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Noémi Lefebvre

TRANSLATED FROM THE FRENCH BY

Sophie Lewis

A woman looks back on an affair with a composer
in a cerebral, feminist, Bernhardian debut.

On a flight from Berlin to Paris, a woman haunted by German composer
Arnold Schoenberg’s self-portrait reflects on her romantic encounter with
a German-American pianist-composer. Obsessive, darkly comic, and full of
angst, Blue Self-Portrait unfolds among Berlin’s cultural institutions, but 1s lo-
cated in the mid-air flux between contrary impulses, with repetitions and
variations that explore the possibilities and limitations of art, history, and

connection.

“FOR A SHORT NOVEL, BLUE SELF-PORTRAIT YOKES
TOGETHER AN EXTRAORDINARY PROFUSION OF IDEAS.”

“In this devilishly virtuosic text, which also evokes contrapuntal music, Noémi
Lefebvre writes like a genuine composer. It’s rare to find a writer successfully
able to lend a musical shape to their text. Lefebvre has taken up the challenge in
this astonishing, vertiginous account.”—Le Figaro littéraire

NOEMI LEFEBVRE was born in 1964 in Caen, and
now lives in Lyon, France. She is the author of three
novels, all of which have garnered intense critical
success: her debut novel L'Autoportrait bleu (2009), Letat
des sentiment a lage adulle (2012) and L'enfance politique
(2015).

SOPHIE LEWIS is a literary editor and translator
from French and Portuguese into English. She has
translated Stendhal, Jules Verne, Marcel Aymé, Vio-
lette Leduc, Emmanuelle Pagano, and Joao Gilberto

Catherine Hélie © Editions Gallimard NOH, among others.

Blue Self-Portraut

Noémi Lefebvre

Translated by Sophic Lewis

April 3, 2018
Fiction/Literary

5.25x 8, 160 pages, $15.95
Rights: North America
Agent: Gallimard
978-1-945492-10-5 (pb)
978-1-945492-12-9 (cb)

“WERE WE TO NOTE THE
MUSICAL EXPRESSION
WITH WHICH BLUE
SELF-PORTRAIT IS
PERFORMED, IT WOULD
BE CON BRAVURA, OR
EVEN SCATENATO:
UNCHAINED, WILDLY."

Jrom

One piece of luck: I didn’t ex-
plain to the pianist how to play

the piano, it was touch and go, I
told myself later in the plane, it was
a close-run thing, I could very well
have done it, I'm perfectly capable, I
know I'm capable of explaining the
art of the well-tempered keyboard
to a pianist as if I myself were a vir-
tuoso. I don’t know anything about
music, I'm sitting in front of a vir-
tuoso pianist and explaining exactly
how your fingers should rest on the
keys, see what I'm capable of. I'm
explaining to him how to do it, as if
the virtuoso pianist were just waiting
for me all along to show him the best
way to go about it at last, as if he was
going to be filled with wonder at all
the little pianistic techniques that I
would generously furnish him with
so he could improve his playing and
become even more virtuosic thanks
to me. I truly am capable of leading
a masterclass for a great pianist of
worldwide renown. Of explaining (I
can just see myself) how one ought
to tackle the second movement of
Beethoven’s Concerto in G major,
for example, the opening attack, the
crisp yet simultaneously resonant C
chord and, in sweeping overview, on
the generosity — I could hear myself
in full flow — discoursing upon the
generosity in Beethoven as if this
were possible, and then upon the de-
tail, a marginally lighter touch here,
a little more color there . . .



DARKER WITH THE LIGHTS ON
David Hayden

Wry, intimate, and startlingly imaginative,
Hayden’s stories bring a sharpness and a strange-
ness to the everyday.

Driven hypnotically forward by a powerful, deeply felt narrative force, the
stories in this debut collection pull off that rare trick of captivating the reader,
while twisting the form into truly new shapes. With an imagist’s flair for pho-
tographic observation and unsettling, often startling, emotional landscapes,
Darker With the Lights On introduces a mesmeric new literary talent with seis-
mic potential.

“IT’S AN OPEN SECRET THAT DAVID HAYDEN IS ONE
OF THE MOST INTERESTING SHORT STORY WRITERS
AROUND.” EIMEAR MCBRIDE

“Quietly innovative, subtle of tone, full of feeling—this is a superb debut.”
—Kevin Barry

“One of the most startlingly brilliant and original debuts I've ever read. Hayden
is one hell of a talent.”—David Collard

“Very, very fine fictions, which captivate and seduce the reader . . . Beautiful,
luminous, and written with poetic economy and precision.”—David Winters

DAVID HAYDEN’s writing has appeared in Granta,
gorse, and The Stinging Fly. He was shortlisted for the
25th RTE Francis MacManus Short Story prize. Born
in Dublin, he has lived in the US and Australia and is
now based in Norwich, UK.
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May 15, 2018
Fiction/Literary

5.25 x 8, 208 pages, $15.95
Rights: North America
Agent: Little Island Press
978-1-945492-11-2 (ph)
9781945492-13-6 (cb)

“HAYDEN'S TREATMENT
OF THE MACABRE IS SO
EXQUISITELY WEIRD
AND SO UNOBTRUSIVELY
DEADPAN AS TO DEFY
EASY CATEGORIZATION.”
THE IRISH TIMES

Jrom
DARKER WITH
THE LIGHTS ON

he creatures are asleep at last.

One has been suffering from a
colic and keeping the other awake
with him. The auctioneer has
brought blankets to ward against the
night’s slight inclemency and bed-
ded down in the P quarters. The
auctioneer has often said that he be-
lieves animals take comfort from a
human presence in times of illness,
as a child would. From my bunga-
low, in my armchair, in my sitting
room, | can see the auctioneer’s
lamp blink and flicker.

When I first came to this country
to join the c’ompany I was confused
by the broken topography of the set-
tlement. Even in the old quarter the
streets are often unfinished; grand
villas stand on their own in dusty
paddocks, unconnected by path
or lane to the main thoroughfares.
Lanes end in boreens that slip into
the compact, glossy jungle. There
is one tall building in the town, the
hotel, and from the roof one has the
impression of an island that is sink-
ing slowly, pleasantly into a great,
green ocean.

When my wife departed I moved
to this bungalow, which is very com-
fortable in a modest way. I prefer
modesty now that humility has been
forced upon me. The auctioneer ar-
ranged for a cash advance on the
balance of those belongings that El-
len did not take with her . . .




Wioletta Greg

TRANSLATED FROM THE POLISH BY
Eliza Marciniak

LONGLISTED FOR THE 2017 MAN BOOKER INTERNATIONAL PRIZE

In this celebrated debut from prize-winning poet Wioletta Greg, Wiola looks
back on her youth in a close-knit, agricultural community in 1980s Poland.
Her memories are precise, intense, distinctive, sensual: a playfulness and
whimsy rise up in the gossip of the village women, rumored visits from the
Pope, and the locked room in the dressmaker’s house, while political unrest
and predatory men cast shadows across this bright portrait. In prose that
sparkles with a poet’s touch, Wioletta Greg’s debut animates the strange
wonders of growing up.

“THIS ENCHANTINGLY ELLIPTICAL FICTION DEBUT
SPARKLES WITH A GEM-LIKE QUALITY.”

“The book’s appearance in the U.S. is a great gift . . . Greg’s masterful first novel
1s charming, seductive, and sinister by turns.”—Kirkus Reviews (Starred
Review)

“Wioletta Greg’s first novel shines with a surreal and unsettling vigor. As an
award-winning poet, Greg writes with a lyricism that brings alive the charms and
dangers of Wiola’s life.”—The Financial Times

“Greg’s debut . . . conveys sensuous detail so delightfully that one feels as though
one is eating watermelon outdoors in summer.”—Booklist (Starred Review)

is a Polish writer; she was born
in a small village in 1974 in the Jurassic Highland of
Poland. In 2006, she left Poland and moved to the
UK. Between 1998—2012 she published six poetry
volumes. Her works have been translated into English,
Catalan, French, Spanish and Welsh.

) is an editor and translator. She
© Monika Olek lives in London.

“SPARKLES WITH A GEM-LIKE QUALITY.” —THE GUARDIAN
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TRANSLATED BY ELIZA MARCINIAK

Septmber 12, 2017
Fiction/Literary

5.25 x 8, 160 pages, $15.96
Rights: US

Agent: Portobello
978-1-945492-04-4 (pb)
978-1-945492-07-5 (eb)

“SWALLOWING
MERCURY IS BOTH
MAGICAL AND SINISTER,
A MEMOIR AND A FAIRY
TALE AND. LIKE WIOLA,
COMPLETELY
CAPTIVATING.”

Jrom

In the same year that a rumor spread
through Hektary that the he Pope
would drive past our village, my father
took over the running of the farm and,
to my grandmother’s dismay, began to
introduce reforms, gradually turning
our homestead into an unruly and exu-
berant zoo. It wasn’t just beehives and
cages with goldfinches, canaries and
rabbits, or a dovecote in the attic, where
clumsy nestlings hatched out of delicate
eggs that looked like table-tennis balls.
In the middle of February, right after
my birthday, wanting to cheer me up af-
ter the loss of Blacky, Dad pulled out of
his jacket a little soggy, squeaking ball of
fluff, which by the warmth of the stove
gradually began to turn into a several-
weeks-old Tatra sheepdog. We called
him Bear.

That spring, my father got hold of an
excavator and widened the pond behind
our house, close to the road. My mother
forbade me from going anywhere near
it, but after she left for work I would
sneak out to what now looked like a
trapezium-shaped clay-pit pool. I would
crouch by the mound of excavated soil,
holding on to the stubs of whitewashed
trees or clumps of sweet flag surround-
ed by frogspawn, and I would watch the
wrinkles made on the water by pond
skaters.

One Sunday just before the arrival of
the Pope, my father handed me the bin-
oculars and told me to watch the nearby
field. “A good opportunity came up, so
I got you a number in exchange for a
liter of vodka,” he whispered, pointing
at the farthest meadow, sprinkled with
dandelions . . .



KINTU
Jennifer Nansubuga Makumbi

LONGLISTED FOR THE ETISALAT PRIZE FOR AFRICAN FICTION
WINNER OF THE COMMONWEALTH SHORT STORY PRIZE

First published in Kenya in 2014 to critical and popular acclaim, Kinfu is

a modern classic, a multilayered narrative that reimagines the history of
Uganda through the cursed bloodline of the Kintu clan. Divided into six
sections, the novel begins in 1750, when Kintu Kidda sets out for the capital
to pledge allegiance to the new leader of the kingdom of Buganda. Along
the way, he unleashes a curse that will plague his family for generations.

In an ambitious tale of a clan and a nation, Makumbi weaves together the
stories of Kintu’s descendants as they seek to break from the burden of
their shared past and reconcile the inheritance of tradition and the modern
world that is their future.

“A SOARING AND SUBLIME EPIC. ONE OF THOSE GREAT STORIES
THAT WAS JUST WAITING TO BE TOLD.™ MARLON JAMES

“A masterpiece of cultural memory, Kintu is elegantly poised on the crossroads
of tradition and modernity.”—Publishers Weekly (Starred Review)

“Makumbi takes a sniper’s aim at the themes of virility and power across time.

Over the course of six rich sections, she fires not a single gratuitous shot.”
—Public Books

JENNIFER NANSUBUGA MAKUMBI, a
Ugandan novelist and short story writer, has a PhD
from Lancaster University, where she now teaches.
Her first novel, Kintu, won the Kwani? Manuscript
Project in 2013 and was longlisted for the Etisalat
Prize in 2014. Her story “Let’s Tell This Story Prop-

erly” won the 2014 Commonwealth Short Story Prize.

May 16, 2017
Fiction/Literary

5.25 x 8, 446 pages, $16.95
Rights: North America
Agent: Antony Harwood
978-1-945492-01-3 (ph)
978-1-945492-03-7 (cb)

“A MAGISTERIAL
FIRST NOVEL.”
NEW YORK REVIEW
OF BOOKS

Jrom
KINTU

t was odd the relief Kintu felt as

he stepped out of his house. A
long and perilous journey lay ahead.
At the end of the journey was a royal
storm—the princes had been fight-
ing for the throne again and weap-
ons had not yet been put away. He
could be carried back, his head sev-
ered from his shoulders—common-
ers tended to lose their heads when
royals fought. Yet, Kintu Kidda,
Ppookino of Buddu Province, was
glad to step away from his home.

It was Babirye, his other wife.

Kintu had last seen her in the
morning, taking the goats to feed
on banana peels. Her eyes were an-
gry and he had looked away. Kintu
had never found respite in Babirye’s
eyes, not even on their wedding day.
He thought of the fabled men who
unwittingly married spirits but then
dismissed the thought. Babirye was
not a demon, just a dreadful woman.
He shooed her out of his mind. It
would be unwise to carry the extra
weight of a glowering wife on this
journey.

He paused at the threshold of
Mayirika, his principal residence.
The world was still. A spray of
young stars streaked the sky on his
right. On the left, a few lone ones,
elderly, blinked tiredly. Around him,
the midnight air was cold and calm.
Darkness was thick. Fireflies tried
to puncture it—on, off, on, off—in
vain. Kintu was satisfied with . . .




Andrés Barba

TRANSLATED FROM THE SPANISH BY
Lisa Dillman

AFTERWORD BY

Edmund White

Shirley Jackson meets The Virgin Suicides, set
in an all-girls orphanage

Life changes at the orphanage the day seven-year-old Marina shows up. She
1s different from the other girls: at once an outcast and object of fascination.
As Marina struggles to find her place, she invents a game whose rules are
dictated by a haunting violence. Written in hypnotic, lyrical prose, alternat-
ing between Marina’s perspective and the choral we of the other girls, Such
Small Hands evokes the pain of loss and the hunger for acceptance.

“BARBA IS INTENSELY ALIVE TO THE SHIFTING. EVEN
JANUS-FACED NATURE OF STRONG FEELING.™

“Each one of these pages is exquisite.”—Music & Literature
“A lyrically rich and devastating portrayal of adolescent struggle.”—ZYZZYVA

“A darkly evocative work about young girls, grief, and the unsettling, aching need
to belong.”—Kirkus Reviews (Starred Review)

is the one the most lauded con-
temporary Spanish writers. He is the author of twelve
books. In addition to literary fiction, he has written
essays, poems, books of photography, and translations
of De Quincey and Melville.

won the 2016 Best Translated
Book Award for her translation of Yuri Herrera’s Signs
Preceding the End of the World. She translates from Span-
ish and Catalan and teaches in the Department of
Spanish and Portuguese at Emory University.

SUCH
SMALL
HANDS

ANDRES
BARBA

Translated by
LISA DILLMAN

With an afterword by
EDMUND WHITE

April 11, 2017
Fiction/Literary

5.25x 8, 108 pages, $15.95
Rights: North America
Agent: Anagrama
978-1-945492-00-6 (pb)
978-1-945492-02-0 (eb)

“BARBA INHABITS THE
MINDS OF CHILDREN
WITH AN EXACTITUDE
THAT SEEMS TO ME SO
UNCANNY AS T0 BE
ALMOST SINISTER.”

Jfrom

It was once a happy city; we were
once happy girls. They used to
say: do this, do that, and we did it,
we turned our hands, we drew, we
laughed; they called us the faithful
city, the enchanting city. We had
proud eyes, strong hands. People
thought we were just girls then. We
used to touch the fig tree in the gar-
den and say, “This is the castle.”
And then we walked to the black
sculpture and said, “This is the
devil.” And then we’d go back to
the orphanage door and say, “This
is the mountain.” Those were the
three things: castle, devil, moun-
tain.

That was the triangle you could
play in.

And there was the hall mirror.

And our summer dresses.

And the night they changed our
sheets and it felt so good to climb
into fresh-smelling beds.

And the days we got sanjacobos
for lunch: breaded fried ham and
cheese.

It was as if we were all one mouth
cating the ham, as if our cheese were
all the same cheese: wholesome and
creamy and tasting the same to all of
us. The cheese was happiness. But
then we had class after lunch, and
it was long. And the time between
lunch and class, and then between
class and break time, passed slowly,
suspended in the air . . .



THE RIGHT INTENTION
Andrés Barba

TRANSLATED FROM THE SPANISH BY
Lisa Dillman

Four novellas by the author of Such Small Hands

Nothing is simple for the men and women in Andrés Barba’s stories. As they
go about their lives, they are each tested by a single, destructive obsession.

A runner puts his marriage at risk while training for a marathon; a teenager
can no longer stand the sight of meat following her parents’ divorce; a man
suddenly fixates on the age difference between him and his younger male
lover. In four tightly wound novellas, Andrés Barba establishes himself as a

master of the form.

“BARBA IS INTENSELY ALIVE TO THE SHIFTING. EVEN
JANUS-FACED NATURE OF STRONG FEELING.™
SAN FRANCISCO CHRONICLE

“Each one of these pages is exquisite.”—Music & Literature

“A lyrically rich and devastating portrayal of adolescent struggle.”
—ZYZZYVA

“A darkly evocative work about young girls, grief, and the unsettling, aching need
to belong.”—Kirkus Reviews (Starred Review)

ANDRES BARBA is the one the most lauded con-
temporary Spanish writers. He is the author of twelve
books. In addition to literary fiction, he has written

essays, poems, books of photography, and translations
of De Quincey and Melville.

LISA DILLMAN won the 2016 Best Translated
Book Award for her translation of Yuri Herrera’s Signs
Preceding the End of the World. She translates from Span-
ish and Catalan and teaches in the Department of
Spanish and Portuguese at Emory University.

February 13, 2018
Fiction/Literary

5.25 x 8, 232 pages, $15.95
Rights: World English
Agent: Anagrama
978-1-945492-06-6 (pb)
978-1-945492-09-9 (eb)

“BARBA HAS

BECOME AN
ESSENTIAL WRITER.”
RAFAEL CHIRBES

Jfrom
THE RIGHT INTENTION

imply, almost painlessly, he had
become resigned to the fact that
he himself would never demand the
things the personals were asking for,
and although on a couple of occa-
sions he had contracted a rent boy
and brought him up to his apart-
ment, the fact that he had to pay, the
whole act of the wallet, the question,
the exchange, turned him off to such
a degree that he would then become
uncomfortable at how long he took
and once or twice ended up asking
the guy to leave out of sheer disgust.
The dog barked and he found his
shoes to take him down for a walk.
He left the light on and put on his
coat.

Monday everything looked the same
from the bank’s office window. A
Coca-Cola sign flashed on and off,
as did the recently hung lights an-
nouncing the imminent advent of
Christmas. He had heard something
about an office party and, although
he’d said he would go—declining
would have launched a desperate
search for excuses—they knew, as he
did, that it had been years since he
had last liked Alberto’s jokes (always
the same, whispered to the new sec-
retary or the newest female gradu-
ate to be hired), Andrés’s toasts and
Sandra’s conversations about the
kids. The fact that he was the oldest
employee at the office allowed him
to decline those invitations . . .




LESSONS FOR A CHILD
WHO ARRIVES LATE

Carlos Yushimito

TRANSLATED FROM THE SPANISH BY

Valerie Miles

A long-anticipated collection from one of Granta’s
Best Young Spanish Language Novelists

A tin man ponders the mysteries of death as a heart starts to take charge
of his limbs, while in a place not so far away a boy tries to play the piano
like Margarita, the teacher’s cruel and beautiful niece. In stories filled with
violence and tenderness, love and disconnection, Carlos Yushimito’s long-
anticipated debut explores the subtle space of estrangement.

“CARLOS YUSHIMITO IS ONE OF THE FEW WRITERS IN LATIN
AMERICAN LITERATURE TODAY CREATING NEW WAYS TO
LOOK AT THE WORLD.™ YURI HERRERA

“Yushimito is a rising star in contemporary Spanish fiction.”
—CQCarles Geli, El Pais

“The new generation is represented by Carlos Yushimito, the author of a fasci-
nating and unique set of stories set in an imagined, timeless Brazil constructed
from hearsay and literature.”

—Diario El Comercio

CARLOS YUSHIMITO was born in Lima, Peru, in
1977. In 2010, he was chosen by Granta as one of the
¢ Best Young Spanish Language Novelists. He recently

joined the University of California, Riverside, faculty
after receiving a PhD from Brown University.

VALERIE MILES is an American writer, editor,
and translator who lives in Barcelona. In 2003, she

co-founded Granta en espafiol. She writes and reviews
© Helen Hesse for the New York Times, The Paris Review, and El Pais.

LESSONS
Jor a
CHILD

who arrives
LATE

TRANSLATED BY VALERIE MILES
Carlos Yushimito

November 14, 2017
Fiction/Literary

5.25 x 8, 264 pages, $15.95
Rights: World English
Agent: Schavelzon Graham
978-1-945492-05-1 (pb)
978-1-945492-08-2 (eb)

“ONE OF THE BEST
YOUNG AUTHORS
WRITING IN SPANISH.”
GRANTA

Jfrom

LESSONS FOR A CHILD WHO
ARRIVES LATE

Icould feel his sour, cachaga breath
on my ear as I slipped out of my
costume in the stockroom. It was
Bau- tista, the manager. His face
was dripping sweat. He must have
been partying already, I supposed,
as usual, the way he screwed up his
mouth to fling words at me. It wasn’t
out of the ordinary for me to be
taken with a strange sense of embar-
rassment. A sneaking sense of guilt.
For a few seconds, I felt as though
someone were watching two lobsters
copulating in slow motion and there
I was stand- ing by his side, in front
of twenty television screens broad-
casting the same image. Slow mo-
tion. Very slow motion.

Z¢ Antunes says the best sales
pitch for an appliance store like ours
is to have all the televisions tuned to
the Discovery Channel.

“It’s like this,” he says, “imag-
ine we air a rock concert or a soc-
cer game: parents will associate the
television set with drugs or wasted
leisure time. If we put a movie on,
a forty something married woman
with university age chil- dren will re-
member with nostalgia and resent-
ment that her husband rarely takes
her to the movies anymore.”

Z¢ Antunes says the education-
al channels boost the chances of
clinching a sale, and it must be true
because parents always . . .
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