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Northernmost
A Novel
Peter Geye

Knopf
April 2020

Rights available

PETER GEYE was born and 
raised in Minneapolis, where 
he continues to live. His 
previous novels are Wintering, 
Safe from the Sea, and The 
Lighthouse Road.

From the acclaimed author of Wintering: a thrilling 
ode to the spirit of adventure and the vagaries of 

loss and love.
In 1897, Odd Einar Eide returns home from a near-
death experience in the Arctic only to discover his own 
funeral underway. His wife, Inger, stunned to see him 
alive, is slow to warm back up to him, having spent 
many sleepless nights convinced she had lost both him 
and their daughter, Thea, who traveled to America two 
years earlier but has yet to send even a single letter 
back to them in Hammerfest, their small Norwegian 
town at the top of the earth.
More than a century later, Greta Nansen has finally 
begun to admit to herself that her marriage is over. 
Desperately unhappy and unfulfilled, she makes 
the decision to follow her husband from their home 
in Minnesota to Oslo, where he has traveled for 
work, to end it once and for all. But on impulse, for 
reasons unknown even to her, she diverts her travels 
to Hammerfest: the town of her ancestors, the town 
where her great-great-grandmother Thea was born—
and for some reason never returned to.
Braiding together two remarkable stories of love and 
survival, Northernmost wades into the darkest recesses 
of the human heart and celebrates the remarkable 
ability of humans to endure nearly unimaginable trials.

“Northernmost fascinated me with its frozen 
landscapes and Arctic winters, and it warmed 
me with the tenderness of its storytelling and 
humanity of its characters. Geye has written 
a tremendously satisfying family saga about 
the tenacity of love amid the unpredictable, 
ungovernable forces that act on our lives.” 
—Maggie Shipstead, author of Astonish Me

“We might as well give Peter Geye the Nobel Prize 
for winter, or declare him the poet laureate of snow. 
For no other writer so skillfully captures landscapes 
of glacier and tundra—both their bleakness and their 
particular beauty. But in Northernmost, he has also 
given us an exhilarating tale of adventure and love 
and heartache and faith, a story of overcoming the 
most trying ordeals imaginable. Partly a tale of heroic 
survival, partly a meticulously researched history, and 
partly an epic romance, it is, most of all, a beautiful, 
big-hearted, triumphant novel.”
—Nathan Hill, author of The Nix
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EXCERPT

It was not the first time since I’d been lost that I became furious thinking of the dreck I’d 
heard in church all my life, but the pastor’s psalm stoked my anger afresh, and I nearly 
walked into the ass of the horse as I stumbled up to the carriage. Inger’s shabby handbag sat 
on the bench. The wind drew down. I patted the horse’s withers and he neighed and swung 
his muscled neck around to meet my eyes. His own went wide and he snorted and then I 
heard Inger’s sweet voice as I looked up to see her, a freshly turned grave between us.

“Kjære Gud. Kan det væredes?” She said.
 
“Inger.” Did I say her name aloud? Did I say, “Is that you?”

I noticed Bengt and the pastor step back together as though startled. Inger’s eyes widened 
as the horse’s had, and she looked down at her bible and closed it and then looked at me 
up from the ground. I took my hat from my head and held it before me as though I were a 
gentleman. I could see her trembling hands and her heaving chest. When I stepped closer I 
could see her wet eyes glaring now to the gravestone at her feet.
 
“Inger, is that our daughter? Is that my Thea?”

She looked up and blinked away the wetness in her eyes. “Thea?” She said and shook her 
head no. She said, “Thea,” again and finally came to me. She put her hand on my shoulder 
and then on my face. She left her fingers in my ratty beard and said, “But you’re dead, Odd 
Einar.”
 
“Dead?”
 
“That’s what they said. On Spitzbergen. You and that man Birger Mikkelsen. At 
Krossfjorden. Killed by an ice bear.” Her hand was still on my face, as though she could 
not otherwise believe I was there.
 “
Birger died on the Krossfjorden. But I didn’t. I’m home, Inger.”

She took her hand from my face. I could see the softness of the inside of her wrist and the 
pink of her cold flesh. What trailed her hand was a fresh scent, something almost floral, 
something I’d never smelled before. 

Bengt coughed and Inger looked over her shoulder and hurried her hand into her pocket, 
and in the same motion stepped back beside the gravestone. The pastor came forward 
and now he put his hand on my shoulder and raised his gaze to the still-shrouded skies. 
“The water saw thee, O God, the water saw thee; they were afraid; the depths were also 
troubled.” Now he looked at me. “I was but a man,” he said, very softly, before he walked 
over to the carriage and climbed onto the seat.

Now I looked at Bengt. He held his thumbs in his frockcoat and looked down his veiny 
nose. The grin of a fatted man spread across his face. He stepped to the gravestone and took 
Inger by the elbow. He kicked at the ground with his leather boot. “Don’t carve in stone 
what could be branded on birchboard. I guess that’s the moral of this story.” He bent his 
thick neck and whispered something in Inger’s ear before turning back to me. “But don’t 
you worry, Odd Einar. I’ll add the cost of this stone to what’s already owed.” He handed 
Inger her purse, then he, too, walked to the carriage and took his seat next to the pastor. The 
horse nickered and turned down the cemetery path.

Inger watched them go, the fog going with them, and I looked down on the gravestone. 
ODD EINAR EIDE, it read. B. 1854—TAPT PÅ ISEN I HERRANS ÅR 1897. 

She turned to me, my wife did, and the look on her face left me to wish I had been lost on 
the ice, in this treacherous year of life. 
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Memoirs and 
Misinformation
A Novel
Jim Carrey & Dana Vachon

Knopf
May 2020

Rights sold:
Finland: Bazar
Germany: Droemer
Italy: La Nave di Teseo
Spain: Temas De Hoy
Sweden:HarperCollins Nordic

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.
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Betty
A Novel
Tiffany McDaniel

Knopf
July 2020

Rights sold:
France: Editions Gallmeister
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. 

“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

“Magical, densely lyrical and often disturbing. 
McDaniel follows in the tradition of The Color Purple 
with her unflinching portrayal of the generational 
ripples of racism, poverty, and abuse. Shot through 
with moonshine, Bible verses, and folklore, Betty is 
about the cruelty we inflict on one another, the beauty 
we still manage to find, and the stories we tell in order 
to survive.” 
—Eowyn Ivey, New York Times bestselling author of 
To the Bright Edge of the World and the Pulitzer Prize 
finalist The Snow Child
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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 ani-
mal, alive and moving 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 heaven.”  

“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. 7



The Silence of the White 
City
A Novel
Eva Garcia Sáenz

Vintage
July 2020

UK Rights available

EVA GARCIA SÁENZ was 
born in Vitoria and has been 
living in Alicante since she 
was fifteen years old. She 
published her first novel, La 
Saga de los Longevos (The 
Immortal Collection), in 
2012, and it became a sales 
phenomenon in Spain, Latin 
America, the United States, 
and the United Kingdom. She 
is also the author of Los Hijos 
de Adán (The Sons of Adam) 
and the historical novel Pasaje 
a Tahiti (Passage to Tahiti). In 
2016 she published the first 
installment of the White City 
Trilogy, titled El Silencio de 
la Ciudad Blanca (The Silence 
of the White City), followed 
by Los Ritos del Agua (The 
Rituals of Water) and Los 
Señores del Tiempo (The 
Lords of Time). She is married 
and has two children. 

Already a major bestseller in Spain and Latin 
America, the first installment of the sensational 

White City Trilogy introduces Inspector Unai López 
de Ayala and follows his hunt for a terrifying serial 
killer.
Young Inspector Unai López de Ayala, known as 
“Kraken,” is charged with investigating a series of 
ritualistic murders. The murders are eerily similar to 
ones that rattled the citizens of Vitoria twenty years 
earlier. But back then, police were sure they had 
discovered the killer, a prestigious archaeologist who 
is currently in jail. Now Kraken must race to determine 
whether the killer had an accomplice or whether the 
wrong man has been incarcerated for two decades. 
This fast-paced, unrelenting thriller weaves in and out 
of mythology and legends of the Basque country as it 
hurtles to its shocking conclusion. 
To date, the trilogy has sold more than one million 
copies in Spanish-language editions, and translation 
rights have been sold in Italian, German, Polish, 
Portuguese (Brazil and Portugal), Czech, Dutch, and 
Bulgarian. 

“If one wants to enjoy and suffer with a book—enjoy 
because of the hypnotically interesting and suffer for 
being unable to read any quicker—their novel is The 
Silence of the White City.”
—Qué Leer

“Like a puzzle where the pieces twist til they fit. That 
is how the novels of Eva Garcia Sáenz work.”
—El Correo

“A sequence of murders narrated with such precision 
that they could very well have come from a real police 
report.”
—El Periódico de Catalunya
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EXCERPT

In Basque culture, the eguzkilore  was an ancient protective symbol. They were hung on the 
doors of rural houses to prevent witches and other demons from entering. Except that in this 
case, they hadn’t worked.
‘No, I don’t understand what they’re doing here either,’ said Estíbaliz, crouching down beside 
me. ‘I’ll continue with the victims: white Caucasian female and male, both aged between twenty 
or thereabouts. Lying on their backs, in supine position and naked on the cathedral floor. No 
indications of wounds, blows or any other form of violence. But look: they both have a small 
pinprick on the side of their necks. An injection. They’ve both been injected with something.’
‘We’ll have to wait for the toxicology reports,’ I said. ‘We’ll need to send samples to the 
forensic lab in Bilbao, to see if they find any drugs or psychotropic substances. Anything else?’
‘One hand of each victim is lying on the other’s cheek. The pathologist will establish the time 
of death, but rigor mortis hasn’t yet set in, so I assume they’ve only been dead a few hours. I’m 
going to ask the techs to preserve the hands in paper bags. It doesn’t look as if they defended 
themselves, but you never know.’
Come closer,’ I said. ‘Do you think there’s a smell of...gasoline? It’s quite faint, but I’d say 
there’s a smell of gasoline or petrol.’
‘You have a good sense of smell. I hadn’t noticed it,’ she agreed, after sniffing the bodies 
closely. ‘We still have to establish the cause of death. Do you think they’ve been poisoned, as 
in the earlier cases? Maybe they were forced to swallow gasoline?’
I took a close look at the dead girl’s face before replying. It was frozen in a rictus of pain was 
frozen on it. She had suffered as she died, and so had the boy. I looked at his hair. It had recently 
been trimmed on the sides, and the quiff was still prominent, stiff from the gel an expensive 
hairdresser had used. It seemed he liked to be well-groomed. The girl had also been pretty, 
attractive. Her eyebrows had been plucked, there were no blemishes or acne on her face. She 
seemed to belong to the generation that grew up frequenting beauty parlors.
“Little rich kids,” I thought. Just like before. But then I realized the mistake we were making.
‘Estíbaliz,’ I said. ‘We need to reset and start again. We’re not examining a crime scene with 
open minds: we’ve both immediately begun to compare it with another one. We’ll get to that, 
but first we need to think of this as unique. We can compare later.’
‘But I think that’s exactly what the killer or killers wants. The staging is identical to that of the 
earlier crimes. If you’re asking me about the victims, Kraken, I’d say they follow on from the 
series twenty years ago.’
‘Yes, but there are differences. I don’t think they were poisoned, even though the kind of poison 
used in the past never appeared in the press. I don’t think they died from swallowing gasoline 
either. The smell would be much stronger, it would have taken much more of the liquid, and 
besides, there’s no sign of any chemical burning. It’s as though they had only been in contact 
with one or two drops.’
I bent over the boy’s face. It was odd the way his mouth was closed with the lips pressed slightly 
inwards, as if he had been biting them. I saw something, and examined the girl’s face as well. 
‘They both had duct tape over their mouths that was ripped off. Take a look.’
Yes, the rectangular mark from adhesive tape stuck over their lips had left the skin slightly 
flushed. 
Then, as the stones of the cathedral stared down at us in horror, I thought I heard something.
A slight, annoying buzz.
I signalled for Estíbaliz to be quiet, and brought my ear to within an inch of the boy’s face. 
What on earth was that sound? I closed my eyes and focused on it, its strangeness, trying to 
discover where the slight buzzing noise was loudest. I almost brushed against the tip of the 
victim’s nose, then moved down across the orbicularis muscle to his lips.
‘Do you have a pen?’
My partner took one out of the back pocket of her pants, a quizzical look on her face.
I used the tip of the pen to prise open the corner of his mouth. All of a sudden an enraged bee 
flew out. I fell over backwards.   
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Inheritors
Stories
Asako Serizawa

Doubleday
July 2020

Rights available

ASAKO SERIZAWA was 
born in Japan and left when 
she was one year old, living 
in Southeast Asia until high 
school before coming to the 
United States for university. 
She completed her BA in 
English and French at Tufts 
University, her MA in English 
and American literature at 
Brown University, and her 
MFA in creative writing at 
Emerson College. Her stories 
have appeared in The Southern 
Review, Prairie Schooner, 
The Antioch Review, The 
Hudson Review, Witness, 
and Copper Nickel. She has 
won two O’Henry awards, a 
Pushcart, and The Rona Jaffe 
Foundation Writer’s Award, 
among others.

A heartbreakingly beautiful and brutal collection of 
interconnected stories which explores the lives of 

five generations of a family fragmented by the Pacific 
side of World War II.
Spanning over 150 years, and set in multiple locations 
in colonial and post-colonial Asia and the United 
States, Inheritors paints a kaleidoscopic portrait of its 
characters as they grapple with legacies of loss and 
displacement, identity and erasure, imperialism and 
war.
In “Train to Harbin,” winner of an O. Henry Award and 
praised by Molly Antopol as “epic in its exploration 
of history, war, loyalty, and trauma,” a retired doctor 
is forced to confront the moral consequences of the 
experiments he pioneered in his youth. In “Willow 
Run,” ambitiously told in the form of a one-sided 
interview, an elderly Japanese woman volunteers her 
testimony regarding a fifty-year-old crime, only to 
be dismissed by the interviewer as a lesser victim 
than the enslaved “comfort women” finally receiving 
international attention. The prodigal son of “The Last 
Bulwark of the Imperial Empire” survives the onslaught 
of American forces overtaking his Pacific outpost only 
to be asked for a sacrifice more dehumanizing than 
any he could have imagined.
These stories are designed to speak to one another, 
contesting assumptions and calling attention to the 
complicated ways in which we experience, interpret, 
and pass on our personal and shared histories. 
Serizawa’s characters walk the line between the 
devastating realities of war and the banal needs 
of everyday life as they struggle to reconcile their 
place in the world, making Inheritors a breathtaking 
meditation on suppressed histories and the relationship 
between history, memory, and storytelling.
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“An extraordinary book—beautifully crafted, 
emotionally resonant and profoundly moving. 
Serizawa imbues her characters with so much depth 
and generosity that I felt as if I were reading about 
people I already knew and loved. An intensely 
powerful book by a writer with endless talent.”
—Molly Antopol, author of The UnAmericans

“This splendid story collection is a sword through the 
heart. Serizawa depicts with rare acuity and nuance 
several generations of one far-flung family as it’s 
buffeted by the forces of war, migration, displacement, 
and that ultimate crucible, time. Inheritors is debut 
fiction delivered with the verve of a master.”
—Ben Fountain, author of Billy Lynn’s Long 
Halftime Walk



EXCERPT

First it was the names that went. Names of her neighbors, names of her grandchildren. 
Sometimes the names of her two daughters, her only son.

She knew their faces, of course. The daughter with the sharp eyes, always inspecting her, 
pressing her onwards—always onwards!—to the bathroom, the kitchen, anywhere that 
was away from the door, where she’d hesitated, no longer certain of her direction, or why.
The other daughter was pale-faced and forgiving. When she wandered lost among the 
tomato vines in her yard, it was this daughter who clasped her hands firmly in hers.

The son did not visit often. He called once a month. Who could blame him? His mother, 
who couldn’t be trusted with the baby. Who couldn’t be trusted with herself. Even as a boy 
he’d been prudent. Preserving himself against the world’s imperfections.

Then, one day, the streets began to go. The stark, narrow one, shortcut to the schoolyard 
where her children used to wait, fidgeting and hungry, racing at the sight of her. Then the 
route to the drugstore; the turn to the post office; the short leafy distance to the bakery with 
shelves of cinnamon bread she liked, lightly buttered, on rainy afternoons.

Her neighbors began finding her. Strolling up and down the road, peering into windows she 
recognized but could no longer place. Sometimes they found her at the bus stop considering 
the direction of her home, which was not on any bus route. Each time, the neighbors took 
her elbow—the younger ones kindly, the older ones angrily—all of them threatening to 
tell on her.

But how could she stay home? The sky shimmering outside her window, the trees like 
shadow puppets dancing on the lawn, the promise of her tomatoes plumping in the yard 
Edward had cleared for her, years ago, when they were both still young and had half the 
mortgage to pay. She couldn’t help it, her body yearning for the weight of the globes, 
warm under cool, running water. There was no room for her daughters’ warnings or her 
neighbors’ pity. Her feet simply took her there, down the steps into her bright garden.

Her first tomato came to her in 1911, the year she turned twelve, the year she first visited 
America. Small, yellow, pear-shaped: it was a gift from her father, plucked from the land 
that was to be her new summer home in California. The seeds were slimy, and the first time 
she bit the fruit, they splattered the soil, a dark phlegmy embarrassment. She hastily toed 
the spot, but her father, catching her, laughed. Watch out, everything roots here. 

She ended up potting that patch of soil and placing the terracotta by her bedroom window 
in the farmhouse that now held her summer things. Like her new frock, uncomfortably 
buxom beside her yukata, which waved like a happy kite when the breeze blew in from 
the rice paddy that belonged to her father’s cousin, Bob. Bob, like her father, was an 
agronomist. Once known as Mitsuru, he was a reckless fox of a man, his many pockets 
jingling with ideas too modern for their hometown in Niigata, a rice-farming region in 
western Japan. Her father, though, could never resist their allure, and Mitsuru, knowing 
this, often entangled him in regrettable schemes.

Bob left for California in 1906, and for a couple of years no one heard from him. But of 
course it was her father to whom Bob eventually wrote, telling him about the new strain of 
rice he was cultivating, sweet like home, but suited to the California soil and climate. Her 
father leapt at the prospect. And though it would take a few seasons, the strain, a robust 
hybrid, would prove successful, surviving all the Land Acts and even the arsonists sent 
by the Asiatic Exclusion League, until Executive Order 9066 rounded up all the Bobs and 
transplanted them to Manzanar.

Yellow Pear, her father said, testing the shape of the language that would one day replace 
her own. That’s name.

The plant grew, despite the confines of the pot and window, and produced a single cluster 
of tomatoes that collected like dewdrops. It sat there enjoying the sun that dazzled the 
room every summer for three years until one afternoon an avalanche of books, loosed by 
an earthquake, battered its limbs and broke its spine.

Oh well, her father had laughed, squeezing his shoulders to his ears like his Americanized 
cousin. That’s life, huh!
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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. 
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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



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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Those Bones Are Not My 
Child
A Novel
Toni Cade Bambara

Pantheon
1999

Rights sold:
Brazil: DarkSide Books

Other rights available

TONI CADE BAMBARA 
was the author of two short-
story collections, Gorilla My 
Love and Seabirds Are Still 
Alive, and a novel, The Salt 
Eaters. She also edited The 
Black Woman and Tales and 
Short Stories for Black Folks. 
Her works have appeared in 
various periodicals and have 
been translated into several 
languages. She died in 1995.

This suspenseful novel portrays a community—and 
a family—under siege, during the shocking string 

of murders of black children in Atlanta in the early 
1980s.  
Written over a span of twelve years, and edited by Toni 
Morrison, who called Those Bones Are Not My Child 
the author’s magnum opus, Toni Cade Bambara’s 
last novel leaves us with an enduring and revelatory 
chronicle of an American nightmare. 
Having elected its first black mayor in 1980, Atlanta 
projected an image of political progressiveness and 
prosperity. But between September 1979 and June 
1981, more than forty black children were kidnapped, 
sexually assaulted, and brutally murdered throughout 
“The City Too Busy to Hate.” Zala Spencer, a mother 
of three, is barely surviving on the margins of a 
flourishing economy when she awakens on July 20, 
1980 to find her teenage son Sonny missing. As hours 
turn into days, Zala realizes that Sonny is among 
the many cases of missing children just beginning 
to attract national attention. Growing increasingly 
disillusioned with the authorities, who respond to 
Sonny’s disappearance with cold indifference, Zala 
and her estranged husband embark on a desperate 
search. Through the eyes of a family seized by anguish 
and terror, we watch a city roiling with political, racial, 
and class tensions.

“Riveting. A carefully crafted mystery that is difficult 
to put down.” 
—The Boston Globe

“Magnificent. A powerful culmination of Bambara’s 
career.”
—The Denver Post

“Luminous and rich in sensory images, haunting 
and surprising. Bambara has managed to combine a 
complex murder mystery, a sophisticated commentary 
on race relations, and a wonderful tapestry of dozens 
of memorable characters.” 
—USA Today

“A powerfully told story, likely to become for 
the Atlanta child murders what Kurt Vonnegut’s 
Slaughterhouse  Five became for the firebombing of 
Dresden. A brave achievement.”
—Time Out
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EXCERPT

Monday, November 16, 1981

You’re on the porch with the broom sweeping the same spot, getting the same sound--dry 
straw against dry leaf caught in the loose-dirt crevice of the cement tiles. No phone, no 
footfalls, no welcome variation. It’s 3:15. Your ears strain, stretching down the block, 
searching through schoolchild chatter for that one voice that will give you ease. Your eyes 
sting with the effort to see over bushes, look through buildings, cut through everything that 
separates you from your child’s starting point-the junior high school. 

The little kids you keep telling not to cut through your yard are cutting through your yard. 
Not boisterous-bold and loose-limbed as they used to be in the first and second grades. 
But not huddled and spooked as they were last year. You had to saw off the dogwood 
limbs. They’d creak and sway, throwing shadows of alarm on the walkway, sending the 
children shrieking down the driveway. You couldn’t store mulch in lawnleaf bags then, 
either. They’d look, even to you, coming upon those humps in your flowerbed, like bagged 
bodies. 

A few months ago, everyone went about wary, tense, their shoulders hiked to their ears 
in order to fend off grisly news of slaughter. But now, adults walk as loose-limbed and 
carefree as the children who are scud ding down the driveway, scuffing their shoes, then 
huddling on the sidewalk below. 

The terror is over, the authorities say. The horror is past, they repeat every day. There’ve 
been no new cases of kidnap and murder since the arrest back in June. You’ve good reason 
to know that the official line is a lie. But you sweep the walk briskly all the way to the 
hedge, as though in clearing the leaves you can clear from your mind all that you know. 
You’d truly like to know less. You want to believe. It’s 3:23 on your Mother’s Day watch. 
And your child is nowhere in sight.

You lean the broom against the hedges and stretch up on tiptoe. Big boys, junior high age, 
are on the other side of the avenue, wrassling each other into complicated choke holds. 
You holler over, trying not to sound batty. Maybe they know something. A bus chuffs by, 
drowning you out and masking the boys in smeary gray smoke. When it clears, they’ve 
moved on. The hedge holds you up while you play magic with traffic, making bargains 
with God: if one of the next four cars passing by sports the old bumper sticker HELP 
KEEP OUR CHILDREN SAFE, then you will know all is well, you’ll calm down, pile up 
the leaves, make a burnt sacrifice, then get dinner on. Two cars go by, a mail truck, an out-
of-state camper, then a diesel semi rumbles along. You can feel it thrumming up through 
your feet. Your porch windows rattle, so do your teeth. An exterminator truck pulls up and 
double-parks by the cleaner’s. The familiar sticker is plastered on the side of the door, the 
word “children” under the word “pest.” Your scalp prickles, ice cold. A stab of panic drives 
you onto the porch and straight through your door. 
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The Exercise of Power
American Failures, Successes, and a 
New Path Forward in the Post-Cold 
War World
Robert M. Gates
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ROBERT M. GATES is 
the author of Duty, and A 
Passion for Leadership. He 
served as secretary of defense 
under presidents George W. 
Bush and Barack Obama. 
He was an officer in the 
United States Air Force and 
worked for the CIA before 
being appointed director of 
the agency. A member of the 
National Security Council 
staff in four administrations, 
he served eight presidents 
of both political parties. He 
was president of Texas A&M 
University from 2002 to 2006, 
is currently chancellor of the 
College of William & Mary, 
was national president of the 
Boy Scouts of America from 
2014 to 2016, and has served 
on several corporate boards of 
directors. In 2018 he became 
chairman of Eisenhower 
Fellowships. He lives in 
Washington state.

From the former secretary of defense and author 
of the acclaimed #1 best-selling memoir, Duty, 

a candid, sweeping examination of power in all its 
manifestations, and how it has been exercised, for 
good and bad, by American presidents in the post-
Cold War world.
Since the end of the Cold War, the global perception 
of the United States has progressively morphed from 
dominant international leader to disorganized entity, 
seemingly unwilling to accept the mantle of leadership 
or unable to govern itself effectively. Robert Gates 
argues that this transformation is the result of the failure 
of political leaders to understand the complexity of 
American power, its expansiveness, and its limitations. 
He makes clear that the successful exercise of power 
is not limited to the use of military might or the 
ability to coerce or demand submission, but must 
encompass as well diplomacy, economics, strategic 
communications, development assistance, intelligence, 
technology, ideology, and cyber. By analyzing specific 
challenges faced by the American government in the 
post-Cold War period—Iran, Iraq, Afghanistan, North 
Korea, Syria, Libya, Russia, China, and others—Gates 
deconstructs the ways in which leaders have used the 
instruments of power available to them. With forthright 
judgments of the performance of past presidents and 
their senior-most advisers, firsthand knowledge, and 
insider stories, Gates argues that U.S. national security 
in the future will require learning, and abiding by, the 
lessons of the past, and re-creating those capabilities 
that the misuse of power has cost the nation.

“A timely, essential guide for all those committed 
to sustaining America’s experiment in democracy. It 
should also be required reading for anyone engaged in 
crafting, influencing and especially executing Ameri-
can foreign policy. It is truly a page-turner.”
—General Jim Mattis, coauthor of Call Sign Chaos
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EXCERPT

On Christmas Day, 1991, the hammer-and-sickle flag of the Union of Soviet Socialist 
Republics was lowered for the last time over the Kremlin, and Soviet communism passed 
into history. On that day, the United States of America stood alone, unchallenged, at the 
pinnacle of global power. A mighty empire had fallen, the first in history to do so without a 
major war, leaving America in a position of power unique in modern history.

A year later, I stood at the wall of windows in my office on the seventh floor at CIA head-
quarters looking out at the Virginia countryside. It was cold and overcast. I was reflecting 
on my imminent retirement, stepping down as director of central intelligence in less than a 
month, twenty-six years after joining the agency as a rookie analyst working on the Soviet 
desk. I had lived through the many crises of the last half of the Cold War, never expecting 
to witness that conflict’s end. On that wintry day in 1992, I thought about all I had seen and 
done working for six presidents, and wondered about the shape of the world to come. For 
someone The Washington Post had once characterized as the Eeyore of national security, 
able to find the darkest cloud in a silver lining, I was uncharacteristically optimistic.

As Bill Clinton raised his right hand to take the oath of office as our forty-second 
president on January 20, 1993, the United States singularly dominated the world militarily, 
economically, politically, and culturally—in every dimension of power. Not since the 
apogee of the Roman Empire had one country been in that position.

A quarter century later, the United States, while still the planet’s most powerful country 
militarily and economically, is challenged on every front. China is ascending and likely at 
some point to surpass the United States economically in terms of gross domestic product; 
Russia, modernizing its military apace, is aggressively threatening and attempting to 
destabilize Western democracies and dominate its neighbors; North Korea has become 
a wild-card nuclear power; the Middle East remains a sinkhole of conflict and terrorism. 
A savage civil war in Syria and the war against the Islamic State of Iraq and the Levant 
(ISIL) and its “caliphate” brought troops from Russia, Iran, Turkey, and the United States 
to the battlefield. After a military intervention led by the United States in 2011, Libya 
remains divided and engulfed in violence, and Iraq, invaded by the United States in 2003, 
still strives to create a sustainable, multiethnic government amid the ruins of most of its 
cities. Iran continues to strengthen its military capabilities, including ballistic missiles, 
sophisticated drones, cyber threats, and nuclear research, and intensifies its meddling from 
Lebanon and Syria to Yemen even as its ramps up its contest for religious and regional 
supremacy with Saudi Arabia. The war in Afghanistan seems endless. Our closest ally, 
Britain, is leaving the European Union, and authoritarian governments rule our NATO ally 
Turkey and are rising in Hungary and Poland. The multilateral institutions, alliances, and 
trade arrangements the United States created in its own self-interest in the decades after 
World War II have been weakened, in no small part by the very hand that created them, 
albeit by a president unlike any other. At home, our government is polarized, paralyzed, 
and seemingly incapable of addressing the manifold problems facing the country.

How did our country go so quickly from unique global power to a country that is widely 
perceived as longer willing to bear the costs or accept the responsibility of global leader-
ship—or is even capable of governing itself effectively?
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ARIEL SABAR is an award-
winning journalist whose 
work has appeared in The 
Atlantic, The New York 
Times, Harper’s Magazine, 
The Washington Post, and 
many other publications. He 
is the author of My Father’s 
Paradise: A Son’s Search for 
His Jewish Past in Kurdish 
Iraq, which won the National 
Book Critics Circle Award. 

From National Book Critics Circle Award-winning 
author Ariel Sabar, a mesmerizing true story of a 

spectacular forgery, “The Gospel of Jesus’s Wife,” and 
the academic scandal that engulfed Harvard. 
In 2012, Dr. Karen King, a star professor at the Harvard 
Divinity School, announced a blockbuster discovery at a 
scholarly conference just steps from the Vatican:  She had 
found a fragment of papyrus in which Jesus calls Mary 
Magdalene “my wife.” The discovery made front-page 
news around the world—if early Christians believed that 
Jesus was married, it would threaten not just the celibate, 
all-male priesthood, but the entire 2,000-year history 
of the faith. Biblical scholars were in an uproar, but 
King had impeccable credentials as a world-renowned 
authority on female figures in the Gnostic gospels. The 
“Gospel of Jesus’s Wife,” as she titled her discovery, 
was both a crowning career achievement and powerful 
proof for her arguments that there were alternative, and 
much more inclusive, versions of Christianity from the 
beginnings.
Assigned to write a story about King’s find, award-
winning journalist Ariel Sabar began to unearth 
disquieting questions about the papyrus. His globe-
spanning investigation would lead to a rural hamlet in 
inland Florida, where he discovered a college dropout 
with a prophetess wife, a curious past in Germany, and a 
tortured relationship with the Catholic Church.
The deeper Sabar dug into the mysteries of the “Gospel of 
Jesus’s Wife,” the more surreal the story became. Veritas 
is at once a surprising detective story, a fascinating 
journey through the rarefied worlds of Biblical Studies 
and Egyptology, a piercing psychological portrait of a 
many-faced con artist, and a tragedy about a brilliant 
scholar handed a piece of ancient paper that appealed 
to her greatest hopes for Christianity—but forced a 
reckoning with fundamental questions about the line 
between reason and faith. 

Praise for My Father’s Paradise:

“Transcending mere reportage, it acquires a novel-like 
warp and weft.” 
—Los Angeles Times

“An enchanting combination of history, family, and 
discovery—Sabar’s chronicle of his journey is flat-out 
wonderful.”
—Rabbi David Wolpe, author of Why Faith Matters
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EXCERPT
 

On September 18, 2012, a group of international scholars gathered in a building across 
from the Vatican for an obscure academic conference on Egypt’s earliest Christians. The 
weeklong program looked much like those of years’ past, with highly specialized lectures 
on Egyptian linguistics, monastery libraries, and the wills of abbots. But at 7 pm that 
evening, the conference lost any semblance of the ordinary. A senior Harvard University 
professor rose to the lectern to make an astonishing announcement, one that a select group 
of journalists was at that very moment transmitting across the world: She had discovered 
an ancient scrap of papyrus with the power to convulse the Roman Catholic Church.

The professor, an unassuming 58-year-old historian named Karen King, was a well-known 
and deeply respected figure in the field of Biblical Studies. Harvard had recently promoted 
her to its Hollis Professorship of Divinity, the oldest endowed chair in America and one 
of the most prestigious posts in the study of Christianity. She was familiar to the public, 
too, as a bestselling author and network TV commentator on the first centuries of the faith.
But the events of September 2012 would put her in a brighter—and crueler—spotlight 
than any she had known before. As the sun set over St. Peter’s Basilica that evening, King 
told the audience of elite scholars next door that she had already given the newfound 
manuscript a name.  

“I dubbed it—just simply for reference purposes—‘The Gospel of Jesus’s Wife.’” 

***

Nine months earlier, a middle-aged Florida man settled into a window seat in the first row 
of a mid-day Delta Airlines flight to Boston’s Logan International Airport. In his luggage 
were four tattered fragments of papyrus, one of them small enough to fit in the palm of his 
hand.

When he arrived at Harvard Divinity School, Karen King gave him a tour of its Gothic 
grounds. A highlight, for the man, was a row of clerestory windows in the main building. 
The leaded glass depicted a serpent on a rod, the inverted number four, a hooded beggar, 
and a triangle split by a cross—the cryptic insignias of medieval printers of the Bible. 
“She didn’t quite know what it meant,” the man thought, as he took pictures of the strange 
symbols. He told Dr. King about some of them. He also answered a technical question she 
had asked about a fine point of Middle Egyptian grammar. He liked the feeling of knowing 
things she didn’t. 

“I tremendously enjoyed my meeting with her,” the man would reflect later. “I feel that 
over the years, we’ve almost become friends.”
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ERIN BROCKOVICH is 
an environmental activist 
and consumer advocate. She 
was instrumental in building 
a case against the Pacific 
Gas and Electric Company 
of California in 1993. Her 
successful lawsuit was the 
subject of the Oscar-winning 
film Erin Brockovich. 

From environmental activist, consumer advocate, 
renowned crusader, champion fighter, maverick, 

whose courageous case against Pacific Gas and 
Electric was dramatized in the Oscar-winning film—
an exposé, a book to inspire change, that looks at our 
present situation with water and reveals the imminent 
threats to our most precious, essential element, and 
that shows us how we can each take action to make 
changes in our cities, and towns, before it is too late. 
Water, water, everywhere, nor any drop to drink . . . 
Water. It’s the single most necessary element to sustain 
life. 
Brockovich warns us that our water crisis isn’t 
looming on the horizon—it’s here. Superman’s Not 
Coming shows us and goes beyond establishing what 
we already know—that the most precious resource 
on planet Earth is becoming alarmingly polluted by 
toxins, hazardous waste, lead, fracking chemicals, and 
more; that resources are exhausted, and corruption, 
rampant. That companies dumping toxins know that 
they are dangerous to our health, as do governments. 
Climate change is real, it’s here, and it’s creating huge 
strains on our drinking water, infrastructures, and 
economies. 
Now in Brockovich’s long-awaited book—her first to 
reckon with conditions on our planet—she makes clear 
why we are in the trouble we’re in, and how, in large 
and practical ways, we each can take steps to make 
sure our water is safe to drink and use. 
Brockovich can’t fight all the fights and save our water 
on her own. The simple truth is that Superman isn’t 
coming to save us. But her book makes clear how 
we each can take small and large actions and change 
troubling conditions, and turn things around in our 
cities, towns, and rural communities—to preserve our 
selves, our water, our planet. 
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EXCERPT

Someone once asked me, what would your epitaph be? 

 My answer: Someone who gave a damn.

Let me be the first to tell you that life takes an interesting turn when your name becomes a 
verb. Well, first my name became a movie and then it became a verb. To “Erin Brockovich 
something” has become synonymous with investigating and then advocating for a cause 
without giving up. 

My name is also used to describe other people. There’s an Erin Brockovich of China. She’s 
found more than 400 villages in her home country where the children have been sickened 
by their water supply. There’s an Erin Brockovich of Kenya, who is fighting lead poison-
ing, demanding compensation and clean-up from the government and companies whose 
factories have dumped toxins. There’s an Erin Brockovich of food, whose youngest child 
had a severe allergic reaction to scrambled eggs and now advocates for reducing chemicals 
in our food system. 

But before the movie and before I became a name people recognize, you should know that 
I was raised in Kansas—the land of sprawling wheat fields and bright yellow sunflowers. 
Lawrence, to be exact, which is the sixth largest city in the state, nestled between the banks 
of the Kansas and Wakarusa Rivers. It’s a vibrant college town today with a population of 
fewer than 100,000 people. Like many parts of my home state, we had hot, humid summers 
and cold, dry winters. American poet Langston Hughes spent his boyhood in Lawrence, 
and he based his first novel, “Not Without Laughter” published in 1930, on his experiences 
growing up in small-town Kansas, tornados and all. 

I was born in the summer of 1960 when Chubby Checker’s dance hit “The Twist” was 
playing on every radio and life in America seemed rosy and bright. Little did anyone sus-
pect that the ‘60s would be marked by such upheaval and that by the end of the decade, 
it would feel more like our great country was falling apart. Rachel Carson’s book Silent 
Spring was published in August of 1962, calling out the chemical industry and launching 
an environmental movement. The Cuyahoga River in Cleveland, Ohio, burst into flames 
in 1969. Images really can tell a thousand words and the dramatic photos made headlines 
throughout the country. How did a body of water ignite into flames? A TIME magazine 
article described the river as so saturated with industrial waste and sewage that it “oozed 
rather than flowed.” That sight sparked major reforms and a newfound need for environ-
mental action, which included the passage of the Clean Water Act and the creation of state 
and federal environmental protection agencies. 

When I was a little girl, my father would sing songs to me all the time about water. Some-
times, we would be playing down at the creeks and he would make up little tunes. “See 
that lovely water, trickling down the stream, don’t take it for granted, someday it might not 
be seen,” he would sing.

My dad was a star college football player at Kansas University. He served stateside in 
the U.S. Naval Air Force during World War II. He went on to work for many years as an 
engineer for Texaco and later for the Department of Transportation. He was a genuine 
hard-working American who loved his family. He and my mom were married for 65 years. 
If that’s not a testament to love than I don’t know what is! They both instilled so many of 
their values about persistence and drive in me. Not to mention that my mom was a journal-
ist, which I think helped fuel my snooping instincts. 

Before he died, my dad promised that in my lifetime water would become a commodity 
more valuable than oil or gold, because there would be so little of it. I believe he’s right 
and that time has come. 
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EDWARD MELILLO is 
associate professor of history 
and environmental studies 
at Amherst College. He is 
the author of Strangers on 
Familiar Soil: Rediscovering 
the Chile-California 
Connection (Yale University 
Press), which won the 
Western History Association’s 
2016 Caughey Prize for the 
most distinguished book on 
the American West. He was 
awarded the Mellon New 
Directions Fellowship in 2017. 
He received his PhD and his 
MPhil from Yale University 
and his BA from Swarthmore 
College. 

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. 
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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.24



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, Ed-
ward 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 
calamity 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.    
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From one of the hottest young comedians at work 
today—two Netflix specials, a world tour, a brand 

new HBO special, and a well-earned reputation as 
mind-bogglingly funny and hilariously offensive and 
challenging—a book about his favorite subject . . . and 
you will never think about relationships in the same 
way again.
Daniel Sloss’s comedy engages, enrages, offends, 
makes people uncomfortable, provides solace, and gets 
everyone roaring with laughter—all at the same time. 
Dark, his first Netflix comedy special, is a brilliant, 
somehow laugh-out loud funny meditation on our 
relationship with death. Jigsaw, his second Netflix 
special, needles apart the ideas of love, romantic 
relationships, and marriage—and according to Sloss 
has caused 120 divorces and some 50,000 break-ups 
(and he’s got the Tweets to back up those numbers). 
Now, in his first book, he picks up where Jigsaw 
left off, and goes after every conceivable kind of 
relationship between two people—with one’s country 
(Daniel’s is Scotland), with America, with lovers, ex-
lovers, ex-lovers who you hate, ex-lovers who hate 
you, parents, best friends (male and female), not-best 
friends, children, and siblings. Every relationship gets 
the full, inimitable Sloss treatment as he explains why 
each one is fragile and ridiculous and awful—but, just 
maybe, also valuable and meaningful. In any case, one 
way or the other, under his pen, they are all hilarious.
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EXCERPT

I’m not really sure when I lost my virginity. I tried with a young lady when I was 17, but I 
don’t think stubbing your toe on someone’s driveway counts as breaking and entering. It’s 
barely even property damage.

I remember counting it as sex at the time. Despite the fact that zero penetration happened, 
I concluded that because a girl had consented to having sex with and we’d done our best, 
that absolutely counted as having sex. Everything else was just semantics. Look, if you go 
to Disneyland and are too short to get on the rides, you can still tell people that you went to 
Disneyland. Would you tell a dying nine-year-old that she hadn’t been to the fabled theme 
park because they wouldn’t let her on Splash Mountain? No. I thought not.

I think there are two types of teenagers. Those that see their virginity as something special 
and those that see it as a disease. One half see having sex as losing something special 
they’ll only get once, while to the rest of us it is more like losing baby teeth. Sure, it made 
sense when you were young to have them but at twenty-three you just look weird.

I fell into the second category. Sex was something cool people did. I wanted to be cool, 
ergo, having sex would make me cool. I really do wish life was as simple as I used to think 
it was. I don’t know how I thought that worked, to be honest. The only way people would 
know you’d had sex was if you told them, and the one thing we all know from High School 
is that the kid who says he’s getting laid is very much the kid who is not even close to 
getting laid.

Eventually I had real sex. I think it was a few months after Take One, the drunken crotch 
jousting of two awkward teens. I was stone cold sober the second time, so everything went 
where it was meant to end up. This time it was less like trying to get a sleeping bag back 
into its case. 

I don’t think your first time matters too much. Clearly. At the time, it’s one of the most 
important things in the world. Then you get out of high school and realise that the rest of 
the world doesn’t give a fuck about your life or your genitals, unless you’re a woman in 
Georgia. In which case your body is obviously property of the United States government. 
Just as God intended. 

I’m not a big believer in this “your first time should be special” bollocks. My first time 
wasn’t that special and I’ve turned out to be a perfectly functioning alcoholic whore with 
a God complex. The first time I have ever done anything has always ended up being an 
absolute disaster. That’s how all first attempts should go. You should never be instantly 
good at something. Especially sex. 
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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.

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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From the Pulitzer Prize-winning author of American 
Prometheus: The Triumph and Tragedy of J. 

Robert Oppenheimer comes the first effort to set the 
Cuban Missile Crisis, with its potential for nuclear 
holocaust, in a wider historical narrative of the Cold 
War—how such a crisis arose, and why at the very last 
possible moment it didn’t happen.
In this groundbreaking look at the Cuban Missile Crisis, 
Martin Sherwin not only gives us a riveting sometimes 
hour-by-hour explanation of the crisis itself, but also 
explores the origins, scope, and consequences of the 
evolving place of nuclear weapons in the post WWII 
world. Mining new sources and materials, and going 
far beyond the scope of earlier works on this critical 
face-off between the United States and the Soviet 
Union—triggered when Khrushchev began installing 
missiles in Cuba at Castro’s behest—Sherwin shows 
how this volatile event was an integral part of the wider 
Cold War and was a consequence of nuclear arms. 
Gambling with Armageddon looks in particular at the 
original debate in the Truman Administration about 
using the Atomic Bomb; the way in which President 
Eisenhower relied on the threat of massive retaliation 
to project U.S. power in the early Cold War era; and 
how President Kennedy, though unprepared to deal 
with the Bay of Pigs debacle, came of age during the 
Cuban Missile Crisis. Here too is a clarifying picture 
of what was going on in Khrushchev’s Soviet Union. 
Martin Sherwin has spent his career in the study 
of nuclear weapons and how they have shaped our 
world—Gambling with Armageddon is an outstanding 
capstone to his work thus far.

Praise for American Prometheus:

“A work of voluminous scholarship and lucid insight, 
unifying its multifaceted portrait with a keen grasp of 
Oppenheimer’s essential nature. It succeeds in deeply 
fathoming his most damaging, self-contradictory be-
havior.” 
—The New York Times

“The first biography to give full due to Oppenheimer’s 
extraordinary complexity. Stands as an Everest among 
the mountains of books on the bomb project and 
Oppenheimer, and is an achievement not likely to be 
surpassed or equaled.”
—The Boston Globe
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EXCERPT

In October 1962 I was a junior officer in the U.S. Navy attached to Patrol Squadron 31, an 
anti-submarine warfare (ASW) training unit based at North Island Naval Air Station. This 
was California, but from the prime San Diego real estate we inhabited, we looked across to 
“Florida,” the elegant Hotel Del Coronado where Marilyn Monroe, Tony Curtis, and Jack 
Lemmon had ushered in the Sixties with the film, “Some Like It Hot”. 

Despite my modest rank—I was my squadron’s Air Intelligence Officer—my responsibilities 
made me the custodian of our Top Secret documents, our deployment orders in the event 
of war. Those orders were periodically updated, and when they were, a senior staff officer 
from Fleet Headquarters, always accompanied by an armed Marine, arrived with a sealed 
envelope. A ritual followed: I signed for the new envelope, and he signed for the envelope 
that I removed from my Top Secret safe, a miniature vault embedded within my large 
office safe. This inner sanctum was never unlocked, except on these occasions. I had no 
expectation of ever learning what was in those envelopes (clippings from The New York 
Times, we joked), since they would be opened only in the event of a national emergency.

On a date in mid-October that I cannot recall, I was informed by telephone that a new 
envelope would arrive at an appointed time. This was soon after I received the disappointing 
news that the round-the-world flight I was scheduled to co-navigate for an Admiral had 
been canceled. Within days all leaves were revoked. According to rumors at our local 
hangout, the Mexican Village, the cause was rising tensions in Berlin.

Although I was on the West Coast, a sense of being engaged in an international crisis 
permeated my squadron’s ranks. Extra munitions, and weapons we had never before stored, 
were delivered to our hangers. Friends at El Toro, the Marine Corp Air Station north of San 
Diego, told me that Marines in full battle gear were being flown East aboard Military Air 
Transport planes. Something important was happening, and we were going to be part of it. 
On Monday, October 22, before President Kennedy informed the world that he had 
ordered Cuba blockaded, I was directed to retrieve the Top Secret plans from my safe and 
deliver them—with the obligatory armed Marine escort—to my Commanding Officer. Our 
squadron’s senior staff—the Captain, the Executive Officer and the Operations Officer—
had assembled in the Captain’s office to review the war plans. My recollection is that 
we would deploy to an airfield in Baja California. The rationale was to disperse military 
aircraft beyond the reach of Soviet missiles. Some junior officers—all of us bachelors—
joked that the beaches of Baja “were a delightful place to die.”

I did not know until I researched this book how close to death we had come.
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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.

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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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 detectible 
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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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, Welcome to America is Hakakian’s candid 
love letter to America.

Praise for Assassins of the Turquoise Palace:

“Throws light on the rivalries and fears within Iran’s 
vast exile community… carefully researched and 
vividly written…In addition to being a lively account 
of an extraordinary trial, [it] can be read as an unsettling 
reminder of the dangers of excessive zeal.” 
—New York Times Book Review

“Roya Hakakian is something rare: a poet turned 
investigative reporter. The outcome of this unusual 
fusion is a work of journalistic revelation, written so 
fluidly and gorgeously, it is a masterpiece.”
—Lesley Stahl, 60 Minutes

34



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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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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Bill Gates shares what he’s learned in more than a 
decade of studying climate change and investing 

in innovations to address the problems, and sets out a 
vision for how the world can build the tools it needs 
to get to zero greenhouse gas emissions.
Bill Gates explains why he cares so deeply about 
climate change and what makes him optimistic that 
the world can avoid the most dire effects of the climate 
crisis. Gates says, “We can work on a local, national, 
and global level to build the technologies, businesses, 
and industries to avoid the worst impacts of climate 
change.” His interest in climate change is a natural 
outgrowth of the efforts by his foundation to reduce 
poverty and disease. Climate change, according to 
Gates, will have the biggest impact on the people 
who have done the least to cause it. As a technologist, 
he has seen firsthand how innovation can change 
the world. By investing in research, inventing new 
technologies, and by deploying them quickly at large 
scale, Gates believes climate change can be addressed 
in meaningful ways. According to Gates, “to prevent 
the worst effects of climate change, we have to get to 
net-zero emissions of greenhouse gases. This problem 
is urgent, and the debate is complex, but I believe 
we can come together to invent new carbon-zero 
technologies, deploy the ones we have, and ultimately 
avoid a climate catastrophe.”
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States. An anthology about how we read Vladimir 

Nabokov’s Lolita today with contributions by 
Susan Choi, Andre Dubus III, Ian Frazier, Mary 
Gaitskill, Roxane Gay, Emily Mortimer, Stacy Schiff, 
Cheryl Strayed, and many others.  Edited by Jenny 
Minton, a memoirist, former editor, and the daughter 
of Walter Minton, who first published Lolita in 
the United States in 1958 after every other major 
American publisher had passed on it.  Starting in 1954 
when Nabokov completed the novel, he could not 
find an American publisher willing to take it on until 
Walter Minton found him in 1957.  At this point, five 
American publishers had rejected the novel, Viking 
Press claiming, “We would all go to jail if the thing 
were published.”  The McCarthy era was winding 
down and lots of publishers and writers had been 
recently prosecuted.  Publishing Lolita was a radical 
act then.  It would be a radical act today too.
Lolita in the Afterlife is a vibrant collection of sharp 
and essential modern pieces on the Nabokovs, sexual 
politics and art, and popular culture by a wide range of 
celebrated writers and passionate thinkers.
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EXCERPT

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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The inside story of Tesla’s make-or-break bet to 
revolutionize the auto industry.

Elon Musk is among the most celebrated titans of 
technology in the world. Yet for all his cosmic visions 
of space travel and artificial intelligence, it is his most 
terrestrial and old-fashioned business that may yet 
prove to be the most transformative: Tesla. 
Tesla’s first wave of electric cars may have seemed 
like luxury curiosities—trophy cars that happened to 
need no gasoline. But Elon Musk wanted to build a 
product that did more than just seduce the upper crust. 
The Model 3 was his electric car for the masses, the 
one he’d envisioned since Tesla’s founding in the 
early 2000s. It was the vehicle with which he hoped 
to upstage and unseat rivals such as Ford, Toyota, 
and Volkswagen. But becoming a carmaker isn’t the 
same thing as launching a Silicon Valley startup.  It’s 
a narrow-margin business that requires multi-billion-
dollar upfront investments. Any snag in production 
can lead to disaster. It’s little wonder that there hasn’t 
been a successful entrant into the US auto market 
since 1925. 
A riveting tale of entrepreneurship and ambition, Blind 
Corner examines Tesla’s dangerous bet on the Model 
3—the high stakes, brilliant innovations, near collapses, 
hungry competitors, and financial antagonists swirling 
around the company and its enigmatic and erratic 
leader. It considers a simple, provocative question: 
Can a startup conquer the biggest and most entrenched 
industry in the global economy?
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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.
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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 travellers 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 travellers. 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. 45



Close to the Knives
A Memoir of Disintegration
David Wojnarowicz

Vintage
1991

Rights sold:
UK: Canongate

Other rights available

DAVID WOJNAROWICZ 
was an American painter, 
photographer, writer, 
filmmaker, performance artist, 
and AIDS activist prominent 
in the New York City art world. 
He was born on September 14, 
1954. He died of AIDS on July 
22, 1992. In Close to the Knives, David Wojnarowicz gives us 

an important and timely document: a collection of 
creative essays—a scathing, sexy, sublimely humorous 
and honest personal testimony to the “Fear of Diversity 
in America.” From the author’s violent childhood in 
suburbia to eventual homelessness on the streets and 
piers of New York City, to recognition as one of the 
most provocative artists of his generation—Close to 
the Knives is his powerful and iconoclastic memoir. 
Street life, drugs, art and nature, family, AIDS, 
politics, friendship and acceptance: Wojnarowicz 
challenges us to examine our lives—politically, 
socially, emotionally, and aesthetically.

Named One of the 50 Best Memoirs of the Past 50 
Years by The New York Times Book Review

“David Wojnarowicz is brilliantly attuned to American 
talk and responsive to the moods and innovations of 
society’s truants. He also has the best conscience of 
any writer I know. This fierce, erotic, haunting, truthful 
book should be given to every teenager immediately.” 
—Dennis Cooper

“Wojnarowicz’s writing fairly smokes with acrid 
ironies. It’s passionate and personal.” 
—New York

“Everyone should read Close to the Knives to 
understand the overall political agenda behind 
suffering, whether that suffering occurs because of 
a dysfunctional family, religion, or government. 
Wojnarowicz explores all of his painful life 
experiences as a plea for all of us to become more 
compassionate and caring human beings.” 
—Karen Finley
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EXCERPT

So my heritage is a calculated fuck on some faraway sun-filled bed while the curtains are 
being sucked in and out of an open window by a passing breeze. I’d be lying if I were to 
tell you I could remember the smell of sweat as I hadn’t even been born yet. Conception’s 
just a shot in the dark. I’m supposed to be dead right now but I just woke up this dingo 
motherfucker having hit me across the head with a slab of marble that instead of splitting 
my head open laid a neat sliver of eyeglass lens through the bull’s-eye center of my left 
eye. We were coming through this four-and-a-half-day torture of little or no sleep. That’s 
the breaks. We were staying at this one drag queen’s house but her man did her wrong by 
being seen by some other queen with a vicious tongue in a darkened lot on the west side 
fucking some cute little puerto rican boy in the face and when me and my buddy knocked 
on the door to try and get a mattress to lay down on she sent a bullet through the door 
thinking it was her man—after three days of no sleep and maybe a couple of stolen donuts 
my eyes start separating: one goes left and one goes right and after four days of sitting 
on some stoop on a side street head cradled in my arms seeing four hours of pairs of legs 
walking by too much traffic noise and junkies trying to rip us off and slowly coming to a 
boil in whatever red-blue liquid the brains float in and looking down the street or walking 
around I begin to see large rats the size of shoeboxes; ya see them just outta the corner 
of your eyes, in the outer sphere of sight and when ya turn sharp to look at them they’ve 
just disappeared around the corner or down subway steps and I’m so sick my gums start 
bleedin’ everytime I breathe and after the fifth day I start seeing what looks like the limbs 
of small kids, arms and legs in the mouths of these rats and no screaming mommies or 
daddies to lend proof to the image and late last night me and my buddy were walking 
around with two meat cleavers we stole from Macy’s gourmet section stuck in between 
our belts and dry skin lookin’ for someone to mug and some queer on the upper east side 
tried to pick us up but my buddy’s meat cleaver dropped out the back of his pants just as 
the guy was opening the door to his building and clang clangalang the guy went apeshit his 
screams bouncing through the night off half a million windows of surrounding apartments 
we ran thirty blocks till we felt safe. Some nights we had so much hate for the world and 
each other all these stupid dreams of finding his foster parents who he tried poisoning with 
a box of rat poison when they let him out of the attic after keeping him locked in there for 
a month and a half after all dear it’s summer vacation and no one will miss you here’s a 
couple of jugs of springwater and cereal don’t eat it all at once we’re off on a holiday after 
all it’s better this than we return you to that nasty kids home. His parents had sharp taste 
buds and my buddy spent eight years in some jail for the criminally insane even though he 
was just a minor. Somehow though he had this idea to find his folks and scam lots of cash 
off them so we could start a new life. Some nights we’d walk seven or eight hundred blocks 
practically the whole island of manhattan crisscrossing east and west north and south each 
on opposite sides of the streets picking up every wino bottle we fond and throwing it ten 
feet into the air so it crash exploded a couple of inches away from the other’s feet—on 
nights that called for it every pane of glass in every phone booth from here to south street 
would dissolve in a shower of light. We slept good after a night of this in some abandoned 
car boiler room rooftop or lonely drag queen’s palace. 

47



Highlights from the Backlist
Please contact us with interest and we will be happy to see if your territory is available.

MAX BARRY
Jennifer Government
Company

JAMES M. CAIN
The Postman Always Rings 
Twice
Mildred Pierce
Serenade
Double Indemnity

E.M. BARD
The Cat I.Q. Test

KIM BARKER
The Taliban Shuffle*

JANET BENTON
Lilli de Jong

PETER BERGER
A Rumor of Angels
Heretical Imperative
Invitation to Sociology
Social Construction of Reality
The Other Side of God
The Precarious Vision
The Sacred Canopy

DOROTHY BRIGGS
Celebrate Your Self

GERALDINE BROOKS
Nine Parts of Desire

LOUISE BROOKS
Lulu in Hollywood

THOMAS CAHILL
How the Irish Saved Civilization

JOAN FRANCES CASEY
The Flock

JULIA CHILD
Cooking with Master Chefs
Julia’s Kitchen Wisdom
Mastering the Art of French 
Cooking
My Life in France
The French Chef Cookbook
The Way to Cook
Julia & Jacques Cooking at 
Home

LINCOLN CHILD
Death Match
Deep Storm
Terminal Freeze
Utopia
The Third Gate
The Forgotten Room

BILL CLINTON
Back to Work
Giving
My Life

PAT CONROY
A Lowcountry Heart  
Beach Music
Death of Santini
My Losing Season
My Reading Life
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

48



* 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*

49



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@thedeborahharrisagen-
cy.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


