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of international literature
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ABOUT DEEP VELLUM
Deep Vellum Publishing is a nonprofit publishing house founded in Dallas,
Texas, in 2013.
The importance of reading world literature is at the heart of Deep Vellum's
mission: we watch the news to understand what's happening in the world;
we read translated literature to understand how the world thinks and feels.
Cultures communicate with each other through their literatures, and
Deep Vellum was established to broaden cultural connections across the
English-reading world by connecting readers with international authors
in new and creative ways.
Diversity—of authors' genders, countries, languages, continents, viewpoints,
sexual orientation, styles of literature—is one of the most unique aspects
of our books that will resonate with readers. Our first year alone includes
prominent authors who have been published in English before (Carmen
Boullosa, Mikhail Shishkin, Jón Gnarr); renowned authors who have
won prestigious prizes appearing in English for the first time (Sergio Pitol,
Anne Garréta); and an award-winning debut author from a marginalized
culture (Alisa Ganieva of Dagestan, Russia).
Design is of the utmost importance to us—readers' eyes will immediately
be drawn to the distinctive beauty of Deep Vellum book covers and spines.
The first three seasons' titles feature striking cover art and beautiful layouts
in a linked thematic series designed by Anna Zylicz, a renowned American
graphic designer who lives in Italy.
We could not be more excited to be a part of the Consortium family. We
look forward to working together to connect Deep Vellum's remarkable
authors with readers.
Will Evans, Publisher

Deep Vellum Publishing
2919 Commerce St. #159, Dallas, Texas 75226
deepvellum.org · @deepvellum
Deep Vellum titles are published under the fiscal sponsorship of
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DEBUT WORK IN ENGLISH, A LITERARY MEMOIR BY
SERGIO PITOL, MAESTRO OF MEXICAN LITERATURE,
WINNER OF THE 2005 CERVANTES PRIZE.
The debut work in English by Mexico's greatest and most influential living
author, and winner of the Cervantes Prize (“the Spanish language Nobel”),
The Art of Flight takes the reader on a whirlwind tour of the world's cultural
capitals as Pitol looks back on his well-traveled life as a legendary author,
translator, scholar, and diplomat.
The first work in Pitol's “Trilogy of Memory,” The Art of Flight imaginatively
blends the genres of fiction and memoir in a Borgesian swirl of contemplation
and mystery, expanding our understanding and appreciation of what literature can be and what it can do.

SERGIO PITOL

GEORGE HENSON

Sergio Pitol Demeneghi (b.1933 in Puebla),
one of Mexico's most acclaimed writers
and literary translators, studied law and
philosophy in Mexico City, and served for
over thirty years as a cultural attaché in
Mexican embassies and consulates across
the globe, which is reflected in his diverse
and universal writing. In recognition of
the importance of his entire canon of
literary work, Pitol was awarded the Juan
Rulfo Prize in 1999 (now known as the FIL
Literary Award in Romance Languages),
and in 2005 the Cervantes Prize, the most
prestigious literary prize in the Spanish
language world.

George Henson, is currently completing
a PhD in Humanities (with an emphasis
on literary and translation studies) at the
University of Texas at Dallas. He received
his BA from University of Oklahoma, and
his MA from Middlebury College. His most
recent published translations have included new works by Elena Poniatowska and
Andrés Neuman. georgehenson.com
@unpoetaloco

“READING HIM, ONE HAS
THE IMPRESSION…OF BEING
BEFORE THE GREATEST
WRITER IN THE SPANISH
LANGUAGE IN OUR TIME.”
—ENRIQUE VILA-MATAS
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The exceptional moments in literature occur when the author, no matter
what course he follows when starting a work, manages to immerse himself
into the deep currents of language in order to, in this way, lose his own
identity. E. M. Forster suggests that at the bottom of every great creation
beats a longing for anonymity. In the imaginary world of Tlön, dreams
Borges, “there is no concept of plagiarism: it has been established that all
books are the work of a single author who is timeless and anonymous.”
“Every poet,” Octavio Paz concludes, “is only a beat in the river of language.” A literary work is revealed as genius when the author succeeds in
finding the dark current that carries vestiges of everything spoken since the
time language was born, that is to say at the moment the writer feels he is
transcribing a dictation, when the word makes its appearance even before
being convened. If that moment is produced, life is saved! Thus the best
pages of literature possess something at once luminous and unfathomable.
All of us, as readers, have witnessed at some time this wonder. Speechless, astonished, excited, we have been conscious of the miracle that
emerges from a page, surely that where language and instinct are already
the same and the will of reason remains behind an energy that is greater
than it, a page whose beauty is physically impossible to explain in full.
I am thinking of a very short story by Chekhov: “The Student.”
Like Berenson, I have been worried about the construction of “the
house of life,” that is, the effort to understand the relationship between the
individual and society, and the wish that this relationship be governed by
the concepts of virtue and justice. Four years ago, shortly after returning
definitively to Mexico, the wall that was a prelude to my first landing in
Europe collapsed. A hopeful air spread across the world. It seemed that at
last an age of freedom, fullness, tolerance and prosperity had begun for
everyone. At the same time, a dangerously narrow view was integrating
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the idea of democracy into a purely market mechanism: free trade. The
results are obvious. The press repeats the unwelcome words everywhere:
crisis, unemployment, recession, disillusionment, instability.
I returned to a Mexico very different from the one I left in 1961. It's
clear that there exist today signs of a civil society that was unthinkable
when I left. It is an encouraging phenomenon that coexists with images
of profound devastation: an uninhabitable city, a degraded landscape,
an almost nonexistent sky. In Coyoacán, in the Plaza de la Conchita,
upon opening the door of my house, I have seen doves fall like rotten
fruit, poisoned by acids that contaminate the air. And in the main square,
also in Coyoacán, I have witnessed scenes similar to others I witnessed
some fifty years ago that lay hidden in the depth of my memory. There,
were the squalid Indian women dressed in rags who arrived at the coffee
plantations during harvest time, the same ones who arrived at the end of
the workday, kneeling beside their husband or children, whose hair they
carded with furtive and stern expressions. Seeing them in Coyoacán,
dedicated to the same labor, I once again seemed to hear the snap of lice
crushed with thumbnails. The indigenous women of my childhood spoke
Popolaca or Mixe; those of Coyoacán, possibly Otomí. Instead of cutting
coffee, they sell poorly executed weavings while their offspring beg for
alms around them.
Do those ghostly presences that appear around my home not prove the
futility of a language that conceives of itself as velvet-like and triumphant,
even when it does not cease to be a regrettable stammer?
Traveling and writing! Activities that are both marked by chance; the
traveler and the writer will only be certain of the departure. Neither of
them will know for sure what will happen on the way, let alone what fate
awaits him upon return to his personal Ithaca. Xalapa, March 1993
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AUTHOR
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TRANSLATOR
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TRANSLATOR HOMETOWN
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A LANDMARK LITERARY EVENT: THE FIRST NOVEL BY
A FEMALE MEMBER OF OULIPO IN ENGLISH,
A SEXY GENDERLESS LOVE STORY.
Sphinx is the sensational debut novel, originally published in 1986, by
the incredibly talented and inventive French author Anne Garréta, one
of the few female members of Oulipo, the influential and exclusive French
experimental literary group whose mission is to create literature based
on mathematical and linguistic restraints, and whose ranks include
Georges Perec and Italo Calvino, among others.
A beautiful and complex love story between a narrator, “I,” and
a lover, A***, written without any gender markers to refer to the main
characters, Sphinx is a remarkable linguistic feat and paragon of experimental literature that has never been accomplished before or since in
the strictly gendered French language.
Sphinx is a landmark text in the feminist and LGBT literary canon,
and it now appears in English for the first time ever.

ANNE GARRÉTA

EMMA RAMADAN

Anne Garréta (b. 1962) is a lecturer at
the University of Rennes II and research
professor of literature and Romance studies
at Duke University. She joined the Oulipo
in 2000, becoming the first member born
after the Oulipo was founded in 1960.
Garréta won France's prestigious Prix
Médicis in 2002, awarded each year to
an author whose “fame does not yet match
their talent,” for her novel Pas un jour.

Emma Ramadan is a graduate of Brown
University, and received her Master's in
Cultural Translation from the American
University of Paris. Her translation of
Anne Parian's Monospace is forthcoming
from La Presse. She is currently on a
Fulbright Fellowship for literary translation
in Morocco. @EmKateRam
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A***'s drunkenness, at once dissipated and concentrated by the dance,
kept us moving. When the Apocryphe closed, we hurried to Kormoran.
Ruggero had a bottle of whisky brought to my table that he insisted on
offering me for the New Year, and as a thank you for the cigars that I'd
brought him from my trip to Germany. And so I had the chance and the
pretext to drink. A*** and I talked for a long time about a vast range
of topics; we shared a warmth, a hint of complicity. We were drunk,
A*** more so than me. Our complicity soothed the constant tension of
what felt like unfinished business. And this happy understanding permitted
by drunkenness was reinforced even more by the illusory intensity of
perception brought on by the alcohol. Leaning toward my ear and speaking to me with more abandon than usual, A*** suddenly posed the
following question, in a murmur: “And if we make love, will you still love
me after?” Abruptly, I glimpsed what I had given up hoping for without,
however, having written it off. What was offered to me, whispered, under
the extraordinary guise of a fiction, the only articulation of all that we had
envisioned and elaborated that had meaning or, rather, that ultimately
gave meaning to all of our stratagems. A*** repeated the query to me
as if it were a supplication. I leaned towards A***, not knowing how to
respond to the anxiety I felt in the question.
My only response was to wrest A*** from the chair, taking us out of
this place. Once outside and without having discussed it for a moment,
we hailed a taxi and A*** told the driver the address. Without saying
a word, we took the elevator. I felt a fright that I had forgotten until its
presence or its possibility suddenly returned and seized me by the heart;
the fright of flesh that accompanies those first adolescent excitements,
whose anxiety we combat too quickly with cynicism. Seeing myself there
on the edge of what I had passionately desired and yearned for, I thought
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I was going to faint.
I staggered when A*** moved to kiss me; I didn't know what to do,
except to let it happen. The temporal order of events, even the simple
spatial points of reference, were abolished without my realizing it and
everything blurred in my memory. I have in my mouth, still, the taste of
skin, of the sweat on that skin. Against my hands the tactile impression
of that skin and the shape of that flesh. In a sprawling obscurity—either
I closed my eyes, or my gaze was struck with a temporary blindness—
some vaguely outlined visions, and, in my ear, the echo of soft rustlings,
of words barely articulated.
I don't know how to recount precisely what happened, nor either
how to describe or even attest to what I did or to what was done to me.
And the effect of the alcohol has nothing to do with this eradication; it's
impossible to recapture anything of the feeling of abandon through words.
Sexes mingled, I no longer knew how to distinguish anything. In this
confusion we slept.

“...A BOLD, STRANGE, PERFECTLY
CONSTRUCTED NOVEL.”
—EVA DOMENEGHINI
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JÓN G N ARR

T RANSLAT ED F RO M T H E IC ELAND IC BY

LYTT O N S MITH

PUBLISHING DATE

APRIL 6, 2015
TITLE

THE INDIAN
AUTHOR

JÓN GNARR
ORIGINAL LANGUAGE

ICELANDIC
TRANSLATOR

MARKETING PLANS
·Co-op available
·Advance reader copies
·National print and online campaign
·National TV and public radio campaign
·Outreach to literary translation publications
and websites
·Outreach through readings at AWP,
BookExpoAmerica, PEN World Voices,
Texas Book Festival
·Social media campaign
·20- city national tour
AUTHOR EVENTS
Los Angeles & San Francisco, California
Minneapolis, Minnesota
New York, New York
Portland, Oregon
Austin, Dallas, Houston, & San Antonio, Texas
Seattle, Washington

LYTTON SMITH
FICTION/BIOGRAPHY
& AUTOBIOGRAPHY
5¼ x 8¼ INCHES, 221 PAGES
TRADE PAPER US $14.95/CAN $16.50
PAPERBACK 978 -1- 941920 -12 -1 W
E-BOOK 978 -1- 941920 -13 - 8

AUTHOR HOMETOWNS
Houston, Texas & Reykjavik, Iceland
TRANSLATOR HOMETOWN
Rochester, New York
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THE ROLLERCOASTER CHILDHOOD STORY OF
THE ICELANDIC COMEDIAN TURNED INTERNATIONAL
CELEBRITY WHOM NOAM CHOMSKY CALLED
HIS “FAVORITE MAYOR ON EARTH.”
The Indian is a highly entertaining and bittersweet literary memoir in
which Jón Gnarr, the world-famous Icelandic comedian and former
Mayor of Reykjavik, Iceland, revisits his troubled childhood. Diagnosed
as “retarded” because of his severe dyslexia and ADHD, Gnarr spent
time in a children's mental institution. Upon release, Gnarr found himself
subjected to constant bullying, leading him to lash out against the world,
identifying with the Indians against bully cowboys on TV.
The Indian is the first book in a trilogy that looks back at Gnarr's
childhood and adolescence, providing an unparalleled coming of age
story of an outcast who overcame the odds and matured into a worldrenowned comedian, actor, writer, and politician. Each book in the
trilogy is told with the warmth and humor that defines Gnarr's unique
personality, allowing readers of all ages to identify with his story.

JÓN GNARR

LYTTON SMITH

Jón Gnarr (b. 1967 in Reykjavík, Iceland)
formed the Best Party in 2009 and became
the mayor of Reykjavík in 2010. The most
famous comedic actor in Iceland, Gnarr's
work includes the movies The Icelandic
Dream and A Man Like Me, and the television series The Night Shift, which aired on
BBC4. Gnarr is moving to Houston, Texas
to serve as Artist-in-Residence at Rice
University's Center for Energy and Environmental Research in the Human Sciences
(CENHS) in January 2015.

Lytton Smith (b. 1982) is an Anglo-American
poet and translator. He has taught at
Columbia, Fordham, and Plymouth University
and is currently a professor at SUNYOneonta. He has translated two other
novels from Icelandic: The Ambassador,
by Bragi Ólafsson (Open Letter, 2010)
and A Child in Reindeer Woods by
Kristín Ómarsdóttir (Open Letter, 2012).
@lyttonjsmith
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I went out and got a few big rocks. I had to make several trips because
they were so heavy. I gathered them in a pile by the porch. Then I snuck
in with them, one by one, without my mom seeing. I was sure she'd ban
them. I put some in my Liverpool F.C. bag and wrapped my coat around
others; I took them up into my room and hid them in a closet.
When I was done carrying all the stones I went back out and gathered firewood. I filled my Liverpool bag with thin sticks and kindling.
Then I took the stones out of the closet and arranged them in a circle on
the floor. I put the sticks and the kindling in the middle of the ring.
I built my fireplace like the Indians in cowboy movies do. It would be
cosy to lie in bed and read Duck Tales beside a crackling campfire. Mom
would certainly be thrilled when she saw it. Dad would sit beside me, or
maybe at the campfire, when he came home from work. We could go
out to Elliðaár river. I could catch a few salmon and we could come back
and grill them over my fire.
I'm an Indian. I'm in a tribe of Indians. Mom won't sew me Indian
clothes. She's stopped sewing because of the arthritis in her fingers.
But I've got a knife and a headdress with feathers in it, which I bought
in a toy store in Grímsbær shopping center. It's really very handsome,
with a brown plastic stretchy headband that goes around your forehead.
The plastic piece goes over your ears and hangs down from them.
On the headpiece there's all sorts of patterns; colorful feathers stick
up into the air from your forehead and hang down over your shoulders.
These feathers are like the ones chieftains have.
The knife is real, big and strong, in a leather holster which has
a glorious leather smell. Dad calls him Sting. But it's an Indian knife,
a real and authentic Indian knife: Made in U.S.A. I do not know what
that means but I think it is some kind of Indian mark. Maybe it's the name
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of some Indian chief. A knife is the only thing an Indian needs. Everything
else can be taken away from him. He can be in everyday clothes and he
can look like everyone else. But he never forgets his knife. He needs it in
order to defend himself, to cut all kinds of rope, to whittle, to hunt dinner.
When the fire was ready, I snuck out. Mom was talking on the phone
inside her room. I casually walked into the living room. I took a big table
lighter from the table and stuck it in my pocket. Then I went back into my
room and lit the fire pile.
It didn't take the fire long to get under way. First the paper burned,
then as it reached the flames it engulfed the sticks and before I knew it
the fires of Hell had broken out. And smoke! My eyes stung and I was in
tears. The room was full of smoke. I ran outside, coughing. Mom broke
off her phone conversation and came running. The smoke was out of the
bedroom door.

“BOUNDLESSLY CREATIVE AND
EXTREMELY COMPASSIONATE.”
— VICE

“JÓN GNARR HAS GIVEN THE MAYOR
PROFESSION A NEW HUMAN EARNESTY
WITH RADICAL STAND-UP STYLE, AND
HAS CHISELED AWAY THE STAGNANCY
IN THAT POST WITH EXPLOSIVE HUMOR.”
—BJÖRK

“THE BLEAK AND HUMOROUS
EXPERIENCE OF A CHILD WHO
FEELS HIMSELF TO BE AN OUTCAST.”
—PALL BALDVIN BALDVINSSON IN FRETTABLADID
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C ALLIG R AP H Y LE S S O N
T HE CO L LE CT ED ST ORI E S

M IK H AIL SH ISH K IN
T RANSLAT ED F RO M T H E RU SSIAN BY MARIAN SCHWARTZ,
LEO SH T U T IN, SYLVIA MAIZELL, AND MARI YA BASHKATOVA

MARKETING PLANS
·Co-op available
·Advance reader copies
·National print and online campaign
·Outreach to literary translation publications
and websites
·Social media campaign
·Promotion through deepvellum.org

PUBLISHING DATE

MAY 12, 2015
TITLE

CALLIGRAPHY LESSON:
THE COLLECTED STORIES
AUTHOR

MIKHAIL SHISHKIN

AUTHOR HOMETOWNS
Zurich, Switzerland & Berlin, Germany

ORIGINAL LANGUAGE

RUSSIAN

TRANSLATORS

TRANSLATORS' HOMETOWNS
Marian Schwartz: Austin, Texas

MARIAN SCHWARTZ,
LEO SHTUTIN,
MARIYA BASHKATOVA,
& SYLVIA MAIZELL

Leo Shtutin: London, United Kingdom
Mariya Bashkatova: Vancouver, Washington

FICTION/BIOGRAPHY & AUTOBIOGRAPHY
5¼ x 8¼ INCHES, 221 PAGES
TRADE PAPER US $14.95/CAN $16.50
PAPERBACK 978 -1- 941920 - 02 - 2 W
E-BOOK 978 -1- 941920 -03- 9

15

SPRING 2015 CATALOG

THE FIRST SHORT STORY COLLECTION
BY THE GREATEST CONTEMPORARY RUSSIAN WRITER,
MIKHAIL SHISHKIN, SPANNING HIS ENTIRE
WRITING CAREER, 1993 –2013.
This is the first English-language collection of short stories by Russia's
greatest contemporary author, Mikhail Shishkin, the only author to win
all three of Russia's most prestigious literary awards.
Frequently mentioned in Nobel Prize discussions, Shishkin's short fiction
is the perfect introduction to his breathtaking oeuvre. His stories touch
on the same timeless themes as his novels: stories of love and loss, death
and eternal life, emigration and exile.
Calligraphy Lesson spans Shishkin's entire writing career, including his
first published story, the 1993 Debut Prize-winning “Calligraphy Lesson,”
and his most recent story “Nabokov's Inkblot,” written for dramatic
adaptation in Zurich in 2013.

LEO SHTUTIN

MIKHAIL SHISHKIN
Mikhail Shishkin (b. 1961 in Moscow)
is one of the most prominent names in
contemporary Russian literature. A former
interpreter for refugees in Switzerland,
Shishkin divides his time between Moscow,
Switzerland, and Germany.

MARIAN SCHWARTZ
Marian Schwartz studied Russian at
Harvard University, Middlebury Russian
School, and Leningrad State University,
and received a Master of Arts in Slavic Languages and Literatures from the University
of Texas at Austin. Her translation of Anna
Karenina has just been published by Yale
University Press. She lives in Austin, Texas.

Leo Shtutin has a PhD from Oxford, and
is a freelance translator with knowledge
of several languages and experience of
professional translating and interpreting,
as well as work at the BBC.

MARIYA BASHKATOVA
Mariya Bashkatova is a senior at Brown
University studying Comparative Literature
and Cognitive Neuroscience.

SYLVIA MAIZELL
Sylvia Maizell studied Russian Literature
at the University of Chicago, in Moscow
and in Saint Petersburg, and taught Russian
in addition to her work as a translator.
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Good God, what criminals? They're ordinary people. One blind
drunk, another out of his mind, commit God knows what atrocity and
are now thoroughly horrified themselves. We have no idea, they say, not
a clue. And anyway, how could you even think that I, fine, upstanding
man that I am, might do something like that? So they write petitions
and solicitations and then more petitions and solicitations, begging for
mercy, but no one has the slightest notion of how to hold a pen. Allow
me to demonstrate. Lay the left side of the middle finger, down by the
nail, against the right side of the pen. Like this. Lay the thumb, also close
to the nail, against the left side, and let the index finger rest but not
press on top, as if it were stroking the pen's back. The pen rests against
the base of the index finger's third joint. These three fingers are called
the writing fingers. Neither the pinkie nor the ring finger should touch
the paper. There should always be space, air, between the hand and
the paper. If the hand is constrained and lies on the paper, if even the
tip of the pinkie rests there, the wrist has no freedom of movement.
The pen must touch the paper lightly, easily, without the least tension,
as if it were simply playing. The pinkie and ring fingers, I assure you,
are nothing but bestial atavisms, and one can both write and make
the sign of the cross without them.
You see, I can never get anything right. For instance, a few days ago
I decided to drown myself. Really, don't laugh. I dashed off a note and
taped it to the mirror. But first, for some unknown reason, I decided to
stop in at the bathhouse. I have no idea why. Oddly enough, I remember
this one sturdy woman washing her red hair across from me. She was
sprinkled all over with freckles--on her breasts, her belly, her back, her
legs. Her hair was thick and long and soaked up so much water that
when she straightened up, the washtub was nearly empty and an entire
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waterfall came crashing down into it. When I finally got to the bridge,
a barge was drifting by below. The men down there shouted something
and laughed, as if to say, Come on, jump! I waited for it to pass, but
right behind came another barge and another. They kept shouting and
laughing from each one and there was no end to those barges in sight.
All of a sudden it struck me as funny, too, so I went home, arriving
before anyone else, thank God. I took down the note, grabbed a loaf
of bread, and gobbled up the whole thing practically. Actually, this is
all totally beside the point. Go on. Now where were we?

“[SHISHKIN] MANAGES TO ENGAGE
RUSSIA’S LITERARY HERITAGE WHILE AT
THE SAME TIME CREATING SOMETHING
NEW AND ALTOGETHER ORIGINAL.”
— WORLD LITERATURE TODAY

“ONE OF THE MOST PROMINENT NAMES
IN MODERN RUSSIAN LITERATURE.”
— PUBLISHERS WEEKLY

“OFTEN SINGS WITH POWERFULLY
ESTRANGED, ORIGINAL OBSERVATIONS...
MINUTIAE AND GRAND PHILOSOPHY
COLLIDE ON EVERY PAGE.”
—BORIS FISHMAN, THE NEW YORK TIMES BOOK REVIEW
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AN D T H E W AL L

ALISA GANIEVA
TRANSLATED FROM THE RUSSIAN BY

CAROL APOLLONIO

PUBLISHING DATE

JUNE 16, 2015
TITLE

THE MOUNTAIN AND THE WALL
AUTHOR

ALISA GANIEVA
ORIGINAL LANGUAGE

MARKETING PLANS
·Co-op available
·Advance reader copies
·National print and online campaign
·Outreach to literary translation publications
and websites
·Social media campaign
·10 - city national tour

RUSSIAN

AUTHOR HOMETOWN
Moscow, Russia

TRANSLATOR

DR. CAROL APOLLONIO

TRANSLATOR HOMETOWN
Durham, North Carolina

FICTION/BIOGRAPHY
& AUTOBIOGRAPHY
5¼ x 8¼ INCHES, 250 PAGES
TRADE PAPER US $14.95/CAN $16.50
PAPERBACK 978 -1- 941920 -15- 2 W
E-BOOK 978 -1- 941920 -14 - 5
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THE LITERARY DEBUT OF A PROMISING YOUNG
RUSSIAN AUTHOR FROM AN UNKNOWN COUNTRY,
A TALE OF POLITICS AND RELIGION COLLIDING.
This remarkable debut novel by a unique young Russian voice portrays
the noxious effects of political intolerance and religious violence in the
lives of people forced to choose between evils.
The Mountain and the Wall focuses on Shamil, a young local reporter
in Makhachkala, the capital of Russia's restive province of Dagestan,
and his reactions, or lack thereof, to rumors that the Russian government
is building a wall to cut off the Muslim provinces of the Caucasus from
the rest of Russia. As unrest spreads and the tension builds, Shamil's life
is turned upside down, and he can no longer afford to ignore the violence
surrounding him.
With a fine sense for mounting catastrophe, Alisa Ganieva tells the
story of the decline of a society torn apart by its inherent extremes.

ALISA GANIEVA
Alisa Ganieva, born in 1985, grew up
in Makhachkala, Dagestan. Her literary
debut, the novella Salaam, Dalgat!, won
the prestigious Debut Prize in 2009. Shortlisted for all of Russia's major literary
awards, The Mountain and the Wall is her
first novel, and has already been translated
into several languages. Ganieva lives in
Moscow, where she works as a journalist
and literary critic.

“THE MOUNTAIN AND THE
WALL IS A MAJOR EVENT
IN CONTEMPORARY
RUSSIAN LITERATURE…”
—ULRICH M. SCHMID,

DR. CAROL APOLLONIO
Dr. Carol Apollonio is Professor of the
Practice of Russian at Duke University. Her
most recent translation is German Sadulaev's
The Maya Pill (Dalkey Archive, 2014). In
addition to being an accomplished translator,
Dr. Apollonio is also a scholar specializing
in the works of Fyodor Dostoevsky and
Chekhov and on problems of translation. She
is the author of the monograph Dostoevsky's
Secrets (2009), and she has edited volumes
and numerous articles on nineteenth century
Russian literature. She was awarded the
Russian Ministry of Culture's Chekhov Medal
in 2010, and she currently serves as President of the North American Dostoevsky
Society. dostoevsky-na.org @flath3
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Through the clinking of glasses a sound was heard, something metallic.
Anvar, who had dozed off, looked up and saw that the chandelier was
trembling. Then the trembling stopped. Kerim also looked up at the chandelier and his memory flashed back to the great Makhachkala earthquake. Back then, when he was a child, it had seemed like some kind of
romantic adventure. It had been exciting to sleep in a tent, to dream up
with disaster scenarios with Rashid and Tolik, to rush around the town in
his too-big boy's underwear.
Later, when he was a student, Tolik had gotten interested in [stones
and] minerals, and one autumn Kerim had taken him to his village in the
mountains, where there was a big limestone-dolomite ridge. Tolik got on
a donkey and rode up to the ridge with a local boy as a guide, inspiring
snide commentary at the godekan,1 where the locals sat around for days
on end warming themselves under old burkas. When Tolik gathered two
bags of mushrooms in the low mountain forest and hung them out to dry
on Kerim's veranda people came specially to view this strange sight. They
were afraid that the mushrooms were poisonous and didn't eat them.
“I've come to talk to you about something, Iusup,” said Abdul-Malik,
wiping his lips with a napkin. “Nurik here is my nephew, and…”
He nodded in the direction of the silent man with the moustache,
and Iusup moved closer to sit by them.
“It's not a secret, really,” began Abdul-Malik in a low voice, fidgeting with his hands and lowering his eyes. “It's about Kizilyurt. They're
holding elections there for the Oblast Assembly, and they won't register
Nurik. They keep coming up with some reason or other. We have all his
papers in order. Yesterday Nurik went to the Board of Elections with his
1 Gathering place for men in Dagesti mountain settlements. Originally it served as a local
representative assembly.
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dzhamaat,2 and security wouldn't let them through. Somehow two of them
made it in, but when they did, the officials there ripped up their papers
and kicked them out…A real nightmare, believe me. Our guys lost patience and before you know it things got out of control and people started
shooting. One of my cousins was hit in the shoulder, and another one is
in the hospital. So then the younger guys decided to set some buildings
on fire, and the others barely managed to stop them. But you know our
tukhum 3 isn't just going to stand by and let something like that happen.”
“Vakh, but where was the director at that point?”
“It was his own guards who did it.”
“But why?”
“He's got a grudge against me; his nephew was blown up in his car,
and he claims that it was guys in our department who did it.”
Abdul-Malik glanced around at the others. The women had gone
off somewhere, but Kerim, Dibir, Anvar, and Maga were in the corner
arguing about something, jabbing with their fingers at the metal goat
sculpture on the side table.
“Was his nephew hiding in the mountains/in one of the mountain
groups, or what?” asked Iusup.
“He was, and it took us a long time to find him. He had slipped
flash drives to some businessmen, you know what I mean. Along the
lines of, ‘Donate money to Jihad or we'll kill you.’ Anyway, after we
found his nephew he raised a big stink. Protests, you name it, ai-yai:
‘The Mothers of Dagestan,’ that kind of thing. And now he won't give
Nurik any peace.”
Nurik said nothing, just nodded.
2 Group of comrades. It has recently come to refer to militant salafit groups active in the
Northern Caucasus.
3 In Dagestan—one's local community, obshchina.
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A MASTERFUL STORYTELLER AND CERVANTES
PRIZE WINNER REFLECTS ON THE POWER OF
LITERATURE AND TRAVEL TO CHANGE OUR LIVES.
The Journey features one of the world's master storytellers at work as he
skillfully recounts two weeks of travel around the Soviet Union in 1986.
From the first paragraph Pitol dislocates the sense of reality, masterfully
and playfully blurring the lines between fiction and fact.
This adventurous story, based on the author's own travel journals,
parades through some of the territories that the author lived in and traveled
through (Prague, the Caucasus, Moscow, Leningrad) as he reflects on the
impact of Russia's sacred literary pantheon in his life and the power that
literature holds over us all.
The Journey, the second work in Pitol's remarkable “Trilogy of Memory”
(which Deep Vellum is publishing in its entirety), which won him the
prestigious Cervantes Prize in 2005 and inspired the newest generation
of Spanish-language writers, represents the perfect example of one of the
world's greatest authors at the peak of his power.
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INTRODUCTION
And suddenly, one day, I asked myself: Why is it that you've omitted
Prague from your writings? Don't you get tired of constantly returning to
the same stale topics: your childhood at the Potrero sugar mill, your astonishment upon arriving in Rome, your blindness in Venice? Is it possible that
you enjoy being captive inside that narrow circle? Out of sheer habit or
an impoverishment of vision, of language? Is it possible that you've turned
into a mummy, a stiff, without even realizing it?
Shock treatment can achieve superb results. It stimulates fibers that
are languishing, rescues energies that are on the verge of being lost.
It's sometimes fun to provoke oneself. Without going too far, of course;
I never ridicule myself in my self-criticism; I take care to alternate severity
with dithyramb. Instead of raging against my limitations, I have learned to
contemplate them with graciousness and even with a degree of complicity.
From this game, my writing is born; at least it seems to be.
A chronicler of the real, a novelist, and if talented even better—Dickens,
for example—conceives of the human comedy not only as a mere vanity
fair, but rather, he uses it to show us a complex timing mechanism where
extreme generosity coexists and participates with sordid crimes, where
the best ideals man has ever conceived and achieved fail to separate him
from his infinite blunders, pettiness, and his perennial demonstrations of indifference to life, the world, himself; he will create with his pen admirable
characters and situations. With the vast sum of human imperfections and
the least, the bleakest, it must be said, of his virtues, Tolstoy or Dostoevsky,
Stendhal or Faulkner, Rulfo or Guimarães Rosa have obtained results of
supreme perfection. Evil is the great protagonist, and even if it is usually
defeated in the end, it never completely is. Extreme perfection in the novel
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is the fruit of the imperfection of our species.
From what delirious alchemy did the most perfect books I know arise:
Schwob's The Children's Crusade; Kafka's The Metamorphosis; The
Aleph, by Jorge Luis Borges, Monterroso's Perpetual Motion?
Somewhere between jest and truth, I managed to convince myself
that the debt I owed to Prague was to some extent scandalous. I spent six
years in that city with a diplomatic post, from May 1983 to September
1988: a decisive period in the history of the world. I planned to write
some reflections on that time. Not the essay of a political scientist, which
for me would be grotesque, but a literary chronicle in a minor key.

“THIS WELL-CONCEIVED TALE
OF JOURNEY AND DISCOVERY
CONFIRMS PITOL'S ABILITY TO
TRANSLATE HIS EXPERIENCES
INTO INTERESTING READING.”
—PUBLISHERS WEEKLY ON THE JOURNEY

“SERGIO PITOL IS NOT ONLY
OUR BEST ACTIVE STORYTELLER,
HE IS ALSO THE BRAVEST
RENOVATOR OF OUR LITERATURE.”
—ÁLVARO ENRIGUE ON THE JOURNEY

26

DEEP VELLUM PUBLISHING

T EX AS
T HE GR EAT T HE FT

CAR MEN BOUL LOSA
T RANSLAT ED F RO M T H E SPANISH BY

S AMANT H A S CH NEE

BOOK EVENTS
Los Angeles, San Diego, & San Francisco,
California
Brooklyn & New York, New York
Austin, Dallas, Fort Worth, Houston,
& San Antonio, Texas

PUBLISHING DATE

DECEMBER 2, 2014
AVAILABLE TO ORDER NOW
TITLE

TEXAS: THE GREAT THEFT

AUTHOR HOMETOWNS
Brooklyn, New York & Mexico City, Mexico

AUTHOR

CARMEN BOULLOSA
ORIGINAL LANGUAGE

SPANISH

TRANSLATOR HOMETOWN
London, United Kingdom

TRANSLATOR

SAMANTHA SCHNEE
FICTION
5¼ x 8¼ INCHES, 304 PAGES
TRADE PAPER US $14.95/CAN $16.50
PAPERBACK 978 -1- 941920 - 00 - 8 W
E-BOOK 978 -1- 941920 - 01-5

27

SPRING 2015 CATALOG

LOOSELY BASED ON THE LITTLE-KNOWN
1859 MEXICAN INVASION OF THE UNITED STATES,
KNOWN AS THE CORTINA TROUBLES
Carmen Boullosa's newest novel Texas is a richly imagined evocation
of the volatile Tex-Mex borderland, wrested from Mexico in 1848.
Boullosa views the border history through distinctly Mexican eyes,
and her sympathetic portrayal of each of her wildly diverse characters—
Mexican ranchers and Texas Rangers, Comanches and cowboys, German
socialists and runaway slaves, Southern belles and dance hall girls—
makes her storytelling tremendously powerful and absorbing. With the
Mexican-American border such a front-burner concern today, this novel
that brilliantly illuminates its historical landscape is especially welcome.
Texas is Boullosa's fourth novel to appear in English.￼
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PART TWO
(SIX WEEKS LATER)
THE DARK, MOONLESS NIGHT is approaching its end. The sawing of
the cicadas quickens, almost deafening.
In Matasánchez, in the courtyard of Aunt Cuca's house, by the light
of a candle in a hurricane lantern, Catalino approaches Sombra,
Fidencio's mule.
Sombra spent the night tied to the kitchen porch with a short rope
“to keep her from eating the geraniums.” The mule pulled relentlessly at
the cord, breaking thread after thread, until it wore long and thin. There
are no geraniums left, Sombra nibbled them all, one by one.
“What to do with you, Sombra?!”
The previous afternoon, the kitchen girls, Lucha and Amalia, helped
Catalino load the dovecote onto the cart, covering it with sacks of oats
and a tarpaulin to disguise the cargo.
It was Lucha's idea to protect the flowers by tethering Sombra with the
short rope, but it would have been better to move the flowerpots.
Carefully —“Don't get all worked up, my pretties”— Catalino loads onto
Sombra's back the cage made of reeds containing Favorita, the brothers'
favorite; Hidalgo, their best bird; and Pajarita, who always returns to
Bruneville, no matter where she goes on land or water. “You're prettier
when you're quiet, my little feather-balls.” Catalino always wakes up on
the right side of the bed — he's chatty this morning. But by the time the sun
rises he'll be silent — he'll open his mouth only to read the messages from
his pigeons.
“When that boy speaks he sounds like a little pigeon,” says Amalia.
He loads a flat sack of straw onto Sombra's back, laying an old
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blanket — more holes than wool — on top of that, and he adjusts the
harness to the cart. He unfastens the cart from the traces and, taking care
not to tilt the dovecote too much, places the yoke onto Sombra's harness
and secures it.
Sombra is a faithful creature — gluttonous, but faithful — accustomed to
following whomever is in front of her. There's no need to tug at her or lead
her by a rope. “That's how you got your name, wherever I go, my little
shadow, you're right there behind me.”
Sombra is Fidencio's pride and joy; the cart, rough and poorly made,
is his shame.
Catalino opens the doorway to the street. He passes through with
Sombra and “his pretties” behind him. He doesn't turn to close it.
He's taken only a few steps when he hears the cock crow. The pigeons
reply with half-swallowed warbles, ooos that are more sad than songful.
Catalino whistles a melody so no one will hear them and hurries along.
The horizon appears as a delicate blue line that turns pink in a matter
of seconds.
Noontime yesterday instructions arrived: “Stay on their heels and keep
us informed.” Hidalgo delivered the message.

“MEXICO'S BEST WOMAN WRITER.”
—ROBERTO BOLAÑO

“CARMEN BOULLOSA WRITES WITH
A HEART-STOPPING COMMAND
OF LANGUAGE.”
—ALMA GUILLERMOPRIETO

30

DEAR READERS,
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to foster the art and craft of translation; and to build a more vibrant book
culture in Dallas and beyond. We seek out works of literature that might
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WHAT DOES “DEEP VELLUM” MEAN?

When I founded Deep Vellum in Dallas, I wanted to select a name for my new publishing house
that tied us to the cultural history of the state we call home from the start. I wanted a name that
would resonate with readers across Texas. So I put out a Facebook update asking for ideas,
and the very first name suggested was Deep Vellum. It was perfect—the search was over.
But why Deep Vellum? What does it mean?
Deep Ellum is the name of the arts & entertainment district in Dallas that lies in the center of
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Southern pronunciation of “Elm,” the name of the main street running through the neighborhood,
where bars, hotels, music venues, nightclubs, speakeasies, restaurants, tattoo parlors, bookstores and other exciting destinations have been packed in together from the early 20th century
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The importance of “vellum” as the pun in our name cannot be understated: much of
publishing's early history, including Gutenberg's first books, feature books printed on vellum,
an ancient form of paper originally made from calfskin, but which today is sold as a beautiful
synthetic paper. And using Deep Vellum as a name is a way of saying, “We acknowledge
publishing's history with book printing, and promise to actively pursue publishing's future,
keeping the reader engaged with literature regardless of the vessel through which the text is
transmitted, whether printed on vellum or digitally transmitted through a screen.”
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entire history of publishing all at once. It is a name that means everything and nothing all at
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When asked the name of our publishing house, the first question is always, “So you work
in Deep Ellum?” Yes we do work in Deep Ellum, and we are proud of it. Look for Deep Vellum's
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