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‘Creativity’ – such a big, vague word. We all have it. We all 
need it. But sometimes we struggle to access it. How does it 
work? Is it a spark or is it rather a long, gruelling journey?

This issue is all about creativity. British and foreign writers, 
translators and our designer describe how they invent stories, 
make up titles and come up with images.  

‘It’s a common mistake to believe creativity is about freedom. 
It isn’t. It’s about freedom within a given form. Rules are vital 
in focusing creativity into effectiveness,’ says award-winning 
Welsh author Cynan Jones. While French novelist Marie Sizun 
admits: ‘It took me almost a lifetime to find the voice and 
words for this book, which was much more than a novel to  
me, it was really analysis.’ And celebrated Belgian writer  
Peter Verhelst quotes Beckett: ‘No matter. Try again. Fail 
again. Fail better.’ 

I’d also like to draw your attention to our exciting new project: 
Peirene Now! This will be a series of books commissioned by 
me, where writers will respond with fiction to political issues. 
Our first title is breach, about the current refugee crisis in the 
UK. I have commissioned two writers, Olumide Popoola and 
Annie Holmes, to visit the refugee camps in Calais and then 
write a story with six voices based on interviews with refugees. 

I hope you enjoy our literary newspaper. And if you like what 
you’ve read, then why not subscribe to our books?

Best wishes,

Meike Ziervogel
publisher, peirene press

DEAR READER,

what is 
peirene? 
Peirene Press is an award-winning publishing house  
based in London.

We specialize in contemporary European novellas in  
high-quality translation. All our books are bestsellers  
and/or award-winners in their countries but have never  
been translated into English before.

Our books are beautifully designed paperback editions,  
using only the best paper from sustainable British sources.  
We curate our titles according to themes – each year  
Peirene publishes a new series of three novellas that belong 
together in terms of style and/or content.

And because literature – both reading and writing – can 
be a lonely affair, Peirene hosts a range of regular literary 
events and is committed to building a cohesive community 
of readers, subscribers and book-lovers who can share their 
enthusiasm for great literature in person and online.

what is 
peirene?

WHY 
PEIRENE?
Peirene takes its name from a Greek nymph who turned into 
a spring. The poets of Corinth discovered the Peirene source 
and, for centuries, they drank its waters to receive inspiration. 
The idea of metamorphosis suits the art of translation 
beautifully: what starts off as a foreign book turns into an 
enjoyable English read.

winner of the independent publishers guild 
newcomer of the year award 2011

2nd prize british book design and production 
awards 2011 & 2013

www.peirenepress.com
Follow us on Twitter and Facebook  @PeirenePress

WHY 
PEIRENE? ‘highbrow      

 escapism for 
 the time-poor.’
 metro

‘a class 
 act.’ 
 guardian

DEAR READER,
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‘I want to deeply engage with people in the Calais 
camp to understand what the current refugee crisis 
really means. breach is also my answer to the new 
wave of racism, views that are becoming acceptable 
again because of old ‘the boat is full’ narratives, 
because of the fear of the Other. These stories will 
engage with what humanity means, ours too, but 
foremost those whose lives inspire the telling. 
Stories of complex characters with dreams and 
fears, lives that started long before they found 
themselves in Calais.’ olumide popoola

‘This is the third continent I’m calling home. My 
life here in the UK is somewhat precarious (African 
passport) and somewhat privileged (education and 
‘white’ skin). This is also the third continent where 
I’m witnessing migrants and refugees vilified – South 
Africa, the US and now many parts of Europe: the 
voices of feigned outrage, flames fanned, scapegoats 
and smokescreens. Another form of privilege, though, 
is the chance to meet people caught in Calais and to 
tell their stories.’
annie holmes

breach
noun:
an act of breaking or failing to observe a law, agreement, or code of conduct. 
a gap in a wall, barrier, or defence, especially one made by an attacking army 

verb:
make a gap in and break through (a wall, barrier, or defence).
(of a whale) rise and break through the surface of the water

Displacement is as old as our need for home. 

In the port of Calais, an illusion is being disrupted: that of a neatly ordered 
world, with those deserving safety and comfort separated from those who 
need to be kept out. 

breach tells the story of the refugee crisis through six voices based on 
interviews with refugees in Calais. These stories uncover realities of  
fleeing one’s country by any means necessary. They demand to be seen,  
to be heard, to be let in. But can we ignore the fears of the ones who want  
to close their borders?

authors
Olumide Popoola is a Nigerian German writer. Her publications include 
poetry and essays, the novella this is not about sadness (2010) and the play 
Also by Mail (2013). She lives in London, where she lectures in Creative 
Writing at Goldsmiths College. 

Annie Holmes is a Zimbabwean writer and film-maker, now London-based. 
In addition to publishing short fiction, she has co-edited two volumes of 
oral narratives in the McSweeney’s Voice of Witness series, Underground 
America and Hope Deferred. 

Why Peirene chose to commission this book: 
‘I have commissioned Olumide Popoola and Annie Holmes to go to the Calais 
refugee camps to distil stories into a work of fiction about escape, hope and 
aspiration. On another level, however, this work will also take seriously the fears  
of people in this country who want to close their borders. It’s that dialogue that 
isn’t happening in real life. A work of art can help to bridge the gap.’ 
meike ziervogel

Out in August 2016.

Support this project by ordering your copy now:
www.peirenepress.com/shop
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Why do we still use the term ‘full-length novel’? 

Should we make a distinction between 
a novella and a short novel? 

Does length actually matter at all? 

Award-winning writer 
of short novels 

CYNAN JONES 
is on hand to 
show us that 
bigger doesn’t 
necessarily mean 
better
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I’ve never met a reader 
who doesn’t like short 
novels. Most people 
don’t buy books by 
weight. If you do, 
you’re reading the 
wrong article.

For me, the opportunity to sit somewhere for two hours 
and read a book from start to finish – to submerge 
myself in it – is a thrilling experience. A short novel 
makes a straightforward demand: give me this time. 
There’s no room for phone calls, feeding the cat, 
helping kids with homework. You, the reader, are 
expected to do some work.

You will have to glean background, context from 

the few details you’re given. You will not be able to doze 
and watch the scenery go by, or eavesdrop on extended 
conversations. 

There’s no room for digression. No room for passenger 
writing. Every word is doing a job. So pay attention. A short 
novel is an event, not a trip.

What a short novel asks is that you commit, in one 
sitting, the same amount of time to reading as you 
frequently commit to a film, or a football match. Make that 
commitment and, in many cases, the pay-off outweighs  
the investment.

The Old Man and the Sea, They Shoot Horses, Don’t They?, 
The Fox, A Meal in Winter, Animal Farm, Breakfast at 
Tiffany’s, Bonjour Tristesse, Utz, Metamorphosis, The Fall,  
A Month in the Country, So the Wind Won’t Blow It All Away, 
Jekyll and Hyde (a ‘sparsely-printed little shilling volume’,   
as The Times had it, in 1886)... You’ll already be adding 
others. But I wasn’t thinking too hard, just throwing a  
few out there. In case you didn’t believe me about  
that pay-off.

Great short novels stay in the mind as objects,  
whereas, often, novels are ornate boxes with objects inside. 
Equally valid, but a different thing altogether, with a 
different mechanism of engagement. Simply put, with 
different rules.

It’s a common mistake to believe creativity is about 
freedom. It isn’t. It’s about freedom within a given form. 
Rules are vital in focusing creativity into effectiveness,  
and generally the story itself sets them. A strong story  
will know whether it wants to be a long book, microfiction, 
a short story, a poem – even if it takes the writer some  
time to recognize it – and it won’t let you make it into 
anything else. 

Which can be a problem when the industry is obsessed 
with tagging books a certain way.

My short novel The Dig, for example, was the second 
part of a longer book for some while until it became clear it 
shouldn’t be. It’s around 28,000 words. Initially, the whole 
thing was 90,000-odd. I pretty much cut 60,000 words 
away in one fell swoop.

The reason it was 90,000 in the first place was because 
of considerable pressure to ‘write a longer book’. For years 
after my first short novel, The Long Dry, came out, and even 
though it worked, length was the chief reservation from 
publishers. They wanted a ‘full-length novel’. 

Well, as Beckett said, in response to criticism that his play 
Breath was short: ‘All of my works are full-length, some are 
just longer than others.’ It’s extraordinary that the term 
‘full-length novel’ still abounds. 

If the novella exists, purely based on length, then the 
novellissimo must exist. The Count of Monte Cristo,  
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Moby-Dick, War and Peace. Anything that will hold a 
heavy door open should be a novellissimo; anything that 
can be used to right a wobbly table, a novella. 

And if we’re breaking everything down into categories, 
then there should also be a distinction between a short 
novel and a novella. Is it that the ‘la’ at the end suggests 
frivolity, a lackadaisical, la-di-dah thing? Or is it that, 
in its grammatical nature, novella is a diminishment? 
Whatever it is, I find it utterly impossible to refer to  
Heart of Darkness as ‘a novella’. John Fante’s 1933 Was a 
Bad Year, on the other hand, might be.

The nature of the term novella suggests something 
experimental, playful perhaps, travelling away from the 
narrative mores of a ‘novel’; the term short novel, in 
contrast, braces the reader for the narrative experience 
associated with structured history, emotional delivery, 
and – ironically – weight.

In the introduction to her brilliant ‘Year with Short 
Novels’ at Open Letters Monthly, Ingrid Norton agrees:

‘Fitzgerald’s anxiety that Gatsby had been too short 
[“Remember this,” he wrote to a friend. “Never write 
a book under sixty thousand words.”] symbolizes 
everything that is tiresome in conversations about short 
novels (a term I favor over the more rarefied “novella”, 
which implies a too-clear break between itself and the 
novel and thus invites vexing categorical hair-splitting). 
Too often discussions of length are concerned with 
publishers and awards, not with aesthetic merit.’ 

When it comes to the act of writing itself, you just  
have to forget labels exist and listen to the demands of  
the story. A good writer knows instinctively what they  
are doing, but is then required to explain it. That, I  
think, accounts for many of the laboured pigeonholing 
terms, the vague attempts at category and so on.

Think of Steinbeck’s self-determined ‘novel play’ 
Of Mice and Men (quickly termed by critics a play-
novelette); or Dylan Thomas’s Rebecca’s Daughters,  
a film script that could be shot directly from the  
page – a slim piece of writing, in his own words,  
‘ready for shooting, which would give the ordinary  
reader an absolute impression of the film in words and 
could be published as a new form of literature’.

What, exactly, are they? Other than exactly right  
for what they are.

Novel, novella, short novel? Ultimately it simply 
shouldn’t matter. The only thing to be taken into  
account should be the impact a piece of writing has.

cynan jones is the author of four short novels:  
The Long Dry (2006), Everything I Found on the Beach 
(2011), Bird, Blood, Snow (2012) and The Dig (2014).

Could you tell us a bit about the overall process of designing a 
cover for a Peirene book, from commission to the finished product?

I’m briefed in the spring for the first publication date of December. After discussion about 
the three books in a series I make a small selection of pictures from online image libraries. I 
work them up into visuals and then I send about three versions for each cover. I always flag 
up which ones I think work best and so far Meike has agreed. As time has gone on we have 
obviously built a good working relationship and there is a lot of trust. She allows me a lot of 
creative freedom.

Do you read the books before you start designing the covers? And if 
not, what are the main details you need to know in order to be able 
to design a suitable cover?

Since the books have not yet been translated, it’s not possible for me to read them. Meike 
will send me a brief synopsis by email. I will make a list of my initial ideas and then I start 
searching for images. Sometimes I find things very quickly and then sometimes just looking 
at images can lead you off on a completely different train of thought. Meike and I usually 
then have a telephone conversation when I tell her my thoughts and first ideas and she says 
whether they are relevant or not. We haven’t had a conversation when I’ve been really off 
the mark, so this way of working seems to be successful for us. By not having the whole text 
I get a very concentrated description of the essence of each book.

Do you read the books afterwards? Have you ever read one after 
publication and thought to yourself that you’d have designed it 
differently? 

I read most of them. So far there’s only one I thought I would have approached differently 
after having read it: The Brothers. There is very strong visual imagery of horses’ galloping 
hooves and this didn’t emerge at all from the initial briefing and discussions. Having read 
it, for me, this was one of the strongest images. That said, I love the cover of The Brothers, 
with the birch trees in the snow evoking the Finnish landscape, and I particularly don’t buy 
books that have horses on the covers! I’m always worried I’m going to end up reading Black 
Beauty or The Horse Whisperer. Not my cup of tea!

How did you get into editorial and book design? Was it something
you always knew you wanted to do?  

I always wanted to be a designer, initially a textile designer, before I realized that graphic 
design was a lot broader than my teenage preconceptions. Quite early on in my career 
I worked on Eye magazine, a review of graphic design, and I was smitten with editorial 
design from then on. I was spoilt, because it was a lovely, highly specified magazine with a 
lot of room to play with the design and showcase beautiful, exciting material. In books and 
magazines you are also working with writers and editors and I have a love of words (hence 
my passion for typography), so I get to collaborate with people that interest me and who 
are passionate about their content. I also worked with Taschen on a number of books, all on 
design and architecture. For me to work with content I’m interested in is a privilege. Thank 
goodness Peirene and I found each other.

Which other UK publishers’ designs/covers do you particularly like 
or admire and why?

All the old classic Penguin covers (you won’t find a graphic designer who won’t say that) 
but particularly the green Penguin crime covers from the 60s. I LOVE those! In more recent 
years, Coralie Bickford-Smith’s work for Penguin on their classics titles, which are a true 
labour of love for her and also a credit to Penguin for letting her pursue her ambitions.  
I particularly love her F. Scott Fitzgerald series.

ON
DESIGN
ON
DESIGN

In conversation with 
Sacha Davison Lunt, Peirene’s designer
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A fellow translator mentioned the other day that she was 
considering changing the title of her latest project to make 
it a better fit for the new market. I wasn’t surprised, as I 
know this does occasionally happen; I said, though, that 
it was something I’d be hesitant to do myself, unless there 
was a really good reason for it. And then, having said that, 
I looked over the list of books I’ve translated, and found – 
rather to my surprise – that far from it being a rarity in 
my own work, in fact fewer than half my translations 
have retained their original authors’ titles. So I’ve been 
wondering – why?

Titles are tricky things, of course. They have to do an 
awful lot in a small space: they must cleverly capture the 
book in its entirety, both content and tone, and they must 
tease or tempt a reader, and stick obligingly in the mind, 
and – of course – they must fit on a spine. This set of 
requirements has a kind of functional density that makes 
them most unlikely to travel well between languages 
without a fair degree of reinvention, not to mention 
sometimes requiring more deciphering work on the part 
of the translator. It’s not helped by the fact that (and I 
generalize here) writers tend to see the title as an integral 
part of the work (the title of the book no less than the title 
of a poem or the name of a painting), whereas publishers 
tend to see it as an integral part of the marketing plan. A 
title, like a jacket design, is there to make buyers buy.

The second book I ever translated, a thousand years ago, 

If choosing the perfect 
title for a book is an 
art in itself, things 
can only get trickier 
when it comes to 
translating one.One element that all the Peirene covers have 

in common is the presence of circles. How did 
this come about and is there an underlying 
idea beneath it?

Originally Meike and I had specified a dust jacket and 
the circles were cut-throughs. The cover underneath the 
dust jacket would have been the full image and it was also 
designed to have the title in the original language directly 
beneath the translated version. It all proved prohibitively 
expensive for a start-up publishing house in the middle of a 
recession, so we took a step back but kept the overall visual 
appearance. The original title is still shown inside.

Each of the Peirene covers is distinctive but 
at the same time immediately recognizable 
AS PART OF BOTH A THREE-BOOK SERIES AND THE 
WHOLE PEIRENE LIST. What are some of the 
challenges in designing this? 

Flexibility. It needs to be strong enough to be instantly 
recognizable as Peirene but flexible enough to be able to 
respond to the different titles. The covers are tightly  
designed – if you fold one right out flat you will see 
everything relates. I have a few strong fixed elements – the 
typeface, the white boxes and the band of colour – and this 
allows me freedom with how the image works.

One of the things that define Peirene books 
is the fact that they are all translated from 
European languages. How is this particular 
aspect incorporated in the design?

The boxes that sit under the title on the cover are there to 
suggest the different text lengths of the original language.

What’s your favourite Peirene cover?

I think of them as sets and always favour the latest batch.  
At the moment I really like the Chance Encounter series 
(White Hunger, Reader for Hire and The Looking-Glass Sisters), 
but I really love the 2016 titles which I have just designed. So 
onwards and upwards.

You are responsible not only for the covers, 
but for Peirene’s branding as a whole. What 
are the values you try to communicate 
through this style?

I love Peirene – they have such a strong personality. So, 
boldness, passion and integrity. They’re a joy to work with 
and it’s a pleasure to try to communicate their worth to 
potential readers. They’re also a bit on the eccentric side.

how do you feel about the future of the book 
as a physical object? 
Traditional print books are still enormously popular but 
people are making more aesthetic choices as to what they will 
actually have on their shelves. There’s plenty of life yet for 
sets of books, selectively published, printed on lovely paper, 
all beautifully designed. I think you can guess what we think 
at Peirene.

Translator
Daniel 
HAHN
reflects upon some 
of the situations 
he’s encountered 
and shows us how 
it’s done

Titles 
are most 
unlikely to 
travel well 
between 
languages 
without 
a fair 
degree of 
reinvention

ON DESIGN
continued
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was a novel by the Angolan writer José Eduardo Agualusa, 
called O Vendedor de Passados. The Seller of Pasts would be 
the most obvious English equivalent, but I was insistent 
that it needed changing, mostly because I thought all those 
terminal consonants made ‘pasts’ a really horrible word, 
and I didn’t want a book I loved to sound that ugly. I spent 
a weekend in Lisbon with the author to discuss my draft 
translation, but we ended up spending almost the whole 
time on the title. We made lists. (I still have mine.) We 
scoured his bookcases for other people’s titles we admired. 
(I remember fervently wishing I’d come up with Midnight’s 
Children.) He woke me on the second morning with a new 
idea he’d just had, but I hated it. He hated most of mine. 
We finally agreed on one, and texted our publisher, who 
replied by return, ‘No way!’ Finally, after two days, we 
found our way to The Book of Chameleons. I liked it, and so 
did Agualusa, and so did the publisher. A miracle. It was 
odd, but clever, I thought, and did many good things in a 
pleasingly compact way. The first review the book received 
was an excellent one (hooray!), though the reviewer felt 
moved to devote an entire paragraph to enumerating all the 
different ways he hated the title. Oh.

From The Seller of Pasts to The Book of Chameleons is a 
fairly drastic change, of course. More often than not, I’ve 
sought to keep something of the original, but clarify or 
simplify it. My forthcoming co-translation of Galveias will 
become In Galveias for the benefit of any English readers 
who don’t know it’s a place. Agualusa’s Creole Nation (my 
first) became just the suggestively vague Creole. Unreal 
Inhabitants became a slightly more resonant Nowhere People. 
Zulmira Ribeiro Tavares’s extraordinary novella became 
Family Heirlooms because the publisher and I thought 
that the direct translation, Family Jewels, might be a little 
distracting…

When The Time Between the Stitches was curtailed to The 
Time in Between, the decision was complicated by the fact 
that the end of this huge book finally comes to rest on this 
as its closing phrase, so each time the publishers suggested a 
possible new title I had to reframe the book’s entire closing 
paragraph. (That was only in the US, incidentally; the 
UK publishers gave it the Richard-and-Judy-friendly The 
Seamstress, a title to match a Richard-and-Judy-friendly 
cover.) My most recent publication was similar – 
Agualusa’s fifth novel in English should properly be called 
A General Theory of Forgetting, but I liked the sound of 
‘oblivion’ more than ‘forgetting’, which did require a little 
bit of rewriting in the novel’s actual text to make this work. 
It’s amazing what writers let us translators get away with.

Because the title is complex like any other piece of 
writing but more so – like anything it has meaning and 
sound and suggestion and resonance but in a tinily crafted 
package that will get far more scrutiny than  
any other half-dozen syllables elsewhere – it means that all 

the translator’s usual problems are there, but magnified. 
The Portuguese word mulher can be woman or wife,  
an ambiguity that forces a translator to choose (as 
ambiguity so often does); but when the entire book is  
to be condensed into either My Father’s Women or  
My Father’s Wives, the distinction and the decision feel  
more than usually important.

As I suggested, though, while the decision to re-title  
a book in translation might be an aesthetic one (oblivion 
rather than forgetfulness?) or an interpretative one 
(wives rather than women?), as often as not it’s about 
a publisher’s feeling of comfort about what they can 
sell. A Brazilian novel called Palma’s Rice (O Arroz de 
Palma) became the vague Once Upon a Time in Rio. My 
most recently completed book is a children’s novel 
from Argentina called Dailan Kifki. Those words mean 
nothing in Spanish, they’re just the name of the book’s 
eponymous flying elephant. But the English-language 
publishers seem unsure about the potentially off-putting 
weirdness of it. (The weirdness of having a book about 
a flying elephant is itself apparently not a problem. I do 
love children’s books…) I’ve suggested keeping it, but 
softening the shock with some cute subtitle. Dailan Kifki: 
An Elefantasy is what I’ve got so far…

Changing the title is one thing, but there’s a rather 
different approach, of course, which is to keep the  
title untouched and merely change the book.  
My co-translation that was published as The Polish Boxer 
has quite a lot in common with the author’s El boxeador 
polaco, but is dramatically different, too – it’s a mixture 
of two of the author’s books with other bits and pieces all 
blended together into an English book without a single 
original as precedent, but adopting one of the names. 
Bibliographers will hate us for that one. Though not as 
much, perhaps, as they’ll hate Agualusa, whose latest 
collection of stories came out in Portugal last month; it 
has nothing at all to do with our The Book of Chameleons, 
but he liked our title so much that the new book has been 
baptized O Livro dos Camaleões. Begging the question: 
what the hell will I call it in English?

daniel hahn is a writer, editor and translator 
(from Portuguese, Spanish and French) with over forty 
books to his name.

Because 
the title 
is complex 
like any 
other piece 
of writing 
but more 
so, it means 
that all the 
translator’s 
usual 
problems 
are there, 
but 
magnified.
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Why we chose to 
publish this book
This is Peirene’s first book narrated by an ape.  
Animal fables are usually not our thing. It needed 
Belgian deadpan humour to convince us otherwise. 
Mixing Huxley’s Brave New World with Orwell’s 
Animal Farm, the fast-paced plot leaves behind  
images that play in your mind long after you have 
closed the book.

An impressively entertaining tale about the frailty 
of civilization by the leading Flemish writer Peter 
Verhelst, now for the first time in English.

Warning: this story is narrated by a gorilla. He is 
plucked from the jungle. He learns to chat and passes 
the ultimate test: a cocktail party. Eventually he is 
moved to an amusement park, where he acts in a show 
about the history of civilization. But as the gorilla 
becomes increasingly aware of human weaknesses, he 
must choose between his instincts and his training, 
between principles and self-preservation.

‘S
im

p
l

e
, b

u
t

 w
o

n
d

e
r

f
u

l
 

 a
n

d
 im

p
a

s
s

io
n

e
d

.’

Huxley’s Brave 
New World 
meets Orwell’s 
Animal Farm.

NEW IN 2016 . Series No. 7
Fairy Tale: End of Innocence

Peirene No.19
The Man I Became
Peter Verhelst
Translated from the Dutch 
by David Colmer

Peirene No.19
The Man I Became
Peter Verhelst
Translated from the Dutch 
by David Colmer
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Winner of an English PEN award
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Peirene No.19
The Man I Became
Peter Verhelst
Translated from the Dutch 
by David Colmer

If we 
don’t 
get up, 
it can 
only 
mean 
we’re 
dead.

I don’t know exactly when – I still couldn’t think in terms 
of days and years, that’s how long ago it was – but the heat 
made us so drowsy that we nodded off and slept whole 
afternoons away in a heap, spread-eagled on top of each 
other. We caught termites by pushing long twigs, as flexible 
as blades of grass, into their mounds and then licking the 
twigs clean. We risked being trampled underfoot to steal 
ostrich eggs out of the nest by running a few steps and 
then dropping to the ground so the surprised bird could no 
longer see us and would wander off to find out where we 
had got to. The sunsets were grandiose, so colourful and 
intoxicating that, sated with shoots and pith, we gathered 
in a tree to watch, arms wrapped around each other’s 
shoulders, drinking in the reds, purples and oranges with 
our eyes.

As was the custom in our family, we youngsters had gone 
out into the world together. We hung from branches one-
handed to show off our muscles. We felt like princes and 
princesses. We were young and beautiful and our bliss was 
never going to end.

*

While we were picking berries, one of us disappeared. We 
thought he was playing a joke on us. When the joke went on 
too long, we forgot him. When the second disappeared, we 
remembered and grew restless. By the third disappearance 
we were panicking. Our certainties had been snatched away. 
We couldn’t trust our own shadows. Without stopping 
to make a plan, we fled, directionless. Our enemy was 
unknown. We didn’t even know if there was an enemy. 
All we knew was that somebody who was right in front of 
us could disappear a minute later without trace, without 
a sound. Every time someone disappeared, we caught that 
same scent of musk and flowers.

The realization sank in: this wasn’t going to stop.

Only later did it occur to me that those who were left were 
the skinny ones, the least interesting. My younger brother 
had a wound on his stomach; I was not yet fully grown. But 
eventually I too disappeared. One moment I was under a 
tree and quietly creeping up a hill to get a view of the plain, 
the next I felt something heavy falling onto my back, a 
sharp prick in my neck. Everything around me went black. 
I couldn’t move.

In that blackness I found the others. We could only smell 
and feel and hear each other. We couldn’t reach out or 
embrace. We were squeezed in, blindfolded, our wrists and 
ankles bound, but now and then, for a few stolen seconds, 
we could lay a head on a shoulder. And those seconds were 
enough to bear the lashes that followed.

Soon after my disappearance the journey began. They 

removed our blindfolds and – before we’d had a chance to 
adjust to the glaring light and with remnants of the poison 
they’d used to drug us still in our veins – the horse set off. 
A rope tied to its tail led to the wrists of the first, who was 
roped in turn to the wrists of the next in line, who was 
roped in turn to the wrists of the next in line, and so on… 
As long as everyone kept in step it was fine, but the moment 
someone stumbled or hesitated, the horse felt a stabbing 
pain in its tail and let fly with its sharp hooves.

*

We walked in the heat of the day from sunrise to sunset. 
When we came to a waterhole they let the horses drink 
first and then gave us a few minutes. The food – something 
dry that tasted of maize – was thrown down in a heap and 
we had to kneel forward, wrists tied, and fish it up out of 
the sand with our lips. If we made the slightest sound, the 
whips hissed.

We are a tough family. We keep going. If we don’t get up, 
it can only mean we’re dead. When someone from another 
family fell and stayed lying there, a rider jumped off his 
horse, cut the rope without a word and tied it to the wrists 
of whoever was marching behind them. Don’t stop to 
think! And definitely don’t look back! So far, no one from 
our family had been left behind. We learned to breathe in a 
certain rhythm to keep step with each other and at the same 
time our breathing became our way of secretly talking to 
each other, whispering encouragement.

Hungry, thirsty, hot and hurting – our wrists and the 
soles of our feet swelled. I felt so much like lying down on 
the ground and never getting up again.

How do you survive something like that? By grabbing 
what you can. Every drop of water, every grain of maize 
counts. If someone falls? Step over them, eyes closed. Don’t 
grieve, grieving takes energy. At most you think: when 
somebody doesn’t get up, there’s more food for me. Don’t 
look further than the feet in front of you. Otherwise you 
will see something glimmering in the distance and, with 
every new step, that glimmer moves forward and you start 
thinking you’ll never touch that glimmer no matter how 
long you live. Put your left foot in front of your right foot 
and your right foot in front of your left. And again.
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At the southernmost tip of South Africa, my love and 
I descend the steps to a sublime beach (white sand, a 
single cloud hanging motionless in a steely-blue sky, 
two mighty oceans clashing against each other) for an 
exquisite picnic. With cold champagne. We’re amused by 
all the other people eating in their cars – what do they 
know of the good life? It’s deliciously warm. We go down 
to the water’s edge to pop the cork. After we’ve toasted 
each other, my love says, ‘I can see a dog.’ But it’s no dog. 

Besides brutally disturbing our intimate little meal, 
this alpha-male baboon will also demonstrate his ongoing 
evolution. He already knows how to open a can of fizzy 
water without wasting a drop and is surprisingly elegant 
when it comes to eating olives with French herbs.

The alpha male is not alone: a troop of dozens of 
baboons comes towards us (with young!), accompanied 
by several ostriches. We save our skins by fleeing into  
the water.

When, after a one-and-a-half-hour detour, we finally 
make it back to our car, I see our alpha-male baboon 
opening the door of a white Jeep with those careful 
fingers of his. I can already see him making a phone call 
with my mobile or using my VISA card, but I also see the 
look in his eyes.

I can’t get it out of my head: the tragedy of a creature 
that is no longer what it has always been. The look in  
his eyes.

Soon after, I read an article about Dreamland, an 
amusement park in Coney Island (1904-11). Its towers 
needed to be bigger, more elegant and more imposing 
than all other amusement parks’. Lights would burn day 
and night. Swiss mountainscapes, Venetian canals with 

gondolas, trains... But also premature babies in incubators 
and foetuses in formaldehyde. And shows depicting 
the end of the world. On 27 May 1911, one of the lights 
exploded and Dreamland burned to the ground, never  
to be rebuilt.

The human compulsion towards bigger, imposing, 
biggest, enormous has always fascinated me. The split 
second in which a dream turns to overconfidence, hubris.

I love humanity and its dreams. I love the man who 
reaches for the stars despite knowing they no longer exist 
and I passionately love the woman who wants to fly over 
the ocean. I have directed plays about people with great, 
sometimes superhuman ideals. Pieces about Caesar, Nero, 
Alexander the Great. I have written books about Icarus 
and Prometheus. I have enthused about Sappho and her 
passion. I have tried, with my words, to touch all those 
who strove to touch the unattainable.

One day I read the last interview with a terminally ill 
philosopher, a man who for many years had used words 
that soared so high they often escaped me, but some 
had kept me warm through chilly days. By assuring me 
that there was someone who would never stop longing, 
never become earthbound. In his final interview the 
philosopher pleaded for the small and it took me a few 
days to understand what he meant. From then on, 
dreamers still melted my heart, but I developed a  
loathing for those who wanted to turn their dreams  
into an ideology. A loathing. 

The older I become, the more I appreciate the small. 
A simple life – it sounds more trivial than I intend. A 
conscious life in search of beauty. Not the beauty of a 
grand moment, but a fragile, modest beauty. Not modest 
in the sense of humble or submissive, but in the sense of 
introspective, searching, slow, quiet. Complex. By which 
I don’t mean complicated, but rich. Rich in meaning. 
Fragile: vulnerable, because it has been hurt. Only those 
who know what it is like to be hurt know mercy, but 
more about that later.

On a June day in 2012, when I read that scientists 
in Seattle had successfully deciphered the genome of a 
human embryo, I asked myself what makes one creature 
think it has a right to fundamentally change another 
creature (I’m still wondering). I remembered the story 
of the baboon and the story of Dreamland and started 
work on Geschiedenis van een berg (The Man I Became). 
I wanted it to be a small book, smaller, not imposing, 
smallest, tiny, about a small life: a creature that is plucked 
out of its familiar environment and dropped somewhere 
else where it is given a new life (a story that takes place 
every day somewhere in the world). In this new life the 
creature becomes human. More to the point: it is forced 
to become human.

What is a human? Is it a creature that can smile 
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while walking on two legs? A creature with a signature 
and a mobile phone? A creature that doesn’t kill, but 
murders? A creature that can tie a tie? A creature that 
can feel guilty? A creature with dark secrets? A creature 
that can love and therefore know the sorrow of a lost 
love? A creature that can lie to itself? A creature that, 
despite everything, can decide whether to go on or stop? 
A creature that can read a book? A creature that can 
create beauty? And pour a glass of wine without making 
a mess? That is aware of its mortality and loneliness? 
And understands the word compassion? Or the word 
homesickness. Longing. Or… Or… 

Has the creature in The Man I Became really become 
human? And when exactly did that happen or not quite 
happen, or will it one day happen – I’d like to believe  
that the answer to that question is much more complex  
(= richer) than it first seems. Never black and white.  
Multicoloured. Subtle. Sometimes sad. And every now 
and then, jubilant.

In this world of decibels and sensationalism, I wanted 
to write a small, quiet book. Because the life of every 
creature, no matter how spectacular or insignificant or 
raucous or unnoticed, is always the story of a drop in an 
ocean and at the same time the story of that one stone 
that can move the bed of the river. 

I enjoyed living with my creature while writing the 
book. Sometimes he did things I have also done and 
wanted to warn him against, but because I was very 
fond of him, I didn’t always do that. Perhaps because a 
creature that has known sorrow becomes more beautiful. 
And because failure, while not necessarily making him 
more glorious, does make him more fragile. I am in  
thrall to fragile creatures. 

On gloomy days, when life is less generous than I 
had dreamt it, I too go in search of seeds to make the 
mountain he looks out on more colourful. Sometimes 
I find them. Now and then I just sit down with my 
creature and he reads to me from the books that have 
accompanied me for years. I love his voice (soft, hesitant, 
deep) because it soothes and saddens me at once. ‘No 
matter. Try again. Fail again. Fail better.’ No one ever 
formulated it as clearly as Beckett. And no one has 
ever been as inconsistent, unintended, helpless, stupid, 
sly, defenceless and yet jubilant in their failure as the 
creatures that call themselves human. 

While the Gods Were Sleeping . Erwin Mortier 
(tr. Paul Vincent)

The Guard . Peter Terrin 
(tr. David Colmer)

The Woman Who Fed the Dogs . Kristien Hemmerechts 
(tr. Paul Vincent)

Madame Verona Comes Down the Hill . Dimitri Verhulst 
(tr. David Colmer)

Omega Minor . Paul Verhaeghen 
(translated by the author)
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Why we chose to 
publish this book
This is a poetic story about a girl’s love for her 
father. Told from the girl’s perspective, but with 
the clarity of an adult’s mind, we experience her 
desire to be noticed by the first man in her life. 
A rare examination of the bonds and boundaries 
between father and daughter.

A little girl lives happily with her mother in 
war-torn Paris. She has never met her father, 
a prisoner of war in Germany. But then he 
returns and her mother switches her devotion 
to her husband. The girl realizes that she must 
win over her father to recover her position 
in the family. She confides a secret that will 
change their lives.
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subtle family 
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She’s 
called 
France, 
the child 
is, France 
like the 
country. 
But no one 
remembers 
that now. 
No one 
ever calls 
her by that 
name, even 
though 
it was 
chosen, 
duty bound 
by the war.

It’s a winter’s afternoon in the kitchen of the apartment. 
They’re both there, the mother standing doing her ironing, 
a tall figure, and beside her the little girl, sitting in her 
child-size chair. They’re not talking at the moment. The 
child is thinking about what her mother has just said. On 
the radio a few minutes ago there was some news, news 
about the war, as usual. When the announcement ended, 
her mother switched off the radio and, still ironing, said 
something like ‘your poor little daddy…’ or perhaps ‘when 
your poor little daddy comes home…’ Offhand. Just like that.

Yes, those were the words she used, not really said to 
the child, no, but more as if she were talking to herself, 
pressing the iron slightly more firmly onto the damp linen, 
and it made the hissing sound swathed in steam that always 
delights the child. She would be enjoying this peaceful 
moment spent with her mother, in the small kitchen 
warmed by the heat of her ironing. But right there, in what 
her mother said, in those words, something loomed before 
her, something quite new. Something intruded into the 
intimate, familiar world of the kitchen. Something the child 
perceives as a threat. When. Comes home.

Behind her, on the left-hand end of the shelf, is the old 
black radio, and just before her mother turned the dial, it 
was from here that the peculiar man’s voice spoke, sounding 
solemn and metallic, so different from the soft, lilting, 
almost whispered voice of the child’s mother. The voice of 
spoken news. The child knows it. The voice that talks about 
the war. The child understands. Her mother has explained. 
Has told her she has a father who’s fighting this war. Or 
rather he’s a prisoner, somewhere, far far away. A father 
she’s never seen, except in photos.

One thing she doesn’t understand is that her mother 
always refers to him as your little daddy. But the man she’s 
seen in photographs is quite tall, he’s a bit like the man at 
the dairy, or the pork butcher, a bit younger perhaps, not so 
ugly. Her mother sometimes cries when she talks about him, 
especially recently. The child doesn’t like that. She loathes 
these tears that give her mother a red nose, puffy eyes and a 
twisted mouth.

This time her mother didn’t cry. She simply looked back 
down at her ironing, with a big lock of hair hiding her eyes 
and her mouth, as she said quietly, ‘When your little daddy 
comes home.’ Or was it ‘When he comes back…’?

Then the child suddenly asks, ‘Is he coming back? Why?’
‘Why?’
The mother’s eyes alight on the child, her expression 

filled with astonishment and something that looks like pain, 
and the child gauges all the oddness of that expression.  
Her mother has carried on ironing, and is no longer looking 
at the child as she says, ‘Well, because the war’s going to 
end, my darling. You heard what they said on the radio.  
All the prisoners are coming home, and your father along 
with them.’

That’s all. The child and her mother fall silent.

There’s a big black fly crawling slowly over the yellow and 
white tiles of the kitchen floor. The child stares, watching 
its progress. The only thing she can see now is this fly. This 
big black fly. Nothing but this fly.

‘When?’ the child asks eventually.
‘They don’t know. The Germans are already leaving. 

Soon, probably. Very soon.’
Silence again. The mother and child don’t look at each 

other, each lost in her own thoughts. They’re surrounded 
once again by the warmth of the kitchen, of their familiar 
world, where everything seems to be in its proper place, the 
small green cast-iron oven perched on its cabriole-legged 
stand, the yellow diamonds of the tiled floor, the huge dark 
stone sink where they wash themselves and the dishes, the 
shelves and the radio with its curved corners, and the deal 
table where they have their meals. 

The child can’t imagine how a man like the butcher or 
the dairyman could barge in on this, in this very kitchen, in 
this life of theirs, the life of this mother and her child, this 
particular life.

‘There isn’t room here,’ she says.
The mother gives her that funny look again, slow, 

unreadable, secret.
‘Don’t be silly, my darling, there’s plenty of room. We 

lived here all right before you were born, and we were  
very happy.’

And yet, as she says these words, happy is the last thing 
the mother seems to be.

The child doesn’t say anything else. It feels to her as if all of 
a sudden, mysteriously, the world has changed.

She’s called France, the child is, France like the country. 
But no one remembers that now. No one ever calls her by 
that name, even though it was chosen, duty bound by the 
war. They just call her ‘the child’, that’s enough. As for 
calling her name to summon her, to make her come back, 
that never happens: the child is always there, close by, 
under her mother’s feet, or consumed with waiting for her. 
Sometimes, though, her mother gently calls her ‘darling’, 
‘my darling’, and it’s not a summons, but a tender form of 
address. She doesn’t pronounce her actual name. Doesn’t 
use it. It’s only on paper.

France. Like the country. This name she was given must 
be something her father decided, with a hint of patriotic 
emotion, when he was setting off to war. The mother 
agreed to it, at the time. Now she’s forgotten. Doesn’t really 
like the name. So it’s a name that doesn’t exist. France 
doesn’t exist. The child is quite simply the child. Her 
mother’s child. For now it works. She’s only four  
and a half.
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I can’t imagine writing a first book any other way than as 
a cry, freeing secret words that have been silenced or kept 
in the dark for a long time, perhaps a very long time, for 
lack of courage or even simply for want of knowing how 
to speak out.

Le Père de la petite (Her Father’s Daughter), published 
in France by Arléa in 2005, was my first novel, and I was 
sixty-five: it took me almost a lifetime to find the voice 
and words for this book, which was much more than a 
novel to me, it was really analysis. I urgently needed to 
speak out if I ever hoped – and I always had – to write 
about a painful period of my childhood which had a 
profound effect on me and probably altered the course  
of my entire life. Her Father’s Daughter is the story of a 
love destroyed, the love a little girl feels for a father she 
has only just had the delight of discovering but who is 
snatched away from her again.

Around the time of the Liberation in 1945, many 
children saw fathers they may never have known 
returning from captivity, and it wasn’t always a happy 
event. I was four and a half at the time, and I had never 
met this man who felt like an intruder in the happy 
little unit I formed with my beloved mother: at first I 
hated him, particularly because he was harsh, strict and 
sometimes brutal. And yet he succeeded in winning me 
over, charming me, and I had learned to adore him with 
all the passion a child can muster when, barely two years 
later and for reasons that were impenetrable to someone 
so young, he left home. I have never completely recovered 
from his leaving, from the vacuum he left behind or the 
injustice done to me.

I needed to tell this story. To speak about that wound. 
But I didn’t want to present this painful narrative as 
autobiography, or to speak in my own name: even though 
what I had to say was eminently personal, I wanted 
none of that narcissistic ‘I’, or the pathos it could have 

engendered. I wanted to use the medium of a novel to 
relate the cruel misadventure of a child who could have 
been absolutely any child involved in an adult crisis. 
This child was a girl, I called her ‘la petite’ (translated 
literally, this is ‘the (female) little one’ but in the English 
translation of the novel she is called simply ‘the child’), 
and all the narration is in the third person singular. I 
changed the names of characters from my own family 
history, and the places, but kept the essence: it is as 
accurate as possible an account of the child’s emotions, 
but a distanced, objective, almost cold version because it 
is revised and moderated by the adult I am now. Besides, 
there was no intention to explain anyone’s behaviour, 
merely to demonstrate it in actions, to give it a context, to 
reveal it with spoken words, with gestures: it’s up to the 
reader to glean what I myself started to glimpse. 

The process was an extraordinary exercise in 
rekindling the past, and was often devastating. Sometimes 
there was almost physical pain as I pictured and relived 
scenes, ‘the child’s’ budding love for her father when 
he teaches her to paint, or the moment when, because 
of her boundless trust in him, she says the things she 
should have kept quiet, the words which – unbeknown 
to her – expose the secret hanging over the novel from 
the very beginning, and which – in spite of her – topple 
her family into meltdown. And what I found even more 
moving, because it went beyond the factual, was re-
experiencing the child’s despair at that absence, her 
growing awareness of a gap that nothing would ever fill.

But what a release, managing to put all this into words, 
redemptive words that lock away the pain, overcome it, 
take possession of it: for whatever we understand, we 
hold, instead of being held by it. What was chaos for ‘the 
child’, and then confusion, an ill-defined diffuse suffering 
for years, now achieved some meaning, became a story I 
could offer to other people, while I myself gained some 
distance from it. Not that it condemns anyone, quite 
the opposite: the adults I depict suffered too and, having 
brought them back to life line by line, I understood 
them better and, far from resenting them, I felt infinite 
tenderness towards them.

As my writing progressed and the book took shape, 
I felt this therapy wasn’t only for my personal use but 
spoke to everyone who, like me, may have been immersed 
in misunderstandings, in emotional distortions with 
loved ones, for example being forced to choose between a 
father and a mother. The loneliness and distress the child 
feels when confronted with the duplicity of the adult 
world, and its frequent lies, are things many of us have 
experienced, and many teenagers are dealing with them 
still, judging by the letters I receive from readers. What 
this novel can give them is a soothing view of the very 
people who caused their suffering.
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What is a father? That’s the real question. A father –  
even if he’s imperfect or absent – is a mythical, 
irreplaceable figure, especially for a girl. If he’s not  
there during her childhood, she’s likely to spend a  
long time drifting in vain in search of him. 

The closing image of my book – the dazzling 
tenderness the narrator feels towards the memory  
of her father when she briefly thinks she sees something 
of the man she so adored as a child in an anonymous 
fellow passenger on a train – isn’t an invention. That’s  
what I want to show to readers: the resilience of a child’s 
love for his or her father, whatever the circumstances 
may have been.

I know that when I talk about my book I often use 
cinematographic terms: I call my short chapters scenes; 
I talk about images, points of view, gestures, words; 
I mention the narrator’s objectivity and suggest that 
the narrative point of view is in some ways like a lens 
panning across the reality of my characters’ lives, without 
intervening, and never showing more than the child sees. 
Except that she, the child, is seen by the camera, and 
this changes everything for the viewer-reader. The story 
itself actually follows the dramatic arc of what could be 
a screenplay. And it adopts the pace of a film, moving 
swiftly from one shot to the next. The music is the  
music of the sentences: light, never emphatic; 
melancholy, but not without humour. Because Her 
Father’s Daughter may be a sad story, but the aspect of 
childhood that this novel retains – at least I hope it  
does – is its extraordinary smile.

The historical setting is all there: the repercussions  
of the Second World War, prisoners coming home, the 
Liberation… Of course my book is coloured by that, 
but it’s not what matters. I think this little drama 
could happen now, in our strange society, with families 
breaking apart and reconfiguring, and in their midst, 
developing as best they can, are lonely, anxious,  
loving children.

I’ve had all sorts of readers: a few veterans like  
myself who had the unusual experience of seeing  
a POW father come home and felt emotions  
comparable to mine. But in far greater numbers  
were men and women of all ages exploring the  
great mystery of fatherhood which is so much more  
difficult to define than the link between children  
and their mothers.

Since the publication of this first novel, which was  
very well received from the start, I haven’t stopped 
writing. It gave me a voice… My eighth book, La  
Maison-Guerre, was published in January 2015. I’m 
extremely happy and proud that Her Father’s Daughter 
has now been translated into English and will reach a 
whole new readership.

I’m Off . Jean Echenoz 
(tr. Guido Waldman)
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Autoportrait . Édouard Levé 
(tr. Lorin Stein)

Missing Person . Patrick Modiano 
(tr. Daniel Weissbort)

Sphinx . Anne Garréta 
(tr. Emma Ramadan)
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Why we chose to publish this book
On the surface this is a clever thriller-cum-horror story of 
three women and their descent into addiction, crime and 
madness. And at times it’s very funny. But don’t be fooled. 
The book also offers an exploration of the way the mind 
creates its own realities and – quite often – deludes us into 
believing that we control what is actually controlling us. 
Uncanny, indeed.

An elderly lady offers a young woman a piece 
of cake. She accepts. The lady resembles the 
Austrian Empress Elisabeth and lives with her 
servant in an apartment full of bizarre souvenirs. 
More invitations follow. A seemingly harmless 
visit to the museum turns into a meticulously 
planned raid to steal a royal cocaine syringe. 
Without knowing it, the young woman has 
become the lady’s accomplice. Does she realize 
she is losing control?

Madness lurks 
behind the 
pretty façade 
of everyday life.

Why we chose to publish this book
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She had no 
intention, 
so it 
appeared, 
of 
choosing 
anything; 
she seemed 
simply 
to enjoy 
gazing at 
the layers 
of light 
and dark 
chocolate, 
the white 
cream 
toppings 
and the 
colourful 
sugar 
gables.

She looked at the pink and green custard slices, the glazed 
tarts and the elaborate meringues piled high in the window 
of the pastry shop. Her dress touched the floor, with only 
the toes of her shoes poking out. The dress was black 
and woollen, and around her shoulders was a black lace 
mantilla, whose pointed ends lay between her shoulders. 
Not exactly the most appropriate outfit for a warm day in 
early May. She had no intention, so it appeared, of choosing 
anything; she seemed simply to enjoy gazing at the layers of 
light and dark chocolate, the white cream toppings and the 
colourful sugar gables. Just as I was walking past her – I was 
in a hurry that Friday evening, the supermarket was going 
to shut in half an hour – the woman turned around, looked 
me boldly in the eye and dropped her purse. She held her 
hand in front of her mouth as she giggled. I bent down and 
picked up the purse. Taking it back, she noticed the scars 
on my knuckles and raised her plucked eyebrows into acute 
angles. Would you like to share a Gugelhupf? A whole one is 
too much for me, and they don’t sell them by the half here. 
She spoke in a very genteel way, which was at odds with 
the ill-mannered stare she had just given me. I said nothing 
in reply and went into the shop with her. Catching the eye 
of the girl behind the counter, who was wearing a pink, 
box-shaped hat fastened to her black bun with hairclips, she 
told her what she wanted. The shop assistant cut a marble 
Gugelhupf into two halves and packaged these in boxes 
like the one on her head. Three euros each, please, ladies. 
I paid my share and took the package, now in possession 
of half a Gugelhupf I had no idea what I was going to do 
with; I’d hardly touched sweet things for years. I made to 
say goodbye to the strange woman, annoyed by the pointless 
purchase I’d been forced into, but she ignored my attempt 
to leave. You know, even half a Gugelhupf is too much in 
the end. My housekeeper and I can’t eat it all between us. 
And I’m not the sort of person to buy by the slice. Heaven 
forbid! There’s a certain sadness about it and in any case the 
slices are dried out because they’re cut early in the morning. 
My apartment is just around the corner; please do me the 
pleasure of joining me for a cup of coffee and some cake. 
Only for a little while, I shan’t keep you long. In retrospect 
I can’t say why I followed her, but I did. My Saturday was 
ruined. I’d have to go shopping in a supermarket heaving 
with people. And I really didn’t have a clue what I was 
going to do with half a Gugelhupf after stuffing myself with 
cake at this woman’s place. Even contemplating what would 
have to happen with my share of the cake was giving me 
a headache. I was annoyed for having got myself into this 
and that I was going to a stranger’s apartment. The best 
thing would have been to leave the cake right there; perhaps 
somebody would be happy to find it. But the thing would 
probably end up in the bin, I mean, who takes abandoned 
cakes home with them? While she muttered away to herself 
I tried to guess the woman’s age. Her voice was very soft. 
She obliged the person listening to concentrate hard. The 

skin on her face was brown and weather-beaten, like with 
people who do a lot of hiking or sunbathing, and there were 
pronounced wrinkles around her eyes and the corners of 
her mouth. Despite this she looked young, almost elastic, 
perhaps because of her straight posture that emphasized 
her tall, slim figure. Her dark hair was plaited into an 
intricate coiffure. We turned into a narrow side street that 
was only a few minutes away from my flat. She unlocked 
the front entrance to an old Viennese apartment block and 
we climbed the stairs to the third floor. I concealed my 
breathlessness as best I could. Ever since I’d been living 
on the ground floor I’d found going up stairs hard work. 
When we entered her apartment a dog with frayed fur 
leaped up at the woman, standing on its back legs and 
hugging her with its front paws. It was an Irish wolfhound, 
almost as large as a Great Dane, with a coarse, grey-brown 
coat and ears folded down. Its long, thin legs enhanced its 
scrawny appearance. It looked just like the picture that 
forms in my mind whenever the word dog is mentioned 
without referring to a particular breed. And yet this was 
an intensively bred variety of wolfhound, more than 
1,500 years old, which almost died out in the seventeenth 
century. It only survived by being crossed with other, 
similarly large dogs, stabilized, as it’s called in breeding 
terminology. I knew this from Charlotte, who read endless 
books about dog breeds, even though she didn’t have a dog 
herself. Mongrel, I thought as I looked at him. The woman 
wrestled with the dog for quite a while, before calling out 
Ida! with a hint of hysteria in her voice. She must have 
shouted this name thousands of times in the past. A thin 
concealed door opened, and a fat woman of around sixty 
shuffled out of a cubbyhole, the furniture-cluttered interior 
of which presented a backdrop behind her. The woman 
stood by the opening, with ruffled hair that she had tied up 
clumsily. She’d clearly been asleep until a few minutes ago; 
she was blinking and her face was crumpled, showing the 
lined traces of a headrest. She wore the same black dress 
as the other woman, without the mantilla, but it didn’t 
particularly suit her, it was cut wrongly, the arms too long 
and too wide, while the material was tight beneath the 
armpits. Wouldn’t believe she’s four years younger, would 
you? What a lovely beauty she was, my little Ida, my kedves 
Idám, she said, glancing at me. And now? Just look at her! 
Oh well, none of us is getting any younger. She shook off 
the dog and gave Ida, who acknowledged these comments 
with a grimace behind her back, instructions to make coffee 
and set the table in the living room. The dog sniffed at me 
and tried to thrust his stubby nose between my legs, which 
I nervously pressed together. Realizing he wasn’t getting 
anywhere, he went to lie down in Ida’s room. If only you 
knew the lengths I go to in order to keep my figure, Heaven 
forbid! But it’s worth it; I can eat what I like without 
putting on much weight. Madame eats like a sparrow, Ida 
called out unsolicited from the kitchen.
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The idea of Stierhunger (The Empress and the Cake) had 
been brewing inside me for years. I suffered from bulimia 
during puberty and into my early twenties, and wanted 
to process this period in some way without getting on 
my high horse, but also without any self-pity or blaming 
anyone. Of course, with every eating disorder there 
are other individuals involved, as well as social and 
personal circumstances that combine lethally to produce 
and nurture these afflictions. I was able to overcome 
bulimia or, to put it more accurately, leave it behind me 
by completely changing my life. That is to say, I moved 
from the narrow confines of a tiny Austrian village to the 
expanse of the capital, Vienna. I started studying, worked 
in a number of classic student jobs – counting cars, selling 
ice cream, waitressing – met different people and found 
a brand-new group of friends who drank a fair bit. To 
some extent the alcohol replaced the compulsion to eat, 
but I was (or am) lucky that alcohol isn’t my drug and I 
didn’t plunge from one addiction straight into another. In 
a way, I didn’t have any time for bulimia and, however 
harsh this may sound, simply escaping the atmosphere of 
the parental home helped too.

For many years I was busy studying, undertaking my 
first literary efforts and earning money. I was certain 
that I’d have nothing more to do with bulimia; I didn’t 
want to even think about it, let alone engage with it. 
In the first book I wrote, Kingpeng, food does play a 
role, but in rather an obscure fashion (the protagonist 
invents a tomato sauce that can be squeezed out of a 
tube). It wasn’t till later that I discovered that I was 
somewhat ‘obsessed’ by food and everything to do with 
it. For example, I worked in a publishing house that 

produced cookbooks, restaurant guides and supermarket 
magazines. I edited countless recipes, descriptions of 
dishes and interviews with chefs.

At some point the desire to write about my bulimia 
became stronger, but for a long time I couldn’t find 
the right approach. I began with a bulimic’s alphabet: 
I collected keywords that are important to a bulimic, 
such as supermarket, toilet, mirror, toothbrush, etc. 
and wrote short passages about them. I spent time 
exploring forums for bulimics and compared other 
people’s experiences to my own. I was amazed that it 
was possible to make such comparisons. The internet 
didn’t exist when I was a teenager and I didn’t know 
anyone else who suffered from bulimia. I knew there 
were girls who hardly ate a thing and then had to be 
taken to hospital and attached to tubes, but that was all. 
I marvelled at the discipline of anorexics to more or less 
stop eating so they could get thinner. I couldn’t manage 
that; even though I tried I couldn’t fast for longer than 
five or six days before having to eat again, eat a lot and 
then some more. For a long time I thought I was the 
only person who did something ‘bad’ like that (eat and 
vomit). I felt almost like a criminal, for in a manner of 
speaking I was vomiting my pocket money into the loo, 
and then stealing from my mother and grandmother to 
get money to buy this vast quantity of food. I also stole 
food from my grandmother’s pantry. A normal family 
could have survived for a few days on the stuff  
I accumulated.

As I was amassing all these keywords I thought, that 
can’t be it. That’s not going to make a book. I needed 
a story, too, not just a collection of facts; something to 
fascinate the reader rather than merely disgust them.

I started looking into female historical figures and 
came across the Austrian Empress Elisabeth. It is well 
known that throughout her life she was preoccupied 
with transforming her body and maintaining or 
reducing her weight. She was obsessed by sport and 
underwent a variety of fasting diets: for example, she 
would drink the juice pressed from raw meat, or eat 
nothing but oranges all day long, or drink milk from 
a particular goat. The technique back then of lacing 
women up in corsets also encouraged narrow waists. 
With her eating disorder and fixation with body image 
she was a very ‘modern’ woman.

Empress Elisabeth is the model for the Frau 
Hohenembs character in The Empress and the Cake and 
also a sort of terrible über-mother figure. I was able to 
cram everything I hadn’t dared articulate before – not 
even to myself – into the Hohenembs character, and 
nobody could be offended by the exaggerated satirical 
treatment. The power that Hohenembs exerts over the 
narrator and her servant is based on her position and 
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self-image as a superior person who hasn’t the slightest 
doubt that everyone must satisfy her whims. Why do the 
two other women put up with it, we wonder, and why 
are there always new people entering Frau Hohenembs’s 
realm of power and submitting themselves to her? This is 
one of the questions that The Empress and the Cake throws 
up; each reader will have to answer it for themselves.

A second impetus for writing this book was that, 
whenever in my life I’ve spoken to men about my 
bulimia, I’ve always felt that I’ve been met with a total 
lack of understanding. They’ve found it impossible to 
conceive, and I’ve been unable to make them understand 
what it’s like when, at the swimming pool or in summer, 
you constantly have to think about pulling your tummy 
in, mustn’t let any flab show through your T-shirt and 
permanently have to watch what you eat, especially in 
company – you don’t want to look like a pig, do you? I 
wanted somehow to get over to men what goes through 
the minds of women, their girlfriends lying beside them 
in bed. How women’s thoughts revolve around their 
bodies, around every single kilogram lost or gained, 
totally unnoticed by the men at their side, who only (in 
my experience, at least) register a weight change of plus 
or minus five kilograms and often look on weight gain as 
a good thing, or at least not so bad. What it’s like when 
you get on the scales ten times a day or more, before 
every meal, after every meal, before and after every time 
you throw up, so that you can check how much has come 
out. What it’s like to be dominated by numbers, body 
measurements, BMI and the waist–hip ratio, and the fact 
that you can never, ever live up to these. The effect that 
one kilogram or a centimetre more or less can have on the 
female psyche – happiness or utter despondency. Once I 
asked a boyfriend how much he thought I weighed (I’ve 
forgotten why and what the context was). His reply was, 
‘Fifty or sixty kilos, no idea.’ For him it was pretty much 
the same difference! For me the two were worlds apart! 
Later he told me that seeing the horror on my face  
(I was appalled that someone imagined I might weigh 
sixty kilos) was when he lost his innocence as far as 
women’s weight was concerned. 

More women than men have read The Empress and the 
Cake. Women know these problems and are naturally 
interested in them. I’ve had some feedback from 
male readers, who are surprised and shocked by what 
they’ve learned, and who say they now have a better 
understanding of some of their partner’s problems. But  
of course there are many more men who could have 
written to me.

These days the issue is largely dealt with by the 
cosmetic surgery industry, which has evolved on a big 
scale. Which means the compulsion to work towards 
obtaining a slim body that corresponds to current ideals 

of beauty has become more extreme. Now our bodies are 
set upon with knives, but at some point it will be possible 
to grow the desired parts in a test tube, or parents and 
doctors will make sure that the right genetic material is 
used. To the people of the future, the idea of cutting up 
flesh will probably seem barbaric.

The Loser . Thomas Bernhard 
(tr. Jack Dawson)

Women as Lovers . Elfriede Jelinek 
(tr. Martin Chalmers)

The Legend of the Holy Drinker . Joseph Roth 
(tr. Michael Hofmann)

The Wall . Marlen Haushofer 
(tr. Shaun Whiteside)

Resurrection . Wolf Haas 
(tr. Annie Janusch)
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FINland
By Emily Jeremiah, literary translator 
from Finnish

Le Havre . dir. Aki Kaurismäki, 2011
Kaurismäki has his own utterly distinctive universe, 
peopled by outsiders struggling to make ends meet and 
to find what comfort and happiness they can. Visually 
compelling, quirky, humane, Le Havre is an uplifting 
story of survival and solidarity.

The 3 Rooms of Melancholia (Melancholian 3 huonetta) 
dir. Pirjo Honkasalo, 2003
A powerful and masterly documentary, The 3 Rooms 
of Melancholia weaves together images and motifs in 
a lyrical yet hard-hitting fashion to document the 
devastation wrought by the Second Chechen War. 

Helsinki, Forever (Helsinki, ikuisesti )
dir. Peter von Bagh, 2008
The late Peter von Bagh, a leading figure in Finnish 
film culture, creates an evocative, collage-like homage 
to Helsinki in this portrait of Finland’s capital city that 
is also a meditation on Finnish culture more broadly. 

The Year of the Hare (Jäniksen vuosi)
dir. Risto Jarva, 1977
Based on Arto Paasilinna’s comic novel of the same 
name, this is a satire on corporate culture and 
consumerism, concerning as it does a man who  
leaves his office job in Helsinki to live in the  
wilderness with a hare.

Producing Adults (Lapsia ja aikuisia - Kuinka niitä 
tehdään) . dir. Aleksi Salmenperä, 2004
This is a fresh, sweet story of love and reproduction. 
Determined to have a child – unlike her partner  
Antero – Venla seeks help from a female fertility 
doctor, with whom she falls in love. A witty  
romcom/drama that avoids clichés.

CATALONIA
By Maria Delgado, Professor of Theatre and Screen 
Arts, Queen Mary University of London

Ocaña, an Intermittent Portrait (Ocaña retrat intermitent) 
dir. Ventura Pons, 1978
Directed by ‘the Woody Allen of Barcelona’, Ocaña 
offers a unique portrait of the Andalusian artist José 
Pérez Ocaña as a wider commentary on the city of 
Barcelona as a creative hub in Spain’s transition from 
dictatorship to democracy.

In the City of Sylvia (En la ciudad de Sylvia)
dir. José Luis Guerín, 2007
A young man arrives in Strasbourg in pursuit of a 
woman called Sylvia with whom he appears to have 
had some kind of affair six years earlier. A study of 
memory, longing and the elusive nature of desire  
by one of Barcelona’s most influential film-makers  
and teachers.

Things I Never Told You . dir. Isabel Coixet, 1995
Produced by Lluís Miñarro, one of the key independent 
Catalan producers of the last twenty years, this 
quirky feature presents an amusing contemplation of 
unrequited love in its many shapes and forms.

The Mosquito Net (La mosquitera)
dir. Agustí Vila, 2010
The spirit of Buñuel infuses this unsettling tale of 
bourgeois discontent and unhappy dysfunctional 
families that moves between the comic, the tragic, 
the absurd and the surreal.

Story of My Death (Història de la meva mort)
dir. Albert Serra, 2013
A bold and beguiling reworking of the conventions 
of historical drama in the imagined meeting between 
Dracula and Casanova. A playful contemplation of the 
journey from the Enlightenment to Romanticism by 
Catalan maverick Albert Serra.

By Theodora Danek, Austrian Cultural Forum 
London

Abendland . dir. Nikolaus Geyrhalter, 2011
This impressive documentary by acclaimed director 
Nikolaus Geyrhalter is a nocturnal journey through 
Europe, exposing the continent’s obsession with 
technology, security and entertainment. 

The Dark Valley (Das finstere Tal)
dir. Andreas Prochaska, 2014
Unusually for Austrian cinema, this is a beautifully 
shot noir Western set in the Austrian Alps, starring 
British actor Sam Riley as a young American on a 
deadly mission to avenge his family.

Funny Games . dir. Michael Haneke, 1997
Michael Haneke, probably Austria’s most famous 
director, showcases his trademark obsession with 
human cruelty in this masterpiece about an ordinary 
family taken hostage by two young men.

Lourdes . dir. Jessica Hausner, 2009
Christine, a wheelchair-bound woman with MS, 
travels to Lourdes, a site of Catholic pilgrimage. As if 
by miracle, she regains the use of her limbs. But is it 
really because of her faith?

The Counterfeiters (Die Fälscher)
dir. Stefan Ruzowitzky, 2007
This Oscar-winning drama tells the story of a secret 
Nazi plan to destabilize the UK by flooding the market 
with fake money and the Jewish forger coerced into 
assisting the operation.

austria

By David Colmer, literary translator from Dutch

Undercover Kitty (Minoes) . dir. Vincent Bal, 2001
Long before Carice van Houten got naked and scary  
in Game of Thrones, she was a very convincing former 
cat in this adaptation of Annie M.G. Schmidt’s 
children’s classic Minoes. In English: The Cat Who  
Came in off the Roof.

Character (Karakter) . dir. Mike van Diem, 1997
An Academy Award winner, this is a brooding 
adaptation of F. Bordewijk’s expressionist masterpiece 
about the conflict between a brutal bailiff and his 
illegitimate son in interwar Rotterdam.

Turkish Delight (Turks Fruit)
dir. Paul Verhoeven, 1973
When Verhoeven went to America he avoided language 
problems by making Robocop and directing Arnie,  
but first he filmed the ultimate 1960s novel, Jan 
Wolkers’s Turkish Delight. Voted Dutch film of the 
century last century.

The Misfortunates (De helaasheid der dingen)
dir. Felix van Groeningen, 2009
Across the border in Flanders, The Misfortunates, 
a tragicomic adaptation of Dimitri Verhulst’s 
autobiographical novel, includes a naked bike race and 
monumental drinking competitions.

The Vanishing (Spoorloos) . dir. George Sluizer, 1988
Now your Dutch film evening is drawing to a close, it’s 
time for the chilling The Vanishing, from Tim Krabbé’s 
novel. (Make sure it’s the original, not the US remake!) 
Terror without special effects.

FLANDERS 
ANd THE 
NETHERLANDS

PEIRENE CINEFILES
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FRance

POLand

By Charlotte Saluard, Programming Manager, 
Ciné Lumière - Institut Français London

By Marlena Lukasiak, Film Programmer, Polish 
Cultural Institute, London

A Trip to the Moon (Le Voyage dans la Lune)
dir. George Méliès, 1902
A masterpiece of the early years of cinema created by 
George Méliès, one of the pioneers of fictional movies.

La Grande Illusion . dir. Jean Renoir, 1937
Set during the First World War, featuring the great 
French actor Jean Gabin. The film is directed by 
Jean Renoir, a master of French cinema, who offers 
a reflection on war depicting the friendship between 
soldiers of different nationalities.

400 Blows (Les Quatre Cents Coups)
dir. François Truffaut, 1959
This film is a classic of the French New Wave and 
a wonderful ode to childhood. See also Breathless 
by Jean-Luc Godard, another masterpiece of 
New Wave cinema.

Amélie (Le fabuleux destin d’Amélie Poulain)
dir. Jean-Pierre Jeunet, 2001
A must-see and now a reference point in people’s image of 
Paris. Amélie was a massive international box-office hit. 
See also The Artist by M. Hazavanicius or Untouchable 
by O. Nakache and E. Toledano, two other recent and 
very popular films in France and abroad.

A prophet (Un prophète) . dir. Jacques Audiard, 2009
Jacques Audiard is now a stalwart of French cinema, 
with numerous critically acclaimed films garlanded 
at many prestigious festivals, most notably Cannes. 
A Prophet is set in a prison and offers striking 
performances by young actor Tahar Rahim and the 
brilliant Niels Arestrup.

Ida . dir. Paweł Pawlikowski, 2013
Fully deserved first Oscar for a Polish film! 
A beautifully shot and acted quiet drama about 
moral and spiritual choices.

Illumination (Iluminacja)
dir. Krzysztof Zanussi, 2014
A film which takes everyone by surprise: can the 
meaning of life be intellectually embraced? 

Decalogue (Dekalog)
dir. Krzysztof Kieślowski, 1989
The internationally admired television drama series 
that puts the 10 Commandments to the test of modern 
times. An American remake in the offing now.

The Beast (La Bête)
dir. Walerian Borowczyk, 1975
A French production directed by an enfant terrible 
of Polish cinema, Walerian Borowczyk, a master of 
eroticism and sensuality. 

By Hanne Ørstavik, Norwegian author of 
The Blue Room

A Handful of Time (En håndfull tid)
dir. Martin Asphaug, 1989
I start to cry just hearing the opening music. A love 
story, about being true to ourselves. It’s the landscape, 
the childhood in it, for me, the pace, the tone of the 
voices, everything. One of the most Norwegian films 
I know. I don’t know why.

All That Matters is Past (Uskyld)
dir. Sara Johnsen, 2012
A film going into the fields between inner and 
outer worlds.

Orion’s Belt (Orions belte) . dir. Ola Solum, 1985
A Norwegian action thriller from the time of the Cold 
War, set in the Svalbard archipelago. All that snow and 
ice and bare landscapes.

Wives I, II and III (Hustruer, Hustruer – ti år etter and 
Hustruer III) . dir. Anja Breien, 1975, 1985, 1996
A feminist film project, interesting and thought-
provoking. Exploring, for example, how women in the 
1970s were applauded for leaving their household tasks, 
and also their children, without taking any account of 
the effect upon the child.

NORWAY

By Hamid Ismailov, Uzbek author 
of  The Dead Lake        

Stalker (Сталкер) . dir. Andrei Tarkovsky, 1979
When Yerzhan, the protagonist of The Dead Lake, 
says ‘Zone’, it is very close to Tarkovsky’s image of 
it in Stalker.

Tulpan (Тюльпан) . dir. Sergey Dvortsevoy, 2008
If you want to see the steppe and the people living 
there, you have to watch this Kazakh film.

The Daughter-in-Law (Невестка)
dir. Khodzhakuli Narliev, 1972
This Turkmen film will make you feel the life of 
nomadic people in places which are hardly suitable 
for life.

The Mischievous Boy (Шум бола)
dir. Damir Salimov, 1977
One of the most popular Uzbek films, based on a story 
by G‘afur G‘ulom, about a traditional boyhood in 
Central Asia.

russia and 
central asia
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SERIES NO.1
FEMALE VOICE: INNER REALITIEs

PEIReNE No. 1
Beside the Sea 
by Véronique Olmi

Translated from the French 
by Adriana Hunter

The French controversial bestseller for the first 
time available in English.

A single mother takes her two young sons on a 
trip to the seaside. They stay in a hotel, drink 
hot chocolate and go to the funfair. She wants to 
protect them from an uncomprehending and cold 
world. She knows that it will be the last trip for her 
boys.

A haunting and thought-provoking story about 
how a mother’s love for her children can be more 
dangerous than the dark world she is seeking to 
keep at bay.

For fans of: 
We Need to Talk About Kevin . Lionel Shriver
The Lost Daughter . Elena Ferrante
Nothing Holds Back the Night . Delphine de Vigan

PEIReNE No. 2
stone in a 
landslide 
by maria barbal

Translated from the catalan 
by Laura McGloughlin and 
Paul Mitchell

The Catalan modern classic, first published in 
1985 and now in its fiftieth edition, for the first time 
in English.

The beginning of the twentieth century: thirteen-
year-old Conxa leaves her home village in the 
Pyrenees to work for her childless aunt. After years 
of hardship she finds love with Jaume – a love 
thwarted by the Spanish Civil War. Approaching 
her own death, Conxa looks back on a life in  
which she has lost everything except her own 
indomitable spirit.

For fans of: 
La Femme de Gilles . Madeleine Bourdouxhe
The Yellow Rain . Julio Llamazares
My Ántonia . Willa Cather

PEIReNE No. 3
Portrait of the 
Mother as a 
Young Woman
by Friedrich Christian Delius

Translated from the German 
by Jamie Bulloch

A literary masterpiece by one of Germany’s most 
renowned contemporary writers.

Rome, one January afternoon in 1943. A young 
German woman is on her way to listen to a Bach 
concert. Innocent and naive, the war is for her little 
more than a daydream, until she realizes that her 
husband might never return. 

A mesmerizing psychological portrait of the human 
need to safeguard innocence and integrity at any 
cost – even at the risk of excluding reality.

For fans oF: 
Mrs Dalloway . Virginia Woolf
The Woman of Rome . Alberto Moravia
The Reader . Bernard Schlink

‘It should be read.’
GUARDIAN

‘A small masterpiece.’
TIMES LITERARY
SUPPLEMENT

‘Understated power.’
financial times

LONGLISTED FOR THE INDEPENDENT FOREIGN 

FICTION PRIZE 2011

WINNER OF THE SCOTT MONCRIEFF PRIZE FOR 

FRENCH TRANSLATION 2011

BOOKTRUST TOP 5 TRANSLATED BOOKS 2010

GUARDIAN books OF THE YEAR 2010

INDEPENDENT BOOKS OF THE YEAR 2010

FOYLES BOOKS OF THE YEAR 2010

Women who live inside their own heads and clash with outside reality
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PEIReNE No. 4
Next World 
Novella 
by Matthias Politycki

Translated from the German 
by Anthea Bell

A story about a man faced with the next world and 
the shifting sands of the world he is in by Germany’s 
master of wit and irony.

Hinrich takes his existence at face value. His wife,  
on the other hand, has always been more interested  
in the afterlife. Or so it seemed. When she dies of a  
stroke, Hinrich goes through her papers, only to 
discover a totally different perspective on their 
marriage. Thus commences a dazzling intellectual 
game of shifting realities.

For fans of: 
Revolutionary Road . Richard Yates
The Comfort of Strangers . Ian McEwan
Five Hours with Mario . Miguel Delibes

PEIReNE No. 5
Tomorrow 
Pamplona 
by Jan van Mersbergen

Translated from the Dutch 
by Laura Watkinson

A story about anger, aggression and the  
desire for intimacy by a rising star of modern 
Dutch literature. 

A professional boxer and a family man meet by 
chance on a journey to the Pamplona Bull Run. 
The boxer is fleeing an unhappy love. The father 
hopes to escape his dull routine. Both know that, 
eventually, they will have to return to the place 
each calls ‘home’.

For fans of: 
The Sun Also Rises . Ernest Hemingway
On the Road . Jack Kerouac
The Heart is a Lonely Hunter . Carson McCullers

PEIReNE No. 6
Maybe This Time
by Alois Hotschnig
 
Translated from the Austrian 
German by Tess Lewis

A spellbinding short-story collection by one of 
Austria’s most critically acclaimed authors.

A man becomes obsessed with observing his 
neighbours. A large family gathers for Christmas 
only to wait for the one member who never turns 
up. An old woman lures a man into her house, 
where he finds a doll that resembles himself. 

Mesmerizing and haunting stories about loss of 
identity in the modern world.

For fans oF: 
Tales of the Unexpected . Roald Dahl
Labyrinths . Jorge Luis Borges
Metamorphosis . Franz Kafka

‘Inventive and deeply affecting.’
independent

‘Weird, creepy and    
ambiguous.’ GUARDIAN

‘An impressive work.’
DAILY MAIL

LONGLISTED FOR THE INDEPENDENT FOREIGN 

FICTION PRIZE 2012

INDEPENDENT BOOKS OF THE YEAR 2011

GUARDIAN PAPERBACKS OF THE YEAR 2011
GUARDIAN PAPERBACKS OF THE YEAR 2011

FILM RIGHTS SOLD TO UK PRODUCTION 

COMPANY FIRST BORN FILMS

Male authors, male characters: men and their struggle with intimacy

 
MALE DILEMMA: 
QUESTS FOR INTIMACY

SERIES NO.2
MALE DILEMMA: 
QUESTS FOR INTIMACY
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SERIES NO.3
SMALL EPIC: 
UNRAVELLING SECRETS

PEIReNE No. 7
The Brothers
by Asko Sahlberg

Translated from the  
Finnish by Emily Jeremiah  
and Fleur Jeremiah

A Shakespearean drama from icy Finland.

Finland, 1809. Henrik and Erik are brothers who 
fought on opposite sides in the war between Sweden 
and Russia. With peace declared, they both return to 
their snowed-in farm. But who is the master? 

Sexual tensions, old grudges, family secrets: all come  
to a head in this dark and gripping saga.

For fans of: 
As I Lay Dying . William Faulkner
The Brothers Karamazov . Fyodor Dostoyevsky
Richard III . William Shakespeare

PEIReNE No. 8
The Murder of 
Halland
by Pia Juul

Translated from the Danish 
by Martin Aitken

Denmark’s foremost literary author turns crime 
fiction on its head.

Bess and Halland live in a small town where 
everyone knows everyone else. When Halland is 
found murdered in the main square the police 
encounter only riddles. For Bess, bereavement 
marks the start of a journey that leads to a 
reassessment first of her friends, then of  
her family.

For fans of: 
The Drowning . Camilla Lackberg
Miss Smilla’s Feeling for Snow . Peter Høeg
The Door . Magda Szabó

PEIReNE No. 9
Sea of Ink
by Richard Weihe

Translated from the Swiss 
German by Jamie Bulloch

A beautiful novella in fifty short chapters and 
ten pictures about the life of Bada Shanren, the 
most influential Chinese painter of all times. 

In 1626, Bada Shanren is born into the Chinese 
royal family. When the old Ming dynasty 
crumbles, he becomes an artist, committed to 
capturing the essence of nature with a single 
brushstroke. Then the rulers of the new 
Qing dynasty discover his identity and Bada 
must feign madness to escape.

For fans oF: 
Siddhartha . Hermann Hesse
The Moon and Sixpence . W. Somerset Maugham
Snow . Maxence Fermine

‘Intensely visual.’
INDEPENDENT ON SUNDAY

‘Delicate and moving.’
INDEPENDENT

‘Anything but a standard 
crime novel.’ ECONOMIST

LONGLISTED FOR THE INTERNATIONAL 

IMPAC DUBLIN LITERARY AWARD 2014

FOYLES BOOKS OF THE YEAR 2012

LONGLISTED FOR THE INDEPENDENT 

FOREIGN FICTION PRIZE 2013

LONGLISTED FOR THE INTERNATIONAL 

IMPAC DUBLIN LITERARY AWARD 2014

Three stories that rub shoulders with genre fiction
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PEIReNE No. 10
The Mussel Feast 
by Birgit Vanderbeke

Translated from the German 
by Jamie Bulloch

The modern German classic that has shaped an 
entire generation.

A mother and her two teenage children sit at the 
dinner table. In the middle stands a large pot of 
cooked mussels. Why has the father not returned 
home? As the evening wears on, we glimpse the 
issues that are tearing this family apart. 

For fans of: 
August: Osage County . Tracy Letts
The Gathering . Anne Enright
Purple Hibiscus . Chimamanda Ngozi Adichie

PEIReNE No. 11
Mr Darwin’s 
Gardener
by Kristina Carlson

Translated from the 
Finnish by Emily Jeremiah 
and Fleur Jeremiah

A postmodern Victorian novel about faith, 
knowledge and our inner needs.

The late 1870s, the Kentish village of Downe. 
The villagers gather in church one rainy Sunday. 
Only Thomas Davies stays away. The eccentric 
loner, a grief-stricken widower and father of two, 
works as a gardener for the notorious naturalist  
Charles Darwin. He shuns religion. But now 
Thomas needs answers. What should he believe 
in? And why should he continue to live?

For fans of: 
Under Milk Wood . Dylan Thomas
Between the Acts . Virginia Woolf
The Way of All Flesh . Samuel Butler

PEIReNE No. 12
Chasing the  
King of Hearts
by Hanna Krall
 
Translated from the Polish 
by Philip Boehm

The internationally acclaimed Polish bestseller 
about the Holocaust now for the first time 
in English. A remarkable true story of love 
and survival.

The Warsaw Ghetto, 1942. When Izolda’s husband, 
Shayek, is imprisoned, she sets out to release him. 
She changes her name, her hair, her religion. 
Eventually she is captured and deported to 
Auschwitz. But even there, she trusts that her 
love will save them both.

For fans oF: 
The Diary of a Young Girl . Anne Frank
The Pianist . Władysław Szpilman
Suite Française . Irène Némirovsky

‘An extraordinary book.’
standpoint

‘A remarkable find.’
sunday times

‘Something miraculous.’
guardian

SHORTLISTED FOR THE INDEPENDENT FOREIGN 

FICTION PRIZE 2014

SCHLEGEL-TIECK PRIZE FOR GERMAN 

TRANSLATION 2014

FOYLES BOOKS OF THE YEAR 2013

SHORTLISTED FOR THE JEWISH 

QUARTERLY-WINGATE PRIZE 2015

FOUND IN TRANSLATION AWARD 2014

GUARDIAN READERS’ BOOKs OF THE YEAR 2013

LONGLISTED FOR THE INTERNATIONAL 

IMPAC DUBLIN LITERARY AWARD 2015

OBSERVER BEST HOLIDAY READS 2013

acclaimed authors depict pivotal historical moments from within a domestic setting

SERIES NO.4
TURNING POINT: 
REVOLUTIONARY MOMENTS
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SERIES NO.5
COMING OF AGE: 
TOWARDS IDENTITY

PEIReNE No. 13
The dead lake
by Hamid Ismailov

Translated from  
the Russian by 
Andrew Bromfield

A haunting Russian tale about the environmental 
legacy of the Cold War.

Yerzhan grows up in a remote part of Soviet 
Kazakhstan where atomic weapons are tested.  
As a young boy he falls in love with the neighbour’s 
daughter and one evening, to impress her, he dives 
into a forbidden lake. The radioactive water changes 
Yerzhan. He will never grow into a man. While 
the girl he loves becomes a beautiful woman.

For fans of: 
The Tiger’s Wife . Téa Obreht
Soul . Andrey Platonov
One Hundred Years of Solitude . Gabriel 
García Márquez

PEIReNE No. 14
The Blue Room
by Hanne Ørstavik

Translated from  
the Norwegian by
Deborah Dawkin

A gripping portrayal of a mother-daughter 
relationship that will send a chill down your spine.

Johanne is a young woman in her twenties who 
lives in Oslo with her mother. When she falls in 
love with Ivar, she finally feels ready to leave 
home. The couple plan a trip to America. But the 
morning of her departure, Johanne wakes up to 
find the door locked. Can she overcome her fears? 
Will she shout for help? Will she climb out of her 
fourth-floor window?

For fans of: 
A Girl is a Half-formed Thing . Eimear McBride
The Piano Teacher . Elfriede Jelinek
The Almost Moon . Alice Sebold

PEIReNE No. 15
Under the 
Tripoli Sky
by Kamal Ben Hameda

Translated from the French 
by Adriana Hunter

A fascinating portrait of a pre-Gaddafi society on 
the verge of change.

Tripoli in the 1960s. A sweltering, segregated 
society. Hadachinou is a lonely boy. His mother 
shares secrets with her best friend, Jamila, while  
his father prays at the mosque. Sneaking through 
the sun-drenched streets of Tripoli, the boy listens 
to the whispered stories of the women. He turns 
into an invisible witness to their repressed desires  
as he becomes aware of his own.

For fans oF: 
The Patience Stone . Atiq Rahimi
In the Country of Men . Hisham Matar
Gem Squash Tokoloshe . Rachel Zadok

‘Immense poetic power.’    
 guardian

‘It is excellent.’ 
 sunday times

‘A work of chilling, masterly control.’ 
 times literary supplement

LONGLISTED FOR THE INDEPENDENT FOREIGN 

FICTION PRIZE 2015

INDEPENDENT BOOKS OF THE YEAR 2014

GUARDIAN READERS’ BOOKs OF THE YEAR 2014 GUARDIAN PAPERBACKS OF THE YEAR 2014

Our individual struggles to reach maturity in an ever-changing world
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SERIES NO.6
CHANCE ENCOUNTER: 
MEETING THE OTHER

PEIReNE No. 16
White Hunger 
by Aki Ollikainen

Translated from the 
Finnish by Emily Jeremiah 
and Fleur Jeremiah

A stunning Finnish tale about the human will to 
survive.

1867: a year of devastating famine in Finland. Marja, a 
farmer’s wife from the north, sets off on foot through 
the snow with her two young children. Their goal: St 
Petersburg, where people say there is bread. Others are 
also heading south, just as desperate to survive. Ruuni, 
a boy she meets, seems trustworthy. But can anyone 
really help?

For fans of: 
The Road . Cormac McCarthy
Hunger . Knut Hamsun
Out in the Open . Jesús Carrasco

PEIReNE No. 17
Reader for Hire 
by Raymond Jean

Translated from the French 
by Adriana Hunter

A beautiful homage to the art of reading – light 
and funny. A celebration of the union of sensuality 
and language.

Marie-Constance loves reading and possesses an 
attractive voice. So, one day she decides to put an 
ad in the local paper offering her services as a paid 
reader. Her first client, a paraplegic teenager, is 
transformed by her reading of a Maupassant short 
story. Marie-Constance’s fame spreads and soon 
the rich, the creative and the famous clamour 
for her services.

For fans of: 
If on a Winter’s Night a Traveller . Italo Calvino
The Elegance of the Hedgehog . Muriel Barbery
Parnassus on Wheels . Christopher Morley

PEIReNE No. 18
The Looking-
Glass Sisters
by Gøhril Gabrielsen
 
Translated from the 
Norwegian by John Irons

A tragic love story about two sisters who cannot 
live with or without each other.

Far out on the plains of northern Norway stands a 
house. It belongs to two middle-aged sisters. They 
seldom venture out and nobody visits. The older 
needs nursing and the younger keeps house. Then, 
one day, a man arrives…

For fans oF: 
We Have Always Lived in the Castle . Shirley Jackson
Malone Dies . Samuel Beckett
What Ever Happened to Baby Jane? . Henry Farrell

‘A tale of epic substance.’ 
 LOS ANGELES REVIEW OF BOOKS

‘A dark psychological drama 
of great depth and intensity.’
national

‘Clever, funny and humane.’
SUNDAY TIMES

What happens when you let a stranger into your life?
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Hero of the 
Revolution
16 March 2015
Last week I spoke at a 
TEDx conference about 
Contemporary Revolutions. 
I was surrounded by giants. 
The speaker before me was 
Facebook’s policy director 
for the UK, Middle East and 
Africa, Simon Milner. The 
speaker straight after was 
the Vice President of Content 
and Distribution at Spotify, 
Marc Hazan. Then came the 
founder of Mumsnet, Justine 
Roberts, and Tom Hulme, 
General Partner of Google 
Ventures Europe.

Needless to say the internet 
featured highly during the 
day. Milner spoke about how 
Facebook can transform 
the cycle of friendship – 
sustaining connections that 
would otherwise have fallen 
away after school. Hazan  
used the success story of  
New Zealand teenage singer 
Lorde to demonstrate the 
power of the internet to 
create a global audience 
overnight. And Roberts talked 
about the anonymity of most 
Mumsnet users and how such 
a set-up allows for honest 
conversation.

I, too, made reference to 
the internet in my speech, 
pointing out that even a small, 
independent press like Peirene 
can now sell ebooks anywhere 
in the world and that Twitter, 
Facebook and blogging allow 
us to build and interact with a 
global community of readers.

So, the internet was outed as 
a twenty-first-century hero. 
Or was it?

‘None of the other speakers 
has talked about how they 
make their money,’ the 
Nymph whispered into my 
ear halfway through the 
conference. ‘It’s all very 
well talking about truthful 
chatter and overnight fame in 

the virtual world. But these 
internet platforms employ a 
lot of people. So where is the 
money coming from?’

‘Shh,’ I hissed. ‘Making 
money is not the focal point  
of this conference.’

‘Well… revolutions need 
money… just saying.’ Peirene 
continued. ‘You and I know 
that the internet serves us 
well as a marketing tool. But 
we make our money primarily 
through subscriptions, the 
Roaming Store and our sold-
out events.’ She takes a deep 
breath. ‘If you ask me, the 
internet is a lot of fluff  
and empty air. People 
ultimately still want to belong 
to a real community, made  
of flesh and blood.’

‘Peirene, please be quiet.’  
I was embarrassed sitting  
next to a whispering Nymph.

But Peirene continued: ‘One 
more point. Which were the 
slides of your speech that 
evoked the most reaction?  
The image of fifty adults on 
little plastic chairs in your 
front room at our literary 
salon, and you in your thick 
down jacket behind the stall  
at the farmers’ market. 
Humans love the real stuff. 
That was the case during 
ancient Greek times and it is 
still the case. The future of 
revolutions may depend  
not on a few internet giants 
but on many small enterprises 
building and sustaining 
communities in the real 
world. So… now I will  
be quiet.’

And she indeed was, until  
the end of the conference.

A Delicate 
Constitution
1 June 2015
My husband and I spent a 
week on a Scottish island. Just 
the two of us. It was bliss, not 
least because the cottage had 
no internet connection and 

received no phone signal.
Not even the Nymph could 

get hold of me. She saw me 
off with a smile. ‘Don’t you 
worry. I have everything 
under control. I hope you 
and your husband have a 
wonderful time.’ She blew  
me a kiss.

On the ferry heading back 
to the mainland, my phone 
signal was restored. I found 
ten missed calls and seven 
messages, all from Peirene. 
The first one said: ‘Ring  
me back. I’m exhausted.  
I can’t go on.’ The last 
simply announced: ‘I’ve been 
advised to take it easy. So I’ve 
delegated the work and will 
spend the rest of the week  
in bed.’

I called her immediately, 
suddenly feeling guilty for 
having turned my back on  
her for an entire week.

Peirene answered in a  
perky, cheerful voice.

‘It’s me,’ I said.
Her voice changed straight 

away.
‘You left us all alone with 

that stall.’
Last Sunday Jen, Gianna and 

the Nymph had indeed run 
a very special stall. We put 
stickers over the prices on the 
books and asked people to pay 
whatever they liked. It was 
an experiment. We wanted to 
see how much readers think 
literature is worth, and we 
also wanted to test if we can 
attract interest from passers-
by who would otherwise 
ignore our stall.

The day was a success. Jen 
had already briefed. The three 
of them made more money 
than we anticipated and spoke 
to over a hundred people in 
five hours, many of whom 
then bought their first Peirene 
book and, quite possibly, their 
first book of foreign literature.

‘But some people were so 
negative.’ Peirene sighed. I 

could hear her swallowing 
her tears. ‘Someone said 
that he thought indie 
publishers take advantage of 
pretentious customers and 
charge too much for books. 
So he gave us 50 pence for a 
copy of Tomorrow Pamplona. 
Someone else said that he 
thought our books should cost 
under £5 as we don’t have a 
shop so our overheads should 
be low. When I tried to speak 
about translation expenses 
and printing costs he simply 
said, “OK then, I’ll give you 
£2.” Can you believe it?’ she 
sobbed.

I let the Nymph cry for a 
moment, then I interrupted 
her flow of tears: ‘But from 
Jen I also know that you 
had some very encouraging 
conversations. For a start, 
anyone who had bought 
books from us before paid 
the full price. What a vote of 
confidence. And then there 
were a couple of people who 
only had £2 or £3 left in their 
wallets and hadn’t brought 
cards to the market. They 
actually refused to take a 
book, saying they wouldn’t 
take advantage but would 
come back in June to pay full 
price. And one guy said he had 
often passed our stall but that 
he was on a tight budget and 
so could never afford them. 
He paid £4.50 – all the money 
he had left! That made Jen’s 
day.’

‘OK, if you say so.’ Peirene 
sniffed a couple more times. 
‘But for me it was a very hard 
day indeed.’ Then she finally 
calmed down.

‘So, who advised you to 
take it easy for the rest of the 
week?’ I was dying to know.

‘Jen and Gianna. They 
recognize my delicate 
constitution,’ the Nymph 
replied and then added:  ‘I 
wish all the women at 
Peirene HQ could be so 
understanding.’

A Future with 
Heinz
28 April 2015
I recently had a brilliant idea. 
Or so I thought.

At the London Book 
Fair I met the editor from 
the Feminist Press in New 
York. She is interested in 
some of our books. She also 
showed me their catalogue.

Back in the 1970s the 
Feminist Press made their 
name by publishing reprints 
of 1940s and 50s women’s 
pulp fiction – the Femmes 
Fatales series. Many of these 
stories had been turned into 
black-and-white cinema hits 
with famous film divas such as 
Bette Davis and Gene Tierney. 
The books still sell today.

My eyes lit up. What if I 
were to publish this series as 
Peirene Retro here in the UK?! 
This might be our chance to 
get books into supermarkets 
and airport bookshops! 
Because, let’s face it: we 
will never be able to sell our 
high-brow, foreign literature 
in Tesco or WHSmith. But 
stories about women battling 
for their identity in classic 
twentieth-century patriarchal 
set-ups? This is what the mass 
market loves to read.

I suddenly got very excited 
about the Femmes Fatales 
series. Here was Peirene’s 
chance for nationwide 
domination.

I knew it would be tough to 
convince the Nymph of this 
new business strategy. And 
sure enough, after I finished 
explaining she looked at me 
with raised eyebrows.

‘May I remind you,’ she then 
said calmly, ‘that you and I 
publish literature – art – and 
not pulp fiction.’

‘I know,’ I said, slightly 
impatiently. I had expected 
such a reaction from her. ‘But 
wouldn’t it be great if your 
name were known to a wider 
audience?’

‘I think we have quite an 
impressive number of readers 
as it is,’ she replied. ‘And the 
numbers are growing all the 
time. Your idea suggests that 
we might be desperate. And I 
don’t believe we are,’ Peirene 
added cool-headed.

For a moment I paused. It 
hadn’t crossed my mind that 
my expansion plan might 
look desperate from the 
outside. And then I pictured 
a future in the supermarkets: 
did I really want to see the 
beautiful name of my ancient 
Greek Nymph next to a shelf 
of baked beans?

I’m lucky to have Peirene. 
She certainly keeps my 
standards high.

THE PAIN AND 
PASSION 
OF A SMALL 
PUBLISHER
Our publisher, Meike, loves to share her thoughts on and experiences of 
running Peirene Press in her weekly blog. If you like the taster below, 
make sure you head to www.peirenepress.com/blog!

THE PAIN AND 
PASSION 
OF A SMALL 
PUBLISHER
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WEBSITES
ASYMPTOTE
http://www.asymptotejournal.com/ A top-quality journal dedicated to  
literary translation and the best in contemporary writing from all over the globe.

ENGLISH PEN’S WORLD BOOKSHELF
http://worldbookshelf.englishpen.org/ A showcase of PEN-supported  
works of foreign literature, including profiles of authors and translators and a  
must-read blog for anyone interested in the art of translation. 

EUROPEAN LITERATURE NETWORK
http://www.eurolitnetwork.com/ The first-stop website to keep up to date with 
what’s going on in the world of European literature in the UK.

THE WHITE REVIEW 
http://www.thewhitereview.org/ The online version of this first-class arts  
and literary journal always has some treats in store for lovers of foreign literature.

WORDS WITHOUT BORDERS
http://www.wordswithoutborders.org/ WWB publishes new translated  
works (fiction, non-fiction, poetry and graphic literature) by international writers 
every month. Over 2,000 pieces translated from more than 100 languages so far!

1streading’s Blog  https://1streading.wordpress.com/ 

BookSexy Review  http://booksexyreview.com/

David’s Book World  http://www.davidsbookworld.com/

JacquiWine’s Journal  https://jacquiwine.wordpress.com/

Messengers Booker  http://messybooker.blogspot.co.uk/

Parrish Lantern’s PomesAllSizes  http://parrishlantern.blogspot.co.uk/

The Modern Novel  http://themodernnovelblog.com/

Tony’s Reading List  https://tonysreadinglist.wordpress.com/

Winstonsdad’s Blog  https://winstonsdad.wordpress.com/

Word by Word  https://clairemca.wordpress.com/

JOIN THE CONVERSATION  @PeirenePress
The personal touch is very important here at Peirene and social 
media is one of our favourite ways to connect with readers across 
the globe. We love hearing your thoughts on all things literary, 
always respond to tweets/comments and currently have a towering 
‘TBR’ pile in the office of books recommended by our followers. 
We also host a weekly book giveaway on Twitter, run exciting 

competitions on Facebook and regularly share behind-the-scenes 
gossip from Peirene Towers.
Our Twitter stars of 2015 are: @lodge_c  @marymayf  
@DrMJFrancis  @jeff_lyn  @GrantRintoul  @mccallum_n  
@bookishrambling  @nats_turner  @paola_ruocco  
@badaude  @Silvia_Mazz  @smrz_bey
Thank you for being part of the conversation.
 

BLOGS
If you don’t find as many reviews of foreign works as you’d like in the 
mainstream media, why not follow a few trusted book bloggers who have 
a particular love for translated fiction?

For some, foreign literature can seem a tricky world to navigate. 
Here are some of our favourite websites and blogs from around the web 
to help you take those crucial first steps.

Apollinaire

Alba Arikha

Beverley Bie Brahic

Andrzej Bursa

Will Eaves

Andrew Elliott

Nancy Gaffield

Joaquín Giannuzzi

Gert Hofmann

Paulette Jonguitud

Gabriel Josipovici

Stephen Knight

Agota Kristof

Todd McEwen

David Markson

J. O. Morgan

D. Nurkse 

Dan O’Brien

Francis Ponge

Matthew Siegel

May-Lan Tan

   et al.

Cb  
editions

www.cbeditions.com

‘ the idiosyncratic genius of CB editions ’

– Guardian 

CB editions, founded in 2007, publishes 

short fiction and poetry, including work in 

translation, and the twice-yearly magazine 

Sonofabook : Autumn 2015 issue edited by 

Nicholas Lezard, Spring 2016 issue edited  

by Sophie Lewis.  

Free UK delivery for website orders.

BROADENING HORIZONS
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PEIRENE EVENTSPEIRENE EVENTS

PEIRENE SALONPEIRENE SALON
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ROAMING 
STORE
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PEIRENE 
ROAMING 
STORE

Soirées of literature, conversation, dinner and drinks

@ Peirene Premises, 17 Cheverton Road, London N19 3BB

Doors open at 7.30pm.
The evening starts with drinks.
The reading commences at 8.15pm, followed by dinner and wine.
Whisky and coffee are served at 11pm.

Saturday 27 February 2016
Peter Verhelst, author of The Man I Became

Saturday 18 June 2016
Marie Sizun, author of Her Father’s Daughter

Saturday 17 September 2016
Linda Stift, author of The Empress and the Cake

Saturday 3 December 2016
Olumide Popoola and Annie Holmes, authors of breach

To find out about our forthcoming events, 

visit: www.peirenepress.com/events

Browse our beautiful novellas, meet the Peirene 
team, get personal recommendations from our 
enthusiastic booksellers and enjoy special deals at 
our pop-up book stall.

To keep up to date with where our Roaming Store 
will be appearing next and to find out if we’re 
coming to a market, fair or festival near you, 
keep coming back to our website and follow us on 
Twitter and Facebook  @PeirenePress

The Roaming Store appeared in a 
place where it was (for me) entirely 
unexpected. The woman running the 
stall was so knowledgeable, enthusiastic 
and downright passionate not only about 
the literature, but about ways to share 
it, that I almost instantly wanted to 
be a part of it too! VANESSA COOK, 

ROAMING STORE VISITOR AND 

PEIRENE SUBSCRIBER
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A combination of fringe 
theatre, psychiatrist’s couch, 
conversazione society and 
flirtation parlour, the Peirene 
Salon is unlike any other literary 
gathering. It was intellectually 
stimulating but full of laughter, 
argumentative but friendly, 
seriously focused on the Novel 
but without forgetting the Wine. 
JOHN WALSH, INDEPENDENT

PEIRENE EVENTS
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Peirene Press is proud to support
Counterpoints Arts

Counterpoints Arts is a charity that promotes the creative arts 
by and about refugees and migrants in the UK.

By buying Peirene books you are helping Counterpoints Arts enhance 
the cultural integration of refugees – a mission which will surely 
change our society for the better.

Peirene will donate 50p from the sale of each book sold in 2016 to the charity.

www.counterpointsarts.org.uk

‘We are living in a time of human displacement. We need bold and 
imaginative interventions to help us make sense of migration. And who 
better to do this than artists who are engaging with this issue.’ 
almir koldzic and áine o’brien, directors, counterpoints arts



‘An invaluable
contribution to our 

cultural life.’ 
ANDREW MOTION 

Discount 
Code
If the newspaper copy you’re 
holding in your hands has a 
three-digit code in the box below, 
then CONGRATULATIONS! 
You’re now able to purchase a 
Peirene one-year subscription 
for £25 (or a two-year subscription 
for £55) and save £10 on the 
full-price subscription. 

Redeem your code at: 
www.peirenepress.com/giftvoucher

SUBSCRIBE

To receive our monthly newsletter, 
join our mailing list: 
www.peirenepress.com/signup
Follow us on Twitter and Facebook 
@PeirenePress

Our books are available at 
www.peirenepress.com/shop 
and all good UK bookshops.
For worldwide delivery and special 
offers, visit our online shop.

Peirene Press
17 Cheverton Road, 
London N19 3BB, UK
T  +44 (0)20 7686 1941

www.peirenepress.com

PUBLISHER 
Meike Ziervogel
E  meike.ziervogel@peirenepress.com

newspaper editor
Clara Ministral
E  clara.ministral@peirenepress.com

DESIGN & ART DIRECTION
Sacha Davison Lunt
E  sacha@davisonlunt.com
www.davisonlunt.com

Discover the best of contemporary European literature: subscribe to Peirene Press 
and receive a world-class novella from us three times a year, direct to your door, 

weeks before the books are available in bookshops or online.
£35 . one-Year Subscription (3 BOOKS, FREE UK P&P)

£65 . two-Year Subscription (6 BOOKS, FREE UK P&P)

The purchase of a Peirene subscription supports the curation of our future titles, 
allowing us to continue to bring you the best literature from Europe.

www.peirenepress.com/shop  
with secure online ordering facility

E subscriptions@peirenepress.com
T +44 (0)20 7686 1941
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