like many young people in the environmental movement, I thought then of the Earth as my 
mother. How we are shaped in her womb. How we drink from her every day. Eat from her every day. How she 
nurtures us with so many gifts, so much beauty. How she loves every one of us.

Later, as I had children of my own and as the human population in the world doubled and would soon triple, I 
replaced the image of mother with that of lover. We are a new skin covering the Earth with our need, our greed, our 
tenderness. We are the story-telling animal unraveling and re-stitching forest and field, our human consciousness 
interpenetrated, mated with the Earth. It is too easy to joke about marital problems. Instead I give the metaphor 
its due: we are the bride of the world and we are the groom. 

And now, as I wonder what the Earth will be like in the middle and end of this century and beyond—as I look at 
decisions we are making and not making—now I think of the future as our child. And this catches at my heart. 
This makes me feel something new. 

A child dies from hunger, and the suffering of this one child is enough to catch our heart. We look at the photo of 
that little girl, her thin face and too-bright eyes—the way she points every bit of her dying self at the camera—and 
we think: this isn’t hard. I’ll take her home. What’s in the refrigerator? I’ll make some soup.  

What we can hardly fathom is the physical and mental stunting of nearly one in four of the world’s children due 
to a lack of food or nutrients. One in four. More than a third of the children in much of Africa and Southern Asia. 
About 149 million children. These numbers are too big. Perhaps we are sitting at a computer desk or reading over 
breakfast. Our shoulders loosen. Our arms and legs relax. There’s nothing we can do.

Stunting is a medical term defined as two deviations below the height standards set by the World Health Organization 
for children under five. Ninety-seven percent of healthy children, no matter their race or ethnicity, follow the same 
growth patterns in their first five years. Genetic potential—what makes one person tall and another short—is 
expressed later in childhood. The first two years of life are when the brain and body have high demands for 
nutrients, and stunting usually happens at this time. It often starts before birth. Stunted children are not likely to 
catch up on their growth later. A stunted one-year-old will become a stunted ten-year-old and a stunted adult. 

The number of hungry people in the world increases erratically due to conflict and what the United Nations call 
“climate shocks” such as drought. Even so, the vast majority of stunted children are not the result of these conflicts 
or shocks. They live instead in relatively peaceful countries. When large populations are stunted, the problem can 
become invisible. Short height is seen as the norm, not a consequence of poor nutrition. But a stunted adult is now 
at greater risk for a range of physical and mental problems—impaired organ function, impaired immune system, 
impaired cognition. Stunting is associated with higher rates of diabetes, heart disease, stroke, obesity, anxiety, and 
learning disabilities. Ending the misery of childhood malnutrition would have enormous consequences. Because 
most malnourished children do not die—although some do, some three million a year. The rest endure a lifetime 
of diminished potential. They do less well in school. They do less well at work. They are sick more often. Almost 
certainly, they continue to be poor since childhood malnutrition is both a cause and a result of extreme poverty.

Nourished children, on the other hand, have the opportunity to grow up to be more energetic and productive adults. 
Ending childhood malnutrition means that one quarter of the next generation could learn better, work harder, and 
be more engaged in solving social and environmental problems. Together, that generation could promote gender 
and racial equality. Together, they could face the challenges of global warming. 

What would that future look like? We could find out, because the last fifty years of research have taught us 
surprising and remarkable things about the human body, specifically how to prevent and treat childhood 
malnutrition. Analysts from the international World Bank agree that the moment is now, “With global poverty 
rates having declined to less than 10 percent for the first time in history, we have an unprecedented opportunity to 
save children’s lives, build human capital, and drive faster economic growth by tackling stunting.” 

Moreover, childhood malnutrition is an environmental as well as a humanitarian concern. The future that is our 
child is the future of a hotter Earth and a degraded environment. Ending stunting is neither a digression nor a 
distraction from that urgency. We have failed so far to find the collective will to slow down greenhouse gas 
emissions and prevent apocalyptic changes to all life on Earth. Perhaps our thinking about this has been too small, 
too narrowly focused on parts of carbon dioxide per million, on numbers and calculations. Perhaps our resolve 
will only be ignited by the larger story of who we are and who we want to be.

Feeding all our children begins with the acknowledgement that they are all our children, that we are one body 
on the body of the Earth, and that we are all responsible for what happens on this Earth. The next generation of 
healthy children and adults cannot be separated from a healthy environment. But nor can the fight for a healthy 
environment be separated from the needs and desires of human beings. It is not either/or. It is not regulating the 
use of fossil fuel or empowering women, reforestation or ending poverty, biodiversity or healthy children. It is all 
of them together. 
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The wrenching, and inspiring, story of a fourteen-year-old 
sentenced to life in prison, of the extraordinary relationship that 

developed between him and the woman he shot, and of his release 
after twenty-six years of imprisonment through the efforts of 
America’s greatest contemporary legal activist, Bryan Stevenson.
Here is the story of a poor black kid from the toughest neighborhood 
of Tampa, Florida, who at age eleven began “jacking” (stealing) 
cars with his friends. At age thirteen he shot a white woman in 
the jaw during a botched mugging. For that crime, and because 
of his earlier record as a juvenile delinquent, he was sentenced to 
life in prison without the possibility of parole—essentially a death 
sentence. Forgotten by society, tortured by prison guards, held in 
solitary confinement for eighteen years, he was nonetheless able to 
accomplish a near-miraculous release from the unimaginable hell of 
the U.S. correctional system. Unable to afford legal help, through 
his own determination and strategic thinking, some serendipity, 
and the all-important help of complete strangers, including Bryan 
Stevenson and, perhaps most extraordinarily, the woman he shot, he 
was able eventually to gain his freedom.

     Full of unexpected twists and turns, the narrative is at times 
harrowing, disturbing, and painful, but, ultimately it is astoundingly 
evocative of the power of human will.

[Watch Ian Manuel recite his poem ‘My Time Gonna Come’ here]
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EXCERPT
On July 27, 1990, a bright, sunny day—when I committed a crime for which a judge would sentence me to 
life in prison—I was sitting with Peaches on her porch at around three o’clock.  Whenever I think of the most 
consequential day of my life, this is how it always starts.  I remember nothing about the morning and early 
afternoon, though I would have woken up at about 5:30 or so as usual and would have fixed myself a bowl of 
Count Chocula or Lucky Charms cereal with milk.

At the time I was living at 1239 Scott Street in Central Park Village, where I had grown up, in Tampa, Florida.   
Central Park Village, in the 1940s and 1950s, had been a prosperous, entrepreneurial black community.  But 
after deadly riots and looting there in 1967, during the cry for racial justice across the country, the neighborhood 
had fallen on hard times.  It was now a complex of rundown, low-rise buildings—the PJs, the projects—riddled 
with poverty, gang activity, drugs, and crime.  Because mom had let rent on our place fall behind, she and I were 
staying with a lady known to me as Aunt Louise, though she was no relation of ours, just my mom’s friend.  
During my childhood in Central Park Village, there were always comings and goings, among family, friends and 
acquaintances; the place was full of roamers.

Peaches was my girlfriend and not my girlfriend.  When she was in Central Park she lived on India Street, a block 
over, behind Aunt Louise’s place.  I had seen her in the neighborhood months before and she caught my attention.    
I had gone up to her and asked where she was from and who she was.  Lillian Hall (Peaches was her nickname) 
was around my age, thirteen years-old.   She was being raised by her grandmother elsewhere in Tampa but now 
and then visited Central Park for extended stays with her mother, so I didn’t see her that often.

Now as we sat on her porch, I brought up what had happened between us around the time we first met, something 
that still gnawed at me.  Peaches and I were both virgins and one night she snuck me up to her room where, after 
much kissing and caressing, we tried to have sex, but unsuccessfully—her hymen would not allow me to penetrate 
her—my strenuous efforts leaving both of us in pain.

Desperate this afternoon to set things right, I said “Peaches let’s go upstairs.”

“No, Jim-Jim, last time you told your mom and she told my mom and that got me yelled at.  You was trying to 
get me in trouble.”

“I wasn’t trying to get you in no trouble. My mom asked me where I’d been that night and I told her that I was 
with you so she’d know I wasn’t out running the streets. That’s all that was.”

Peaches refused to budge, despite how much I begged:  “No, Jim-Jim.”

She went inside to fix herself and her little brother something to eat and asked me if I was hungry.  I wasn’t; I was 
brooding.  So Peaches and I sat on the porch and proceeded awkwardly to talk about this and that to avoid the only 
subject of interest to me when one of my friends, Charles Lawson, sauntered by.

“Jim-Jim, what’s up man?” “Wanna come to the game room with me?”  The game room, called the Hall, was a 
neighborhood hangout where kids played video games twenty-five cents at a time.

“No, I’m chilling with my girl,” I said, hoping that, having heard this, Peaches would somehow be persuaded to 
relent and give me another chance.

Charles wandered off, muttering:  “Man, Jim-Jim, I never knew you to be soft for no girl.”

After Charles left, I tried to press my case again to Peaches for nearly two hours but she wasn’t having any of it.  
I was at the end of my rope with the situation when Marquis, one of my closest friends, came bustling around the 
corner.  As he approached the porch he said:  “Jim-Jim, what’s up? Come here let me holler at you for a second.  
You wanna go jackin;’ I got a gun, boy.” I stared at him and looked back at Peaches and said loud enough for her 
to hear:  “Man, might as well.  Ain’t nothin’ going on here.”  I had supposed that my threatening to leave would 
compel Peaches to come to her senses and say “No, Ian, let’s go upstairs,” but she didn’t, so I walked.

Guns were not new to me.  When I was eleven Marquis and I had gone jacking, committing our first crimes 
together—robbing people, seventy-five cents here, two dollars there—only to be arrested.  The gun we had 
brandished turned out to be an old, rusty, empty Colt M1911, the standard-issue sidearm of the U.S. Armed 
Forces from 1911 to 1986.  Toward the end of that school year, while I was fighting a classmate, Waiters, Marquis’ 
cousin, had pulled the gun out, pointed it at my opponent, insisting that I kick his ass.  “Man I don’t want it like 
that,” I had told Waiters, “I’m not trying to jump on somebody while you’ve got a gun on them.”  Waiters gave 
Marquis the gun to hold for the rest of the day but it didn’t work.

The Smith and Wesson .38 Special revolver, which my cousin Sam stole from Charles Lawson’s mom, did.  
Earlier in 1990, Sam and I went to an out-of-the-way field near Tampa Park to use the revolver for target practice.  
I was eager to know what it felt like to pull the trigger of a gun, yet I was skittish about the force of the recoil and 
the loudness of gun fire itself, fearing that it might shatter my eardrums.  At first, Sam stood behind me with his 
fingers stopping my ears, as, squinting, I aimed at bushes and trees in the distance.  But after much confusion and 
uncertainty on my part regarding how the hammer of the gun was related to the trigger, we ended up under an 
interstate highway where I shot at something close up for the first time, a bottle on the ground.  I missed.  
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A gripping and wholly original account of the epic human tragedy 
that was the great Klondike Gold Rush of 1897-98. One 

hundred thousand men and women rushed heedlessly north to make 
their fortunes; very few did, but many thousands of them died in 
the attempt.
The electrifying announcement in 1897 that gold was to be found 
in wildly enriching quantities in the Klondike River region in 
remote Alaska was demonically well timed to attract an exodus of 
economically desperate Americans. Within weeks tens of thousands 
of them were embarking from western ports to throw themselves at 
some of the harshest terrain on the planet--in winter yet--woefully 
unprepared, with no experience at all in mining or mountaineering. 
It was a mass delusion that quickly proved deadly. Brian Castner 
tells the unvarnished yet always striking and often amazing truth of 
this greed fueled migration.

[Visit Brian Castner’s website here]

Praise for Disappointment River:

“Vivid.  Castner has the Conradian ability to make you see and feel.”
—The Washington Post

“An exhilarating historical narrative. Castner evokes vivid 
personalities and drama from the archives. Historians and armchair 
travelers alike will be equally pleased with this volume.” 
—Publishers Weekly

“Vividly described, in well-wrought scenes that alternate from 
inspiring to humorous to stomach-clenching. Castner is a highly 
skilled writer and engaging companion.”
—Anchorage Daily News

“Appealing on both historical and contemporary levels, Castner’s 
work will please readers fascinated by tales of discovery.”
—Booklist
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EXCERPT

In those days the men who panned for gold in the stream beds of the Yukon valley would often work with a 
partner, to avert lonesomeness or starvation or worse, but Robert Henderson was his own man, never could find 
another who matched his endurance for misery, and so when he slipped while crossing an icy creek there was no 
one there to right him, and he fell, fell hard, and impaled himself upon the broken shards of a downed pine.

Henderson had been working his way across a tree trunk that he had dropped for a makeshift bridge, axe in his 
right hand, bracing himself against a limb with his left. Below, the stream rushed as a snow-melt cataract. He 
swung and chopped away the branches that barred his path but then the limb in his hand snapped and his feet came 
out from under him in a flash. 

Henderson tumbled toward the torrent of water. Then sudden blinding pain as the jagged stump of a branch 
speared the flesh of his calf and wrenched him to a halt midair. There he hung on a hook, like an animal snared in 
a toothed foot-trap, dangling head-down over the flooded stream. 
 
He was all alone. His axe was still in his hand. 
 
With a lurch Henderson yanked himself up, the bloody stake straining against the tendons in his leg, and he swung 
hard with his axe. The blade bit and held and Henderson pulled and his chest met the trunk and he clutched it in 
a bear hug. His leg was somehow free and he dare not fall and inch and by inch he pulled himself to the bank.
 
Henderson sat in the muddy slush on the creek-edge. “A bad wound,” he thought. He lowered his mangled leg 
into the ice-cold water and it numbed immediately. The creek went pink then clear and he pulled out the leg. He 
knew he could not walk. It was May, the days were long now, the sun warming, and yet snow still lay thick and 
the frozen Yukon River had not yet broken. 
 
He was stranded, cut off, hungry, and lame. No one knew where he was, and even if they did, no one could 
reach him.  Fifty hard miles to the nearest settlement, and the rapidly melting rivers were ready to rupture at any 
moment. 
 
He set camp on the creek-edge and prepared for a long wait. He carried very little. Flour, sugar, salt, a small bit 
of tea. Rifle, pistol, shovel, and pan. His clothes were rags, patches of wool and furs and buckskin, and his hob-
nailed boots were held together with burlap sacks. His last resupply at the trading post at Ogilvie, the last time he 
had seen another man, was the year before. 
 
Henderson was blue-eyed, tanned, tall and lean like timber. He was nearly forty years old, no longer a young man, 
and his face was sunken, overcooked, all the fat drained off. He wore a long moustache that drooped at the corners 
of his mouth and occasionally got caught in his teeth. Old timers called him a born prospector. He had the gold 
fever. He must, to spend the winter cutting trail from the Indian River all the way up Australia Creek, melting 
snow to wash gravel in the darkness. And for nothing but a few colors, a few specks of gold, two cents to the pan. 
 
The muscles in the calf were torn, and soon the whole leg swelled and turned bright red, hot to the touch. 
Henderson’s only relief was to crawl, on two hands and one knee, to the creek bank and dip the mangled leg in 
the icy bath. The never-setting sun was fierce off the snows, and Henderson could find no relief from the glare. He 
pulled his flat-brimmed felt hat down low to his eyes, but it made no difference. His vision went blurry and pained, 
and he knew snow blindness was coming on, so he rubbed his eyes with salt and water hoping to stave off the 
worst of it. Like most prospectors, Henderson shaved in winter, as a beard would solidify into a hazardous mass 
of ice, but now he grew his whiskers to keep the mosquitos off. It made little difference. Breeding in the shallows, 
the insects were ferocious, and Henderson took to wearing a hood of cheese cloth. Even so, the mosquitos would 
smother themselves so thickly upon it that he had trouble breathing.
 
Just before he fell crossing the creek, Henderson had shot a caribou and strung up the haunches in a nearby tree. 
Now he sawed through the forequarters and moved that section of raw meat to his tent, to a hole he dug to the 
permafrost. Then he dug a second hole in the ground, also inside the tent but a little away from the first, and 
packed the sides with clay. He broke a few twigs into kindling and struck a sulfur match and made a small fire in 
the hole, and the clay dried and hardened. Every day he cut off a piece of the caribou carcass and made a small 
fire and put both of them in the little clay oven and cooked the meat and this was all he ate for the day. The oven’s 
smoke clogged the air of the tent, but that was okay, it kept off the mosquitos.
 
Wolves prowled along the edge of the camp every night. Henderson had no medicines, no poultice to draw out the 
bilious fluids in his leg, and so he laid strips of bacon across the wound until they were heavy with pus. “These 
have done duty,” he thought, as he carefully pulled them off one by one and threw them outside the tent, where 
the wolves would leap on them, gobble them down and then back off, temporarily satiated.

48



King Richard
An American Tragedy
Michael Dobbs

Knopf
May 2021

UK rights available

MICHAEL DOBBS was born 
and educated in Britain, but is 
now a U.S. citizen. He was 
a long-time reporter for The 
Washington Post, covering 
the collapse of communism 
as a foreign correspondent. 
He has taught at leading 
American universities, 
including Princeton, the 
University of Michigan, and 
Georgetown. He is currently 
on the staff of the United 
States Holocaust Memorial 
Museum. His previous books 
include the bestselling One 
Minute to Midnight on the 
Cuban missile crisis, which 
was part of an acclaimed Cold 
War trilogy. He lives outside 
Washington, D.C.

From the author of the acclaimed One Minute to Midnight: a 
sharply focused, riveting account—told from inside the White 

House—of the crucial months when the Watergate conspiracy 
consumed itself and brought down the president.
In November 1972, Richard Nixon won reelection in a historic 
landslide. By April 1973, his fate was sealed as the Watergate 
scandal took on a life of its own. King Richard is the fascinating, 
utterly absorbing account of these crucial five months—when the 
Watergate burglars and their handlers in the administration began 
to panic and turn on one another, ultimately revealing their direct 
connection to the White House.
Michael Dobbs takes us into the very heart of the conspiracy, 
recreating these dramatic events as experienced by everyone from 
the burglars to White House counsel John Dean to chief of staff 
Bob Haldeman. He vividly captures the conspirators’ growing 
paranoia and their desperate attempts to deflect blame as the noose 
tightened around them and the daily pressures became increasingly 
unbearable. At the center of this spellbinding drama is Nixon 
himself, fresh off his massive reelection victory, struggling with his 
personal insecurities and the shambles in Vietnam as his presidency 
falls apart around him. This is an epic and deeply human story of 
ambition, power, and betrayal.

[Watch Michael Dobbs introduce the book here]

Praise for Michael Dobbs:

“Dobbs has a reporter’s eye for narrative and a historian’s attention 
to detail and context.”
—The Washington Post

“Superb. Dobbs tells the story with the precision of a fine historian 
and the verve of a first-rate journalist.”
—The Dallas Morning News

“Dobbs is a gifted writer. His characterizations of powerful men 
are well judged and rounded, as are his evaluations of the fateful 
choices they faced.”
—Foreign Affairs

“Dobbs lends the subject an immediacy that will engage history 
readers.”
—Booklist
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EXCERPT

Saturday, January 20, 1973 (Inauguration Day)

It had been “one helluva show.” The Grieg piano concerto, in particular, had been a revelation. Van Cliburn 
was superb: no one could match his virtuosity. Of course, most of the Republican high rollers who feasted on 
colonial roast duckling and plantation pineapple in their tuxedos and long dresses—”clowns,” in Richard Nixon’s 
estimation—”did not know what the hell was going on.” But the president had thoroughly enjoyed both the music 
and the political symbolism of the evening. 

His arrival at the Kennedy Center had been heralded with “ruffles and flourishes” from sixteen military trumpeters 
in full Ruritanian regalia. The orchestras at each of the three Inaugural concerts had blared out “Hail to the Chief” 
as he entered the presidential box, as per an “action memo” from his chief of staff, H.R. “Bob” Haldeman. Best 
of all, he had succeeded in “sticking it to Washington” by excluding the dreary, politically correct, National 
Symphony Orchestra from the festivities. Instead, he had brought the outspokenly conservative Eugene Ormandy 
down from Philadelphia to conduct the rousing finale to a wonderful event.

The clanging church bells and simulated cannon of Tchaikovsky’s 1812 Overture were still reverberating in 
Nixon’s ears as he said goodnight to the evening’s guest of honor, Mamie Eisenhower, at the front door of the 
White House. He took the mirror-paneled elevator to the residence on the second floor and then headed left 
through a succession of grand hallways lined with books and paintings to his private den. This was the Lincoln 
Sitting Room, the smallest room in the mansion and his personal favorite. The cozy Victorian parlor was the place 
where he did his best thinking and writing, scribbling his ideas onto yellow legal pads to the booming strains of 
“Victory at Sea.” He settled into his plush Louis XV style armchair, a birthday present from his wife Pat, resting 
his feet on the matching Ottoman. A black-and-white print of the Lincoln family hung on the wall above his head, 
next to the window, which provided a perfect picture frame for the floodlit Washington monument. 

Snug in his sanctuary, Nixon gazed into a crackling fire set by his personal valet, Manuel “Manolo” Sanchez. 
He was still dressed in the tuxedo he had worn to the Kennedy Center, offset by black bowtie and gleaming 
presidential cufflinks. His hair, dark brown with splotches of gray, was carefully brushed back, a sartorial choice 
that emphasized his receding hair line and protruding widow’s peak. His already thick jowls had filled out even 
more during his first four years in office. Combined with his darting eyes, they gave him a tortured look, as if he 
was perpetually brooding over past slights and disappointments. The upturned, slightly twisted nose, on the other 
hand, suggested a bumbling American everyman, like Walter Matthau in a goofy Hollywood comedy. Assembled 
together, it was a face that was neither handsome nor ugly, distinguished nor plebeian. But it was certainly 
memorable.

It was already past midnight, but the thirty-seventh president of the United States had no desire to sleep. In less than 
twelve hours, at noon, he would be appearing on the steps of the Capitol to deliver his second Inaugural address. 
He was still tinkering obsessively with the text. “As I stand in this place so hallowed by history, I think of others 
who have stood here before me” read one of his last-minute tweaks.  Another note reflected his determination to 
scale back the Great Society that his Democratic predecessor, Lyndon Johnson, had devoted so much energy to 
constructing: “our goal for government — to take less from people so that people can do more for themselves.” 
Nixon read through the speech once more, fountain pen in hand, marking the passages he wished to emphasize 
in dark blue ink. He underlined some phrases and scratched in a few additions, until the text resembled a heavily 
annotated sheet of music. He had issued strict instructions that the speech was not to go “a word over 1200 
words.” As with so many of his peremptory commands, the order had gone unfulfilled, largely due to his own 
contradictory impulses. He had planned to emulate Abraham Lincoln—who had used just 701 words for his 
second Inaugural address, one of the most memorable in American history—but there was too much he wanted 
to say. In the end, he had settled for a speech of 1,800 words, still reasonably short by modern-day presidential 
standards. He calculated that it would take about fifteen minutes to deliver, including applause.
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A probing, witty, and deeply insightful history of blindness—
in Western culture and literature, and in the author’s own 

experience—that ranges from Homer to Milton to Braille to Stevie 
Wonder.
M. Leona Godin begins her fascinating, wide-ranging study with 
an exploration of how the idea of sight is inextricably linked with 
knowledge and understanding; how “blindness” has, for millennia, 
been used as a metaphor for ignorance; and how, in metaphorical 
terms, blindness can also be made to suggest a door to artistic or 
spiritual transcendence. And she makes clear how all of this has 
obscured the reality of blindness, as a consequence of which many 
blind people have to deal not just with their disability but also 
with expectations of “specialness.” Godin illuminates the often 
surprising history of both the physiological condition and of the 
ideas that have attached to it. She incorporates analysis of blindness 
in art and literature (from King Lear to Star Wars) and in culture 
(assumptions of the blind as pure and magically wise) with the 
science of blindness and key developments in accessibility (the 
white cane, seeing eye dogs, eBooks), and with her own experience 
of gradually losing sight over the course of three decades. 
Altogether, she gives us a revelation of the centrality of blindness 
and vision to humanity’s understanding of itself and the world.

[Watch Leona Godin read an excerpt as she invokes the 1827 
painting “The Apotheosis of Homer.”  Godin sits cross-legged 
wearing a black dress, silver necklace and bracelet, and round black 
sunglasses. Her silver laptop perches on her lap. She takes pride 
of place in the grand painting by Jean-Auguste-Dominique Ingres, 
currently housed at the Louvre sitting where Homer sits in the 
painting and receiving the crown meant for him. Around her are the 
assembled poets, artists, and philosophers of antiquity and modern 
times who have come to pay homage]
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EXCERPT

I first remember reading, or rather attempting to read The Odyssey in 10th grade, but by then my eyesight had 
deteriorated to such an extent that I did not make it very far. I confronted endless blocks of text (so perhaps it was 
a prose version created for high school readers) and, after just a few pages took me hours--the words breaking 
apart before my eyes--making comprehension nearly impossible, I attempted to write an essay about the book 
without having come anywhere near finishing it. I received a D for the paper, my first, and it was terrible. As 
an English honors student and a once-avid reader, I blamed and hated the teacher for my failure. I would not 
finish The Odyssey for several years--not until I found myself studying Greek and Latin at UC Santa Cruz (go 
Slugs!). Only then, as this anomalous creature--a Classics major at a school best known for Redwood groves and 
marijuana--did I first begin to identify with blindness in all its complexities and contradictions.

In fact, it was my Greek and Latin tutor (paid by Disabled Students Services to give me extra help outside of 
class), who first made me realize that blindness was not just my future calamity, but also a cultural phenomenon. 
“Did you know,” he said, “that the ancients revered the blind as poets and prophets?”

By then I knew about Homer, of course, but I hadn’t really thought about what the blind bard might have to do with 
me. With my CCTV--a cumbersome magnification system comprised of a seventeen-inch monitor that blew my 
Greek and Latin texts up into inch-high characters--at home, and the bulky packets of passages printed in forty-
point font--which were still hard for me to read--, but helped me to follow along in class, I did not feel very much 
like a poet or a prophet. I surely did not feel the compensatory powers set forth in The Odyssey and reiterated 
again and again in Western Literature. I did not know then that my tutor’s words would set me on my path to 
read metaphorical blindness against its realities. I did, however, have an inkling that this other blindness--the 
metaphorical kind--might provide some compensation after all. That I might do well to identify with metaphorical 
blindness in order to mitigate the intense shame I’d felt throughout my teens.

For it was shame that was--from about the age of twelve--my dominant feeling with regards my visual impairment. 
Shame for the things I could not do. Shame at not being able to recognize faces, shame at not being able to see 
street signs, and, above all, shame at not being able to read. If I had been a different kind of person with different 
kinds of friends, I might have been bummed not to be able to catch a ball, and to be sure, there have been times 
in my life when play eluded me because of my poor sight. Mostly, however, my friends were the type that 
smoked, drank, made art, read, and perused used record shops and bookstores. So much time was spent trailing 
my friends around Green Apple, a used bookshop on Clement Street in San Francisco, that familiar scent of old 
paper everywhere, scrutinizing the covers in the hopes of being able to find some words--a title or author’s name, 
just to be able to do something, maybe even buy something, and perhaps show it off.

For years to come, I would still be able to read (very) large print, and I could recognize my books by their covers, 
but by eleventh grade, most printed pages held only decorative lines of black ink for me. I could see the shapes of 
words dancing along, but without extreme magnification, no matter how much I squinted or maneuvered the page 
I could not read a single word.

My inability to read The Odyssey when I was in high school--before I was introduced to all the technology (the 
CCTV, computer with speech output, later my braille display) that make books accessible, and even before I was 
introduced to books on tape--echoes an irony at the heart of the blind Homer tradition. The books that have 
come to us as The Iliad and The Odyssey are written documents derived from a much older oral tradition. The 
dominance of the written word over that oral tradition made the reality of a blind reader, let alone a blind writer, a 
near-impossibility, at least until the invention of first raised type and later braille in the eighteenth and nineteenth 
centuries. Even then, accessing the tools of the trade--the work of other writers, the means of writing--has hardly 
been easy for the blind writer.

“Believe me,” Jorge Luis Borges said in an interview a year before his death, “the benefits of blindness have been 
greatly exaggerated. If I could see, I would never leave the house, I’d stay indoors reading the many books that 
surround me. Now they’re as far away from me as Iceland, although I’ve been to Iceland twice and I will never 
reach my books.”

This quote is heartbreaking, coming from a man who headed up the Argentinian National Library and wrote such 
intricately-wrought, book-oriented stories as “The Library of Babel.” The quote is also, however, surprising and a 
bit odd, coming as it does from a man who continued to have a wonderful career long after losing his ability to read. 
If reports of the benefits of blindness have indeed been exaggerated, Borges himself is not innocent: “Blindness has 
not been for me a total misfortune;” he explains in “Blindness,” “it should not be seen in a pathetic way. It should 
be seen as a way of life: one of the styles of living.” This reminds me of the rallying cry of the actor and playwright 
Neil Marcus, who has helped to reify disability culture: “disability is not a brave struggle or ‘courage in the face of 
adversity.’ Disability is an art.”
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Teen entrepreneur, programmer, 
and student, MICHAEL 
SAYMAN created an iOS 
app development company at 
13, after teaching himself to 
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more than three million times 
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An inspiring and deeply personal memoir from one of the most 
extraordinary entrepreneurs in Silicon Valley, who taught 

himself how to code as a thirteen-year old and claimed his share of 
the American Dream.
As his parents watched their restaurant business collapse in the 
wake of the Great Recession, 13-year-old Michael Sayman was 
Googling “how to code.” Within a year, he had launched an iPhone 
app that was raking in thousands of dollars a month, enough to keep 
his family afloat—and in America. Entirely self-taught, Sayman 
headed from high school straight into the professional world, and 
by the time he was 17, he was Facebook’s youngest employee 
ever, building new features that wowed Mark Zuckerberg. These 
features are now being used by more than half a billion people 
every day. After Sayman pushed Facebook to build its own version 
of Snapchat’s “Stories,” engagement on the platform soared across 
all demographics. Millions of Gen Z and Millennials returned to 
the app as teen engagement rose dramatically on Instagram and 
WhatsApp, causing a billion-dollar loss in value for Snapchat’s 
parent company. Three years later, he jumped ship for Google. In 
this candid and uplifting memoir, Sayman shares the highs and 
lows, the successes and failures of his remarkable journey. It tells 
the galvanizing story of how a young Latino, not yet old enough to 
drink, excelled in the cutthroat world of Silicon Valley, becoming 
an inspiration to thousands of kids across the United States and 
Latin America by following his own surprising, extraordinary path. 
In addition, it is filled with practical wisdom, making it essential—
and affirming—reading for anyone marching to the beat of their 
own drum.

[Watch Michael Sayman introduce the book here]

[Watch editor Tom Pold read an excerpt here]
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EXCERPT

I was sixteen, in Bolivia to give a talk to fifteen hundred cheering students. Event organizers were attempting to 
clear a path to the stage. Hands pulled at my clothes and people stood up and began applauding my entrance as I 
muscled my way to the stage, wishing I were back in my hotel room, coding. In my peripheral vision, I could see 
reporters from local and international stations, filming. I tried to block out the thoughts that were crowding my 
head, one most of all: that I was not made for this. These people were looking for someone who could give them 
insight and guidance, and I wasn’t sure if I was that person.

When I was thirteen, I’d launched my first app for the iPhone and quickly started earning $10,000 a month 
from downloads—enough to support my family when our middle-class house of cards (plastic ones provided by 
Mastercard and Visa) was flattened by the Great Recession. And for that, the Latin American press had dubbed 
me the Boy Genius of Apple. I was regularly featured in the news and had a huge Facebook following there. But 
I was afraid the news was celebrating me prematurely. My once moderately successful app was already declining 
in sales, and my next step wasn’t clear to me. But that wasn’t what all these kids had come to hear. They’d come 
to find out how I’d made something out of nothing, with only a computer. I owed it to them to try to explain: I 
wasn’t a genius; it wasn’t magic. As long as they could get their hands on a computer with Internet access, they 
could make something from nothing, too.

On the stage, I launched into a rambling talk about growing up in Miami as the son of Bolivian and Peruvian 
immigrants. About how I got into coding. I told them how I’d taught myself using YouTube videos and how, 
since the recession, my apps had been helping my family pay the bills. I assured them that I wasn’t on that stage 
because I’d changed the world with my product. I was standing up there because, despite all my insecurities and 
shortcomings, I’d never let my failures stop me from building things that changed my world. Whenever my lack 
of knowledge or ability brought me to a standstill, I explained, I wouldn’t let myself stay stuck for long. I’d take 
a breath, then Google my way out of whatever hole I’d dug myself into. “If you want to be a coder,” I told the 
room, “The Internet will be your best friend, your guide, and your inspiration.”

As soon as I finished my spiel, the students started peppering me with questions about how to code. “Google 
Xcode or Eclipse and watch instructional YouTube videos,” I repeated, over and over. And this is just as true 
today. Coding changes so fast, there are no static resources that can keep up. If you want to learn to code, let the 
Internet be your guide.

Eventually, someone from the school called an end to the Q & A, and I was led out of the auditorium. Every few 
feet, I had to stop to take a selfie. Someone was yelling, “Make a line!” but no one was listening. People pushed 
and pulled and grabbed at me, and I glanced at my mom, who had accompanied me, helplessly. Back in our hired 
car, we crawled through traffic as some students followed in cars, rolling down their windows and snapping 
photos. At the hotel, my mom and I collapsed onto our beds.

The next day, I returned to the reality of my life in the US. No one gave me a second glance at Miami International 
Airport. I was unsure whether all of it had been a dream. When I thought about my lineage, where my parents 
came from, and their parents before them, the last few days in Bolivia seemed even more improbable, if not 
impossible.
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From the author of Love and Hate in Jamestown comes the 
untold story of the working-class engineer and the Bletchley 

Park mathematicians who built Colossus—the world’s first digital 
electronic computer.
As the Allies were preparing for an invasion of Nazi-controlled 
France, time was of the essence to decode Axis messages. The 
Germans’ code, known as “Tunny,” posed an insurmountable 
challenge. It was far more complex than the Enigma machine and 
possessed more possible combinations than particles in the universe. 
But when intrepid working-class engineer Tommy Flowers suggested 
building an electronic computing machine, the cryptographers at 
Bletchley Park saw a glimmer of hope. Flowers’s device would in 
theory calculate probabilities in minutes or hours, but the idea was a 
tough sell to the top brass. Such a machine would require thousands 
of fragile, state-of-the-art vacuum tubes, and there was no precedent 
to confirm that such a machine would even work. But together with 
mathematicians Alan Turing and Max Newman, Flowers would 
tackle almost unconquerable obstacles and bring about the dawn of 
the digital age.
The Geniuses’ War tells the mesmerizing story of the great minds 
behind Colossus. With fascinating detail and keen insight, David 
Andrew Price chronicles the feat of engineering genius—produced 
against the odds, the clock, and resistant leadership—that became 
the world’s first digital electronic computer.

Praise for Love and Hate in Jamestown:

“Solid and engaging. Price focuses on the human story of Jamestown, 
nearly mythic in its resonances.” 
—The New York Times

“Price’s well-researched book skillfully weaves together period 
letters and historical documents into a narrative and is an engaging 
and detailed account of the many lives that clashed during the 
founding of Virginia.” 
—US News & World Report
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EXCERPT

Intelligence about an opponent’s capabilities and intentions has always been central to the waging of war—and 
cryptography, or decoding, has long been central to intelligence. But World War II was a cryptographic war like 
none before it. Hitler’s lightning warfare tactics and his reliance on U-boats meant that his far-flung forces had to 
use radio to receive their orders and report back. Accordingly, German engineers created machines with advanced 
encryption technology to safeguard those radio messages from prying enemy ears. 

It is widely known that around a third of the way through the war, Bletchley Park unlocked the secrets of one of 
those creations, the Enigma family of encoding machines. In hut 8, a team led by the British chess champion, Hugh 
Alexander, and a twenty-seven-year-old Cambridge-trained mathematician, Alan Turing, successfully attacked the 
version of Enigma used by the Kriegsmarine, the German navy, saving Britain from the U-boat menace during the 
Battle of the Atlantic. Their work enabled the Allies to lift the grip of the U-boats that had come close to strangling 
Britain by cutting off the flow of its supplies. Bletchley Park was able to read naval Enigma traffic temporarily in 
1941 and permanently starting in late 1942; the victory was made possible by a mechanical device, principally of 
Turing’s invention, known as the Bombe, which mimicked the operation of a series of Enigma machines lashed 
together. The attack on Enigma has been documented and dramatized (sometimes quite fancifully) over the years 
by books, plays, the 2001 film Enigma, and the 2014 film The Imitation Game. 

What is little known is the story that came next—little known because postwar security restrictions kept it hidden 
for decades, with major parts of it remaining classified until the twenty-first century. The conquest of Enigma was 
only a warm-up. A different section of Bletchley Park, known as the Newmanry, would become the site of the 
greatest decryption achievements of the war and the launching of the digital age. 

Behind that success were the contents of two low buildings, newer and larger than the huts, made of brick, concrete, 
and steel. Known as block F and block H, the structures contained one of the Allies’ most guarded secrets, second 
perhaps only to the Manhattan Project: messages between Hitler’s headquarters staff and his generals in the field 
were being cracked by a new kind of technology—digital electronic computers. The breakthrough yielded, among 
other things, intelligence that was essential to the D-Day landing.

At this time, even the word “computer” itself did not exist in reference to machines and would not for some 
years; the term was reserved for human beings whose job was to carry out long sequences of calculations by 
hand. Bletchley Park’s electronic computers were called Colossus (plural, Colossi); they shared the binary logic 
of modern computers, though they were programmed via a plugboard rather than software stored in memory. The 
machines were not only the first operational digital electronic computers, they were the first large-scale digital 
electronic devices of any kind. 

By way of contrast, until the advent of Colossus, the state of the art in computational machines had been the 
Harvard Mark I, which was based not on electronics but on thousands of electromechanical parts like switches 
and wheels, slow and error-prone. So novel was the digital electronic technology of Colossus that one modern-
day software engineer has facetiously suggested it must have been inspired by a lost alien supercomputer.  

Where Turing’s Bombe was used against the Enigma, Colossus was used against another, much more complex 
machine, the crown jewel of German encryption technology. Built by the firm C. Lorenz AG, it was known to 
the Germans as the Lorenz SZ series—for Schlüssel-Zusatz, or “cipher attachment”—and to the Allies by the 
code name Tunny (British English for “tuna”). Someone who wished to decode a message by trying every one 
of Tunny’s possible combinations would have had to look at as many as 4 x 10131 possibilities, more than the 
estimated number of particles in the universe. By that measure, Tunny’s ciphering system was ten trillion trillion 
trillion trillion trillion trillion trillion trillion trillion times as complex as Enigma’s. 

As a result of their success with Tunny, the men and women of Bletchley Park were able to read the Third Reich’s 
highest-level military communications system, including messages from Hitler himself. Following a visit to 
Bletchley Park in 1943, the dean of American cryptologists, William Friedman of the U.S. Army Signal Security 
Agency, noted in a classified report, “I was astonished to learn that they regard the importance of E [Enigma] 
traffic to be on the wane and that what they call the ‘Fishes’ traffic is becoming more and more important to them. 
. . .” The British, Friedman discovered, viewed their Tunny work as “even more secret” than Enigma. 
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The bestselling author of American Housewife and Southern 
Lady Code returns with a viciously funny, deeply-felt collection 

of literary essays on love, family, and friendship among grown-ass 
women.
When Helen Ellis and her lady gang arrive for their vacation at 
the Redneck Riviera they bring a lot with them: stories of five 
husbands, past and present, seven kids, lost parents, lost jobs, a bad 
diagnosis, and enough gin and powdered onion dip mix to dehydrate 
an elephant. Because that’s friendship among women old enough to 
appreciate it: a tapestry woven in the colors of your forties, Clinique 
moisturizer yellow, Windex blue, and colonoscopy pink. In these 
twelve gloriously comic and moving essays, Helen Ellis braves a 
cat lady plastic surgeon for twenty shots of stomach bile in the neck, 
witnesses the Miracle Whip of life as her 49-year-old second-best 
friend gives birth, sobs with a stadium full of women as a psychic 
with a tiara of white blond hair exorcises their sorrows, and gathers 
up the courage to ask “Are you there, Menopause? It’s Me, Helen.” 
A book that reads like the best cocktail party of your life, Bring 
Your Baggage and Don’t Pack Light is chockablock with fabulous 
characters: Book club ladies who race Roombas, poker players with 
backpacks of cash, a man who plays the saw, a woman who wears 
a toilet paper cast on her arm, Southern boy Adonises, garage sale 
swindlers, and ladies so tipsy they lose their handbags and have to 
carry their keys in a Piggly Wiggly shopping bag. Alive with the 
fearless, sensational humor that won Helen Ellis legions of fans, her 
fierce wit is accompanied in this book by a brave vulnerability, an 
emotional generosity, and a ferocious love for her friends that takes 
this acclaimed author to a whole new level of accomplishment.

[Watch Helen Ellis read an excerpt here]

Praise for Southern Lady Code:

“A voice that’s equal parts Nora Ephron and David Sedaris. Ellis—a 
woman of spiky, unrepentant complexity—makes the case for living 
according to no one’s rules but your own.” 
—Family Circle

“Lives between Fannie Flagg’s Fried Green Tomatoes and Sloane 
Crosley’s I Was Told There’d Be Cake. Ellis’s irreverent doses of 
humor are life lessons celebrating colloquial expressions, regional 
specialties and offering delightful commentary on everything from 
what should be served at cocktail parties to what should occur 
behind closed doors.” 
—A.M. Homes
 
“Ellis is hilarious, brilliant, and utterly mad. Southern Lady Code 
will make you a better woman or a better man — once you have 
cleaned up the coffee you spit through your nose from laughing so 
hard. I loved this book: every essay and every word.” 
—Chris Bohjalian
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EXCERPT

A character is a drinker. But not a drives-the-wrong-way-on-a-highway, beats-her-kids, and shuts-the-cat-in-the-
dryer drinker. A character does drink too much, but she can hold her liquor like a woman balances a bag of 
groceries on her hip. She makes it look easy. But instead of a grocery bag, it’s a glass of wine, or a martini, or 
something in a short fat glass that’s got a fat chunk of ice in it and is surrounded by liquor that’s turkey-fat-brown.

Or maybe she is carrying an actual grocery bag, because she’s a character and, during one of her festive nights 
out, forgot where she left her purse. So today she’s got a brown paper sack from the Piggly Wiggly with the top 
folded over like a 2012 $290 lunch bag clutch; but instead of Jil Sander’s name on the front, there’s a pig in a 
butcher’s hat.

Inside her grocery bag is lipstick and a hair clip. A credit card. And there is for sure more. Maybe her Piggly 
Wiggly sack has her great great grandmother’s wooden dentures in there. You know, something a character can 
pull out at parties (like boring women produce Ziplocs of loose Splenda) to get a conversation going.

Isn’t she a hoot?

No, she’s a character.

A hoot is a naturally funny woman. A character is a woman who’s funny because she’s tipsier than a Gibson’s 
pickled pearl onion.

You invite a character to your parties because at past parties she led a conga line or – when you ran out of canapés 
– she threw your freezer-burned Tater Tots into your oven and served them on toothpicks with a squirt of ketchup 
on the side and got everyone to eat them. You want to see what she’ll do this time. And you know what that 
character likes to drink, so you provide it. 

If she likes Tequila with a worm in it, you give her Tequila with a worm in it. It’s like giving a bump of cocaine to 
a stand-up comedian. Three sheets to the wind and she’ll do a tight five on why Egyptian cotton is bologna, nuts, 
crackers or any other food word for bullshit.

No, she doesn’t curse. She’s a character, not a boozehound. You can take her anywhere because she’s not sloppy.

Sloppy is fall-down, throw-up, hump-the-host drunk. Sloppy is a hot mess. A character is more of a room 
temperature thing out of place. Like a dildo on a coffee table. You can’t believe what you are seeing. But there it 
is. Right next to the remote.

And you are going to tell everyone what you saw. And everyone you tell is going to want to meet that character. 
And a character is happy to meet everyone and anyone because a character likes to be the center of attention.

But not in an annoying way. Not like a red-nosed smudge-lipped woman who thinks she’s funny (but most 
certainly is not funny) who clinks her glass and shouts, “Attention! Attention!” And then once everyone quiets 
down and looks at her, jokes: “Thanks, I just really love attention.”

A character wants to be the life of the party. Or the life of a seven-hour flight delay. Or the life of a Piggy Wiggly 
check-out line. She wants to be everyone’s friend.
So, befriend her.

And maybe you’ll become a character too. 

There are worse things to be than a lady who’s the first to be invited, and is invited everywhere because she 
makes everyone smile.
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The inside story of Tesla’s pulse-pounding, do-or-die race to 
conquer the auto industry. 

Elon Musk is among the most controversial titans of technology in the 
world. To some he’s a once-in-a-century visionary, the Henry Ford 
of his day; to others he’s a con man, lampooned for his outrageous 
behavior and tweets. Yet for all his otherworldly dreams of space 
travel and artificial intelligence, it’s his most old-fashioned business 
gambit that may prove his most transformative: the Tesla Model 3.
Tesla’s first wave of electric cars may have seemed like pricey 
novelties—$100,000 toys for wealthy people looking to burnish their 
‘green’ credentials. But Musk wanted more than to build a luxury 
product for the upper crust. The Model 3 was his electric car for the 
masses, the one he’d imagined since Tesla’s early days in Silicon 
Valley in the mid-2000s. It was the vehicle with which he hoped to 
rival entrenched competitors such as Ford, Toyota, and Volkswagen.
But becoming a carmaker isn’t the same thing as launching a killer 
app. It’s a narrow-margin business that requires billions of dollars of 
upfront investment. Any snag in production can lead to disaster. It’s 
no wonder there hasn’t been a successful entrant into the US auto 
market since 1925, or that, as Musk says, the only two American 
companies who haven’t ever filed for bankruptcy are Ford—and 
Tesla.
A story of power, recklessness, struggle, and triumph, this is an 
exhilarating look at Tesla’s unprecedented bet on the Model 3—
the high stakes, brilliant innovations, near collapses, ferocious 
competitors, and financial antagonists swirling around the company 
and its divisive, unpredictable leader. It poses a provocative question: 
Can a Silicon Valley startup do more than just software; can it conquer 
the biggest and most entrenched industry in the global economy?

[Watch Tim Higgins being interviewed about Tesla here]
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EXCERPT

On a chilly night in March 2016 at the Tesla design studio, Elon Musk took the stage in front of hundreds of 
supporters. Dressed like a James Bond villain, in a black jacket with the collar up, he was on the cusp of achieving 
a decades-long dream, the ultimate goal of what the famed engineer had spent the past dozen years building to: 
the grand reveal of his Model 3 electric car. 

The design studio—near the Los Angeles airport and on the same complex as Musk’s privately held rocket 
company, SpaceX—was the home of Tesla’s creative soul; it was a magical place where Franz von Holzhausen, 
the automotive designer behind the re-imagined Volkswagen Beetle and Mazda’s resurgence, now headed the 
team that put into form the ideas that Musk envisioned for revolutionary and dazzling electric cars that eschewed 
the techie, nerdy look favored by competitors who had long seen such vehicles as experimental novelties. 

Hundreds of customers, including several celebrities, turned out for the event. A Musk party wasn’t to be missed; 
whether it was for Tesla or SpaceX, his events attracted an eclectic mix of Silicon Valley billionaires, Hollywood 
bold names, and car enthusiasts. 

Until now Tesla had been a niche luxury brand, a fantasy for California environmentalists that had morphed into a 
muse for the rich, a must-have among those wealthy enough to have garages full of BMWs, Mercedes, and other 
gas-powered status symbols. 

The Model 3, starting at $35,000, held the promise of something different. 

It was the embodiment of Musk’s ambition to bring a fully electric car to the masses. It was a gamble, in the form 
of a four-door compact car, that Tesla could generate the sales volume and cash to take on the biggest of the big 
boys in the century-old automotive industry: Ford, Toyota, Volkswagen, Mercedes-Benz, BMW, and, of course, 
General Motors. 

The Model 3 would determine if Tesla was a real car company. 

And Musk, just a year younger than Henry Ford when the Model T was introduced 108 years earlier, stood on 
stage that night, greeted by the pounding bass of techno music and screams of his fans, to rewrite history. 

He came to usher in a new era. 
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A fast-paced look at the corporate dysfunction—the ruthless cost-
cutting, cutthroat management, ‘celebrity’ executives—that 

contributed to one of the worst tragedies in modern aviation.
Boeing is a century-old titan of American industry.  The largest 
exporter in the US, it has played a central role in the early days of 
flight, in World War II bombing missions, moon landings, and the 
awesome routine of air travel today. But two crashes of the company’s 
737 MAX 8, in 2018 and 2019, would expose a shocking pattern of 
malfeasance, leading to the biggest crisis in the company’s history. 
How did things go so horribly wrong at Boeing?
Flying Blind is the definitive exposé of a corporate scandal that has 
transfixed the world. It reveals how a broken corporate culture paved 
the way for these disasters, losses that were altogether avoidable. 
Drawing from aviation insiders, it shows how in its race to beat 
Airbus, Boeing skimped on testing, outsourced critical software to 
unreliable third-party vendors, and convinced regulators to put the 
MAX into service without requiring the customary pilot training. 
It offers a parable for a corporate America that puts the interests of 
shareholders over customers, employees, and communities.
This is the epic account of how a once-iconic company fell prey to 
such forces, and how its win-at-all-costs approach not only cost 350 
lives, but could spell the end of an era.

[Listen to Peter Robison talk about Boeing here]
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EXCERPT

The scene before dawn at Soekarno-Hatta International Airport in Jakarta on Oct. 29, 2018, was like that at any 
other big airport in this age of routinized international travel. In the concourses, families and bleary-eyed solo 
travelers clumped outside gates or gulped a hurried breakfast from KFC or McDonald’s, the latter of which, in 
this Muslim-dominated country, offered Halal-certified meat including a porridge of chicken strips, ginger, and 
onions (the “Bubur Ayam McD.”) Others lined up for Kiehl’s face cream or cartons of cigarettes at the duty-free 
shop, already open. As the sun rose it was finally light enough to see the tropical gardens of narra trees, palms, 
and orchids outside—one of the few clues the traveller wasn’t in Kansas City or Stuttgart.  

Few gave a thought to the $120 million machines parked beside the jetways, many of them Boeing 737s, the 
stub-nosed workhorses of airline fleets since the 1970s. Commercial aircraft are considered the world’s premier 
expression of manufacturing excellence, designed by tens of thousands of people around the world who put their 
hands on them—at first figuratively, on the computer screens of engineers, and then literally when machinists 
climb underneath them to hand-crank stubborn rivets to the desired torque. Before the planes leave Boeing’s 
factory near Seattle, airlines send their own representatives to inspect every inch and reject the machines if they 
find, say, a loose bin or a fray in the 40 miles of wiring (or, as sometimes happens, a forgotten wrench or gum 
wrapper). 

The people gathered around Gate B5 that morning for Lion Air Flight 610 were about to board the newest and 
most advanced of more than 10,000 737s Boeing had manufactured. It was called the 737 MAX 8. Far from 
the original 737, which had two tiny cigar-shaped engines tucked under its wings, this one had two massive 
turbofans—so big they had to be mounted in front of the wings instead. The diameter of the blades was about the 
average NBA player’s height—6 feet, 6 inches—and they generated 28,000 pounds of thrust while lowering fuel 
consumption drastically. It was economical enough that Lion Air could charge $60 for the one-hour flight from 
Jakarta to Pangkal Pinang, a city of 300,000 on Indonesia’s Bangka Island.  

Lion Air, in fact, had been the first customer for the 737 MAX, which was particularly popular with Asian airlines 
springing up to transport the continent’s millions of newly mobile middle-class travelers. One of them, Paul 
Ayorbaba, 43, was so excited that he sent his family a choppy WhatsApp video of his mundane walk through the 
jetway and out to the plane, painted a cheery orange and white. On board, another passenger, 22-year-old Deryl 
Febrianto, texted love notes to his wife, Lutfinani, whom he’d married two weeks earlier, as he departed for a new 
job on a cruise ship. Wahyu Aldilla sat with his son, Xherdan, after visiting Jakarta for a soccer match. Another 
family sat a few rows away: Michele Bongkal, 21, with her father and 13-year-old brother, Mathew; they were 
heading to Bangka Island for the funeral of Michele’s grandmother.  

Taking the MAX through a pre-flight checklist, the pilot, Bhavye Suneja, typified a new generation of pilots 
across Asia. At 31, he had already flown 6,000 hours, almost all of them on the previous version of the 737. His 
co-pilot, who went by the single name Harvino, was a decade older but had about 5,000 hours. Neither knew 
that a tiny vane on the left side of the plane, just below Suneja’s window, was cranked 20 degrees in the wrong 
direction –an oversight by the mechanic who had inspected it. The vane, known as an angle of attack sensor, 
wasn’t much more complicated than a wind sock. It measured the angle of the plane against the oncoming wind; 
too high, and the plane might stall. In the triple-redundant engineering of a product now more than a century old, 
dating to the pair of bicycle makers who hitched a 12-horsepower engine and a chain sprocket to a spruce wood 
frame, it wasn’t even considered a particularly relevant indicator. Other dials measured the all-important airspeed, 
altitude and pitch. 

It was 6:20 a.m. when Lion Air 610 departed the runway. The jet crested the palms and had ascended for only 90 
seconds when Suneja’s control column began shaking, the cue for a potential stall. The blue expanse of Jakarta 
Bay below already filled the windows. Flight data recorders don’t pick up the expressions on pilots’ faces, or the 
way their palms sweat when something in their machine is not right. Suneja’s voice was calm as he asked the 
tower to direct him to “some holding point,” two minutes into the flight. “Flight control problem,” he said. Then, 
as he steered the plane to the point the tower had directed him, the nose mysteriously dipped. 
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South of Broad

RAM DASS and PAUL GORMAN
How Can I Help?

DWIGHT EISENHOWER
Crusade in Europe

NORA EPHRON
I Feel Bad About My Neck
I Remember Nothing

HARRY FRANKFURT
On Truth

ERVING GOFFMAN
Asylums
The Presentation of Self in Everyday Life

ARTHUR HAILEY
Airport
Hotel
In High Places
Moneychangers
Overload
Wheels

DASHIELL HAMMETT
Dain Curse
Glass Key
Maltese Falcon
Red Harvest
Thin Man**

VICTOR DAVIS HANSON
Carnage and Culture
Ripples of Battle
The Western Way of War

JOHN HERSEY
A Single Pebble
Antonietta
Bell for Adano
Hiroshima
Key West Tales
The Wall
Too Far to Walk
Under the Eye of the Storm

KAY JAMISON
An Unquiet Mind
Exuberance
Night Falls Fast
Nothing Was the Same
Robert Lowell, Setting the River on Fire

HA JIN
A Free Life
A Good Fall
A Map of Betrayal
Nanjing Requiem 
Ocean of Words
The Boat Rocker
The Bridegroom
The Crazed
Waiting
War Trash

KENT HARUF
Our Souls at Night*

RICHARD HOFSTADTER
Age of Reform
American Violence
American Political Tradition
Anti-Intellectualism in American Life
Great Issues in American History, Vol. I-III
The Paranoid Style in American Politics
The Progressive Historians

STUART ISACOFF
A Natural History of the Piano
Temperament
When the World Stopped to Listen

CARL JUNG
Memories Dreams Reflections

ROBERT KAGAN
Dangerous  Nation
Of Paradise and Power
The Return of History
The World America Made

ELIA KAZAN
Beyond the Aegean
Kazan on Directing
The Letters of Elia Kazan
A Life
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*Movie tie-in edition available.
**Movie tie-in edition planned. 

STEPHEN KING
Carrie
Night Shift
Salem’s Lot
The Shining
The Stand 
The Stand (graphic edition)

JON KRAKAUER
Eiger Dreams
Under the Banner of Heaven**
Where Men Win Glory
Missoula
Classic Krakauer

WALTER MOSLEY
And Sometimes I Wonder About You
Charcoal Joe
Debbie Doesn’t Do It Anymore
Little Green
Rose Gold

SHERWIN NULAND
Lost in America
Doctors: The Biography of Medicine
How We Die
How We Live

ERWIN PANOFSKY
Meaning in the Visual Arts

PANTHEON FOLKTALE LIBRARY
African-American Folktales
Arab Folktales
Chinese Fairy Tales & Fantasies
Favorite Folktales from Around the World
Japanese Folktales
Irish Folktales
Legends and Tales from the American West
Russian Fairy Tales
Swedish Folktales and Legends
Yiddish Folktales

DAVE PELZ
Putting Bible
Short Game Bible

HENRY PETROSKI
Engineers of Dreams
Paperboy
Pushing the Limits
Remaking the World
Small Things Considered
The Book on the Bookshelf
The Essential Engineer
The Evolution of Useful Things
The Pencil
The Toothpick

STEVEN PRESSFIELD
The Gates of Fire
The Last of the Amazons
Tides of War
Virtues of War

RICHARD RHODES
Arsenals of Folly
John James Audubon
Masters of Death
The Twilight of the Bombs
Why They Kill

JOHN RICHARDSON
A Life of Picasso, Vol 1-4

TOM ROBBINS
Another Roadside Attraction 

SAM SHEPARD
Cruising Paradise
Day Out of Days
Great Dream of Heaven
The One Inside
Spy of the First Person

APRIL SMITH
A Star For Mrs. Blake
Be the One
Good Morning, Killer
Home Sweet Home
Judas Horse
North of Montana
White Shotgun

MANUEL SMITH
When I Say No, I Feel Guilty

RAYMOND SMULLYAN
Chess Mysteries of Arabian Knights
Chess Mysteries of Sherlock Holmes
Forever Undecided
Satan, Cantor, and Infinity
The Lady or the Tiger?
The Riddle of Scheherezade
To Mock a Mocking Bird

JONATHAN SPENCE
A Question of Hu

WALLACE STEVENS
Collected Poems
Letters of Wallace Stevens

LEON URIS
Exodus
Haj
Mila 18
QB VII
Trinity

IRVING STONE
The Agony & the Ecstasy
Clarence Darrow for the Defense
Dear Theo
Depths of Glory
Greek Treasure
I, Michelangelo, Sculptor
Immortal Wife
Jack London
Love is Eternal
Lust for Life
Men to Match Mountains
Passions of the Mind
The Origin

ALAN WATTS
Behold the Spirit
Nature, Man, & Woman
Supreme Identity
The Wisdom of Insecurity
This is It
Way of Zen

ANDREW WEIL
Eating Well for Optimum Health
Eight Weeks to Optimum Health
Healthy Aging
Spontaneous Healing
The Healthy Kitchen

EDWARD O. WILSON
Consilience
The Future of Life

DON WINSLOW
California Fire & Life
Death & Life of Bobby Z
The Power of the Dog**

LAWRENCE WRIGHT
The Looming Tower*
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Foreign Subagents
HOLLAND
Paul Sebes
Sebes & Bisseling Literary Agency
Herengracht 613
1017 CE Amsterdam
Tel: 31 20 616 09 40
Fax: 31 20 618 08 43
Email: sebes@sebes.nl

HUNGARY, CROATIA & SERBIA
Peter Bolza 
Katai & Bolza Literary
Szerb u. 17-19
H-1056 Budapest
Tel: 36 1 456 0313
Fax: 36 1 456 0314
Email: peter@kataibolza.hu 

ISRAEL
Geula Geurts
The Deborah Harris Agency 
P.O. Box 8528   
Jerusalem 91083  
Tel: 972 2 561 0568  
Fax: 972 2 563 8711  
Email: geula@thedeborahharrisagency.com  

ITALY
Roberto Santachiara
Agenzia Letteraria Santachiara 
Via Griffini 14 
27100 Pavia  
Tel: 39 0382 520616
Fax: 39 0382 526358
Email: agenzia@robertosantachiara.com

JAPAN
Hamish Macaskill
The English Agency
Sakuragi Building 4F
6-7-3 Minami Aoyama
Minato-ku, Tokyo 107
Tel: 81 33 406 5385 
Fax: 81 33 406 5387  
Email: hamish@eaj.co.jp

BULGARIA
Katalina Sabeva
Anthea Agency
62 G.M. Dimitrov Blvd., Ste. 20
Sofia 1172
Tel: 359 2 986 3581
Email: katalina@anthearights.com

CHINA 
David Tsai
Bardon-Chinese Media Agency
Room 2-702, Bldg. 2 RongHuaShiJia, No. 29, 
XiaoYingBeiLu, Chao Yang District
Beijing 100101
Tel: 86 10 8223 5383 
Fax: 86 10 8223 5362 
Email: david@bardonchinese.com 

CZECH REPUBLIC
Kristin Olson
Kristin Olson Literary Agency
Klimenska 24
110 00 Prague 1
Tel: 42 02 2258 2042
Fax: 42 02 2258  0048 
Email: kristin.olson@litag.cz

FRANCE
Vanessa Kling
La Nouvelle Agence
7 Rue Corneille
Paris 75006
Tel: 33 43 25 8560 
Fax: 33 43 85 4798
Email: vanessa@lanouvelleagence.fr 

GREECE
Nelly Moukakou
JLM Literary Agency
9 Andrea Metaxa Street
106 81 Athens
Tel: 30 2 10 384 7187
Fax: 30 2 10 382 8779
Email: jlm@jlm.gr

KOREA
Rockyoung Lee
Korea Copyright Center
Gyonghigung-achim
Officetel Rm 520, Compound 3
Naesu-dong 72, Chongno 
Seoul 110-070
Tel: 82 2 725 3350
Fax: 82 2 725 3612
Email: rylee@kccseoul.com

POLAND
Maria Strarz-Kanska
GRAAL Ltd.
Ul.  Pruszkowska 29 lok.  252
02-119 Warsaw
Tel: 48 22 895 2000
Fax: 48 22 895 2001
Email: maria@graal.com.pl 
 
ROMANIA
Simona Kessler
Simona Kessler Agency
Str.  Banul Antonache 37
011663 Bucharest 1
Tel: 4021 316 48 06
Fax: 4021 316 47 94
Email: simona@kessler-agency.ro

SCANDINAVIA   
Trine Licht
Licht & Burr Literary Agency
Ny Vestergade 1 St. PO Box 2142 
DK-1015 Copenhagen K
Tel: 45 33 33 00 21
Email: tl@licht-burr.dk

TAIWAN
David Tsai
Bardon-Chinese Media Agency
3F, N. 150, Roosevelt Rd., Sec. 2
Taipei 100   
Tel: 886 2 2364 4995 ext. 13
Fax: 886 2 2364 1976      
Email: david@bardonchinese.com

Suzanne Smith
Director, Foreign Rights
ssmith@penguinrandomhouse.com

Serena Lehman
Sr. Manager, Foreign Rights
slehman@penguinrandomhouse.com

Kate Hughes
Associate, Foreign Rights
kahughes@penguinrandomhouse.com
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