REPRODUCTION
a novel by Ian Williams

90,000 words / Finished books available

FEATURED AT 2020 TURIN & EDINBURGH BOOK FAIRS
A HILARIOUS AND POIGNANT LOVE STORY ABOUT
WHAT HAPPENS WHEN STRANGERS BECOME FAMILY
• WINNER OF THE GILLER PRIZE
• NATIONAL BESTSELLER
• SHORTLISTED FOR THE TORONTO BOOK AWARD
• SHORTLISTED FOR THE AMAZON FIRST NOVEL AWARD
Told with the savvy of Zadie Smith, Reproduction is a tale of love among
inherited and invented families. Ian Williams’ rambunctious novel sweeps
through a world of racial and religious mash-ups, cultural collisions, and
cross-pollinations galore.

Praise for Reproduction

“This gorgeous novel vibrates with life. Williams’ compassion for his characters
transforms them from ordinary beings into uncommon souls. We know these
people: their flaws, their foibles and their fuck-ups. We recognise them because
we share the same vagaries of living, wherever we are born. Stylistically inventive
and narratively compelling, Reproduction is a stunning achievement.
— AMINATTA FORNA, author of Happiness
“Ian Williams’s Reproduction is many things at once. It’s an engrossing story of
disparate people brought together and also a masterful unfolding of unexpected
connections and collisions between and across lives otherwise separated by
race, class, gender and geography. It’s a pointed and often playful plotting out
of individual and shared stories in the close spaces of hospital rooms, garages,
mansions and apartments, and a symphonic performance of resonant and
dissonant voices, those of persons wanting to impress persuade, deny, or
beguile others, and always trying again.” — GILLER PRIZE JURY CITATION
“Reproduction’s genius is its weaponized empathy, the precision-etched intensity
of Williams’ gritty, witty, wholly unsentimental exploration of the collision of human
hearts and the messy aftermath. Love, and its lack, form a spectrum that the
characters bounce between, searching for connections, redemption and meaning.”
— EDEN ROBINSON, author of Monkey Beach and Son of a Trickster
“The startling brilliance of Ian Williams stems from his restlessness with form.
His ceaseless creativity in sussing out the right patterning of story, the right vernacular
nuance, the right diagram and deftly dropped reference — all in service of vividly illuminating
the intermingled comedy and trauma of family.” — DAVID CHARIANDY, author of Brother

RIGHTS SOLD
US: Europa Editions, April 2020
UK: Dialogue Books / Little, Brown
CANADA: Random House
WORLD ENGLISH AUDIO: Audible
ITALIAN: Keller Editore

See also www.ianwilliams.ca
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IAN WILLIAMS is the author of Personals, shortlisted for the Griffin Poetry Prize and the
Robert Kroetsch Poetry Book Award; Not Anyone’s Anything, winner of the Danuta Gleed
Literary Award for the best first collection of short fiction in Canada; and You Know Who
You Are, a finalist for the ReLit Prize for poetry. He was named one of ten Canadian writers
to watch by CBC. Williams is currently assistant professor of poetry in the Creative Writing
program at the University of British Columbia. He completed his doctorate in English at
the University of Toronto under George Elliott Clarke. In 2014-2015, he was the Canadian
Writer-in-Residence for the University of Calgary’s Distinguished Writers Program. He has
held fellowships or residencies from Vermont Studio Center, the Banff Center, Cave Canem,
and the National Humanities Center. Born in Trinidad, Williams grew up in Brampton,
Ontario, and worked in Massachusetts and Toronto before moving to Vancouver.

REPRODUCTION AN EXCERPT
FELICIA FOUND HER MOTHER in Palliative, sharing a room with an elderly woman. It was
strange to see her mother sleeping in public. She was normally a vigilant woman with chameleon
eyes that seemed to move independently from one point of suspicion to another. Now, although
they were both closed, she seemed uneasy, perhaps with the fact that her bra had been removed
by strangers and her breasts splayed unflatteringly sideways.
Between the two beds, a man stood holding his wrists like the Escher print of hands
drawing themselves. It would become his characteristic position. From forehead to jaw, his
head was the same width as his neck. From shoulders to feet, he seemed constrained in a tight
magic box, ready to be sawed in two. Put together, he comprised two rectangles stacked on each
other — a tall, abstract snowman. His pants were wet from the knee down. Despite that, Felicia
presumed he was the doctor because he was a man, a white man, a middle-aged white man,
wearing a pinstriped shirt, but it turned out he was only a man, a white man, a middle-aged
white man, wearing stripes and gripping his wrists.
Unconscious, Edgar said.
Unconscious or sleeping? Felicia asked.
Unconscious, he repeated. He presented the woman in the other bed as proof of his
medical expertise. My mother. She’s sleeping.
His mother’s mouth was open. There was brown industrial papertowel on her chest to
catch the leaking saliva. She gave the impression of needing to be laced up — as if by pulling
the strings of a corset one could restore her mouth, her skin, her posture, to their former
attentiveness.
She’s not going to make it, Edgar said. He flicked the bag of intravenous solution with his
middle finger, then looked for some change to register in his mother. Seconds later, she began
coughing. Her cheeks filled with thick liquid as Edgar searched for a cup, her spittoon. Felicia
happened to swallow at the same time as his mother and while looking at the lump go down
the woman’s throat, she felt the phlegm go down her own. She pulled the collar of her coat tight
around her neck.
Felicia turned back to her mother. Her mother was so careful about applying makeup and
now there was no trace of it on her. Where were her earrings? Her nail polish looked more
crimson than red. Felicia knocked on her knuckles.
You hearing me? Felicia leaned in. You hearing me?
She thought she saw her mother frown. She frowned. Or perhaps it was a deception of light,
the passing accident of light reflected from someone’s watch face.
Felicia heard the jaunty jingle of keys behind her.
So what brings your mother here on this fine autumn afternoon?
Without moving the rest of her body, Felicia twisted her cervical vertebrae to see if he
was serious.
Mutter, here, couldn’t breathe, he offered. It’s her pneumonia. He put an odd stress on the
her as if he were settling a dispute between feuding children: it’s her doll, let her have it. They
think the cancer might have spread to her other lung. We’re waiting. It’s not easy. The waiting.
Not easy at all. Come on, get in there.
Felicia turned around fully. She hadn’t seen snow since arriving in Canada.
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SON OF A TRICKSTER
a novel by Eden Robinson

86,000 words / Finished books now available

FEATURED AT FRANKFURT 2020
THE FIRST INSTALLMENT OF A TRILOGY
• NATIONAL BESTSELLER 3 YEARS AFTER PUBLICATION
• TV SERIES BROADCASTING IN FALL 2020
• CANADA READS 2020 SELECTION
Eden Robinson’s Trickster Trilogy is like nothing that has ever come out of the
American Indian community. It is an edgy, dark, modern-day Native teenage
boys’ tale, set in a world that mixes fantasy, gaming devices, and popular
culture with the aboriginal spirit world, drugs, and alcoholism. It combines
aboriginal belief systems and severely dysfunctional family dynamics with
horror and mordant humour.
Jared, seventeen, has quit drugs and drinking. But his troubles are not
over: he’s being stalked by David, his mom’s ex. And his mother, Maggie,
a living, breathing badass as well as a witch, can’t protect him.
As the son of a Trickster, Jared is a magnet for magic — he sees ghosts,
he sees monsters, he sees the creature that creeps out of his bedroom wall and
wants to suck his toes. He also still hears the Trickster in his head, and other
voices too. And when crisis hits, Jared can’t ignore his true nature any longer.

Praise for Volume One, Son of a Trickster
• SHORTLISTED FOR THE GILLER PRIZE / NATIONAL BESTSELLER
“The first in a trilogy, Son of a Trickster is an incredibly engaging, coming-of-age
story of an indigenous teen in northern British Columbia. Eden Robinson’s almost
magical ability to blend wry humor, magical realism and teenage reality will have
you holding your breath for the next in the series.” — THE NEW YORK TIMES,
“Summer Reads from Canada”
“Robinson has a gift for making disparate elements come together into a
convincing narrative, breathing myth, lore and magic into otherwise harsh realities.
The novel clips along with short, pointed sentences and lively scenes of Jared’s
conundrum, building in raunchy crescendo as teen anger and spirit worlds collide.”
— MACLEAN’S MAGAZINE
“What this novel does for the non-indigenous reader is to make totem poles, masks, and legends
come alive. This remarkable novel takes indigenous writing to a new level.” — BC BOOKWORLD
“A charmingly chaotic tale.” — THE TORONTO STAR

Photo: Courtesy of CBC

ALSO AVAILABLE
Trickster Drift • Bloodsports
• Monkey Beach • Traplines

“This is an engaging novel whose characters come fully to life.” — THE VANCOUVER SUN

RIGHTS SOLD
CANADA: Knopf, October 2018
TV: Sienna Films
WORLD ENGLISH AUDIO: Audible

COMING SOON
The Return of the Trickster, the
conclusion to the Trickster trilogy.

EDEN ROBINSON is the author of Son of a Trickster, a 2017 finalist for the Scotiabank

Giller Prize, Bloodsports, and Monkey Beach, winner of the Ethel Wilson Fiction Prize,
and a finalist for the Giller Prize and the Governor General’s Award for Fiction. Eden
has also won the Writers Trust of Canada Fellowship. She has matriarchal tendencies
and her hobbies include: Shopping for the Apocalypse, using vocabulary as a weapon,
nominating cousins to council while they’re out of town, chair yoga, looking up
possible diseases or syndromes on the interwebs, perfecting gluten-free bannock
and playing Mah-jong. She lives in Kitimat, BC.

TRICKSTER DRIFT
a novel by Eden Robinson

90,000 words / Finished books now available

FEATURED AT FRANKFURT 2020
THE SECOND INSTALLMENT OF A TRILOGY
• NATIONAL BESTSELLER
• TV SERIES COMING IN FALL 2020
• WINNER OF THE BC BOOK PRIZE FOR FICTION
• AUTHOR IS A 2020 GILLER PRIZE JUROR
Eden Robinson’s Trickster Trilogy is like nothing that has ever come out of the
American Indian community. It is an edgy, dark, modern-day Native teenage
boys’ tale, set in a world that mixes fantasy, gaming devices, and popular
culture with the aboriginal spirit world, drugs, and alcoholism. It combines
aboriginal belief systems and severely dysfunctional family dynamics with
horror and mordant humour.
Jared, seventeen, has quit drugs and drinking. But his troubles are not
over: he’s being stalked by David, his mom’s ex. And his mother, Maggie,
a living, breathing badass as well as a witch, can’t protect him.
As the son of a Trickster, Jared is a magnet for magic — he sees ghosts,
he sees monsters, he sees the creature that creeps out of his bedroom wall and
wants to suck his toes. He also still hears the Trickster in his head, and other
voices too. And when crisis hits, Jared can’t ignore his true nature any longer.

Praise for Volume Two, Trickster Drift

“Robinson handles the new instalment of Jared’s story with ease and grace, her
trademark good humour and often-disturbing imagination in equal display….
The third novel can’t come soon enough.” — THE TORONTO STAR
“Robinson understands, like few writers do, how comedy (when committed to fully)
can enhance and deepen un-funny emotions such as horror, sadness and pain.”
— THE WINNIPEG FREE PRESS
“The book is full of light and love. Robinson has a loopy and wonderful sense of
humour, expressed not just by her trademark laughter but her delightful author’s bios.”
– THE GLOBE AND MAIL
“Crafting such exquisite coming-of-age tales that can bring equal parts tears of
sadness and laughter takes a certain kind of narrative genius.” – THE VANCOUVER SUN
“Canadian Haisla/Heiltsuk writer Eden Robinson has delivered the second in her trickster
trilogy — the first instalment, Son of a Trickster, was shortlisted for the Giller Prize. Trickster
Drift is even better. It’s an enlightening, entertaining, and very funny novel.” – NOW (Toronto)
“The mix of sharp comedy, quick character sketches, and unsettling horror is note-perfect.”
– QUILL AND QUIRE

RIGHTS SOLD
CANADA: Knopf, October 2018
TV: Sienna Films
WORLD ENGLISH AUDIO: Audible

COMING SOON
The Return of the Trickster, the
conclusion to the Trickster trilogy.
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ALSO AVAILABLE
Son of a Trickster • Bloodsports
• Monkey Beach • Traplines

EDEN ROBINSON is the author of Son of a Trickster, a 2017 finalist for the Scotiabank

Giller Prize, Bloodsports, and Monkey Beach, winner of the Ethel Wilson Fiction Prize,
and a finalist for the Giller Prize and the Governor General’s Award for Fiction. Eden
has also won the Writers Trust of Canada Fellowship. She has matriarchal tendencies
and her hobbies include: Shopping for the Apocalypse, using vocabulary as a weapon,
nominating cousins to council while they’re out of town, chair yoga, looking up
possible diseases or syndromes on the interwebs, perfecting gluten-free bannock
and playing Mah-jong. She lives in Kitimat, BC.

THE LAST NEANDERTHAL
a novel by Claire Cameron

80,000 words / Finished books now available

FEATURED AT FRANKFURT 2020
A RIVETING DRAMA ABOUT THE PERILS OF MOTHERHOOD
AT THE END OF THE NEANDERTHAL ERA — AND IN OUR OWN
• SHORTLISTED FOR THE ROGERS WRITERS’ TRUST FICTION PRIZE
Praise for The Last Neanderthal

“This vivid and at times melancholy novel makes clear how much we carry on from
those who existed long before us.” — USA TODAY
“A powerful, warm and thought-provoking book that artfully blends facts with fiction
to put flesh on many abstract scientific debates.” — YUVAL NOAH HARARI, New York
Times bestselling author of Sapiens
“Claire Cameron reunites us with our past, with the beginning of humanity. In this
book I lived next to people who populated the earth a very long time ago and have
long since vanished completely. To make you feel for them and, what is more, feel
with them, is a great achievement. It is one of those novels that opens the world
to you in a different way, and after finishing it this world will never look the same to
you again.” — HERMAN KOCH, author of The Dinner
“Cameron pulls out all the literary stops in giving Neanderthals as much free rein,
agency, and authenticity as possible…. This could easily be the best book that
shakes up the classic Neanderthal tropes in science fiction and fantasy. Girl’s
story and how it is told matches the evolving perception on Neanderthals and the
nuances of the Pleistocene lives. The real strength of The Last Neanderthal is
Cameron’s unwillingness to relegate Neanderthals to the Other — she lets them
simply be themselves.” — LOS ANGELES REVIEW OF BOOKS
“Claire Cameron’s evocative novel The Last Neanderthal interweaves the
contemporary with the primeval. Her page turner is anchored by the story of Dr. Rose
Gale, who discovers the bones belonging to a pair of bodies (a Neanderthal and
a modern Homo sapiens) in a cavern in France, and whose career was inspired
by H.G. Wells’s description of Neanderthals from The Outline of History… Though
Cameron signals the connection between the lives of Girl and Rose early on, the
suspense lies in the way she laces together their stories.” — THE NEW YORK TIMES

RIGHTS SOLD
US: Little, Brown, April 2017
CANADA: Doubleday, April 2017
CANADA AND UK AUDIO: Audible
CZECH REPUBLIC: Nakladatelství Jota
DENMARK: Forlaget Zara
GERMANY: btb/Random House, Fall 2020
GREECE: Brainfood Publishing Ltd.
ITALY: Società Editrice Milanese
NETHERLANDS: Cargo/De Bezige Bij
RUSSIA: Eksmo
SPAIN: Maeva
TURKEY: Mitra Yayinevi
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ALSO AVAILABLE
The Bear
Two sequels to The Last Neanderthal:
Manuscript due September 2019

CLAIRE CAMERON’S first novel was the taut thriller The Line Painter. Her second
novel, The Bear, about two small children lost in the bush after their parents are
killed by a bear, became a #1 national bestseller in Canada and was sold in eight
territories. It was longlisted for the 2014 Baileys Women’s Prize for Fiction. Claire’s
writing has appeared in The New York Times, The Globe & Mail, The Los Angeles
Review of Books and The Rumpus. She is a staff writer at The Millions. She lives in
Toronto with her husband and two sons.
See also www.claire-cameron.com

THE LAST NEANDERTHAL AN EXCERPT
HIM LIFTED HIS HEAD for a moment and surveyed the sleeping bodies. Their breaths were
still shallow. Silently, he moved to the side of Girl, the spot where Bow used to be. He settled
into the impression of the boy’s body on the hide. It was nice to feel his brother in that dent.
Him put a large arm over his sister and pulled himself in close. Her skin along the backside of
her body was cold, a clear sign that she also missed Bow. He moved in to warm her.
It wasn’t too long before she felt very warm. She was sweating and he felt pulled to her like
she was a fire that had managed to light up in a storm. She started to move under the hides
and he couldn’t help but respond. He reached out with his hand and found the thick thatch
of hair between her legs. With one finger, he felt she was wet. And feeling that, a signal came
with an urge like a kick that sent his body into action. He found Girl’s hand and pulled on it.
She followed him out into the cold.
With distance between them and the hut, Him spread out their cloaks and pulled her on
top of him. Though there was some level of acknowledgement of their action in that they tried to
keep from yelling, that was more to be sure they weren’t interrupted. They were led by impulse.
Like hunger, the immediate needs overrode any care of what might come next. Breath was heavy,
fingers found skin, they rubbed and twisted into each other with the might and strength of
rutting bucks.
It wasn’t until the morning that the trouble caught up to them.
***
Girl had tucked back into the nest. Her brother took his place at their heads, the shame
that he felt didn’t come with a flush of blood. It was more attached to the idea of his work.
Since the last father had gone hunting and not returned, his kind of shame became attached
to his attempts to fill the older man’s role. When he looked at Runt tucked away in the nest and
listened to the whistling nose of Big Mother, he didn’t feel that he had done anything to them.
Instead, he knew that he hadn’t been protecting the heads of his family. He felt guilt for that.
To honor his father and them all, he needed to watch their backs.
He lay out and closed his eyes and was glad to be back in his place. He thought of
Girl and what had happened, but his immediate worry was the sleeping head of Big Mother.
He wasn’t supposed to touch his sister like that. He ran his fingertips along the dent in his
forehead from all the rocks that Big Mother had thrown to warn him off. But what if he fell
asleep and dreamed of Girl? Would Big Mother know because of that dream? Soon his body
tugged at his mind too hard. He fell into a deep sleep.
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BLANKET TOSS UNDER MIDNIGHT SUN
by Paul Seesequasis

40,000 words, 80 photos / Finished books available

FEATURED AT FRANKFURT 2020
HONOURING THE RESILIENCE, RESOURCEFULNESS,
AND DETERMINATION OF INDIGENOUS PEOPLES
• NATIONAL BESTSELLER
• FEATURED AT FRANKFURT 2020
Blanket Toss under Midnight Sun consists of approximately eighty archival blackand-white and colour photographs of indigenous family life from 1925 to 1985,
a period of sixty years. The images portray the resilience and resourcefulness of
indigenous communities across Canada, and illustrate a way of life that has
been diminished or lost in modern times and is little known today.
The book focuses on eight communities and includes high-resolution
photos from the work of twelve photographers who spent significant time
in one region. Each photo was carefully selected for its relevance to the
geography and history of the region. The communities are:
Chapter 1: Cape Dorset (Kinngait)
Chapter 2: Nunavik
Chapter 3: James Bay
Chapter 4: Hudson Bay Watershed

Chapter 5: Saskatchewan
Chapter 6: Montana and Alberta
Chapter 7: Northwest Territories
Chapter 8: Yukon

A narrative essay for each community focuses on its history, its
families, and its cultural characteristics, including anecdotal stories,
profiles of significant individuals, and analysis of how the community
adapted to change. The essays concentrate on the human dimension and
allow the sensual aspects of the photographs (the stories within) to speak
for themselves. That sensuality captures the beauty and humanity of the
subjects through the hardest of times and through tumultuous changes,
while retaining their optimism and the resilience of the human spirit.
To counter the preponderance of stories about oppression and misery,
this collection presents positive stories celebrating indigenous experience,
as well as the stories of the photographers themselves.

Praise for Blanket Toss Under Midnight Sun

Photo: Red Works

“A revelatory work of astonishing grace, Blanket Toss Under Midnight Sun encapsulates an invisible generation
brought to glorious life. So many times the subject could have been my auntie, cousin or grandmother. When people
ask why I live on the rez, I’ll point them to this book, this stunning reclamation of narrative, which so movingly shows
the love of place, community and self.” — EDEN ROBINSON, author of Monkey Beach and Son of a Trickster
“Paul Seesequasis’s Blanket Toss Under Midnight Sun is a wonderful collection of found photographs and recovered
histories that link us to a past as old as the land and as precious as breath.”— THOMAS KING, author of The Inconvenient Indian

RIGHTS SOLD
CANADA: Knopf, October 2019
GERMANY: Luchterhand/Random

House, October 2020

PAUL SEESEQUASIS is a writer, editor, cultural activist and journalist. He was a
founding editor of the award-winning Aboriginal Voices magazine, and was editor-inchief at Theytus Books. He was the recipient of a MacLean-Hunter journalism award,
and was a program officer for a number of years at The Canada Council for the Arts.
His short stories and feature writings have been published in Canada and abroad.
His novel, Tobacco Wars, was published by Quattro Books and his latest book, a
collaboration with Mayan artist, Jesu Mora, pop wuj: An Illustrated Narrative of the
Mayan Sacred Book, was launched in Mexico City in 2015. He lives in Saskatoon.

BLANKET TOSS UNDER MIDNIGHT SUN

“Man walking on a slope carrying a fish, Cape Dorset” © Library and Archives Canada, Rosemary Gilliat
Eaton Fonds

“Deline 05 – 86 – Children – Bernice Taneton, Goldie Modeste, Patricia Takazo, Paul Kodakin, Lucy Ann Kenny,
Anne Marie Bezha, Carolina Kenny, Steven Taneton, Leonard Kenny, Northwest Territories” © NWT Archives/
René Fumoleau fonds, 1968
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THE BIRTH YARD
a novel by Mallory Tater

89,000 words / Final manuscript now available

A PRESENT-DAY TALE OF PATRIARCHY GONE AWRY
Sable Ursu has just turned eighteen, which means she is ready to breed.
Within the confines of her world, a patriarchal cult known as The Den,
female fertility and sexuality are wholly controlled by Men. In the season
they come of age, Sable and her friends, Mamie and Dinah, are paired
with a Match with whom they will breed. This pairing, decided upon by
The Den Leader, Feles, is assigned according to paternal genetics and
social rank, and a child must be conceived. The Matches are scheduled
to breed when the female’s fertility is at its peak. They are led to the
Breeding Tents where they have an hour, timed and monitored by Den
officials. Sable knows she is lucky. Her Match, Ambrose, is kind, thoughtful,
and cautious. Others are less fortunate. Mamie’s Match, Isaac abuses her.
The bruises track up and down her body. She won’t speak up, she refuses
to bring shame on her family, but Sable is determined to protect her friend.
She breaks into a house to find proof of Isaac’s crime, but when she is found
out and reported, her reputation is thrown into question. She is deemed
hysterical — the worst thing a woman can be in the eyes of The Den.
Sable is shipped to the birth yard, where the girls her age will be
monitored and drugged into submission until they give birth. Not every
pregnancy is an easy one. Miscarriages are punished if discovered.
Carrying a baby conceived outside of the assigned Match is inexcusable.
Women of The Den must decide where their trust lies: with their
government or with each other — every choice has its consequences.
But when Sable’s loyalty is questioned and her safety within The Den
threatened, she must rebel against the only life she has ever known —
the only life she has been designed for.

Praise for The Birth Yard

“With enough exquisite detail to draw a provocative landscape paired with
fast-paced action, The Birth Yard had me up all night. Mallory Tater has built
an intricate and devious world and then walked us directly into the middle of it.
Thankfully, she has also given us the strong and conflicted Sable Ursu to walk
us back out.” — CHERIE DIMALINE, bestselling author of The Marrow Thieves
and Empire of Wild

RIGHTS SOLD
CANADA: HarperCollins, March 2020
WORLD ENGLISH AUDIO (EXCL-US):

Audible

See also www.mallorytater.com
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MALLORY TATER was the recipient of the Young Buck Poetry Prize in 2016 and 2017.

She has been shortlisted for the 2017 Journey Prize for Fiction, The Malahat Review’s
2016 Far Horizon’s Contest, Room Magazine’s 2016 Fiction and Poetry Prizes, and
Arc Magazine’s 2015 Poem of The Year Contest. In 2018, she published her first
poetry collection, This Will Be Good. She is the publisher of Rahila’s Ghost Press
and a sessional poetry instructor at The University of Victoria.

THE BIRTH YARD AN EXCERPT
SEX IS AT NOON. I go to bathe and drink tea and put on my black robe. My initials are
stitched into the sleeve but it doesn’t fit well and doesn’t feel like mine. Every eighteen-year-old
girl gets to wear one when she is introduced to sex. My robe arrived in late November but I was
too shy to try it on. My initials, S and U, embroidered on it look too real. I feel too identified,
too coordinated. I face the water closet mirror.
“I can’t wear this in public. Everyone will know.”
My mother sticks her hands on her hip, squints at me. “You want them to know.
It’s an honour.”
Ambrose is coming to walk with me to the tents. He’ll hold my hand and escort me. Gram
Evelyn used to tell me about a time when there were bonds between a woman and Man before
pregnancy. Now Babies are what make a union. We aren’t solidified until the day our child is
born. But we can parade and walk and hold hands and feel a sense of union. I haven’t seen
Ambrose in so long, I feel as if we are meeting all over again.
He comes to the door and He looks pale, tired. Is he still drinking a lot since Arrivals?
Why doesn’t that bother me? It doesn’t. I get it. I get Him. He hugs me and says my robe is soft
and I smell nice.
My mother pours Him tea and He sits on the sofa. The flowers printed on the arm of the
couch seem to stretch to His slender hand. He grips the mug of tea so tight I can see His hand
pulsing, shaking. My mother offers Him breakfast cake and He says He’s not hungry, that we
need to go soon. My mother is doing all the talking. My body feels heavy, like my skin is simply
a casing, a wall sealing in all the mania and nerves inside.
“I’m glad it’s you,” my mother tells Him. “I really like your family. I’m glad Feles chose you
to be Sable’s Match.”
My mother barely knows His family. Ambrose nods and says He likes our family, too.
Gram Evelyn has not come out of my room. I know she is nervous and maybe wishes I had
a choice. She lives for her mother’s old life; the free thought that she felt guided Iris’s actions.
Iris chose to join Lynx. Iris chose to mate with Lynx.
Ambrose is in denim, no stupid robe, and no floral crown in His hair. My mother sets mine
on my head and it digs in. “You can take it off during sex,” she tells me.
We have ten minutes to get to the tents. I’m worried my body won’t smell sweet or attractive.
I’m worried I’m almost too hairless and dull, doll-like for Ambrose. Too clean and prudish, even
though every girl is the same. We have been taken off DiLexa and I hope that I can get pregnant
but that I can also please Him. How do we even start? What do I do with my legs and hips?
I think we kiss first. I think that’s how it’s supposed to begin. Then what will I say and how do I
look at Him? How will He see me?
Off DiLexa, none of us are protected any longer from sex and semen. We are vulnerable
and perfect, fertile. We are how the Men want us.
Ambrose clutches my hand and His palm is clammy. It makes me feel better. I kiss
His cheek. We walk toward the tents. Women and their daughters and young children eat lunch
and drink tea on their porches even though it’s cold. So they can see us. So they can know and
gossip. We pass at least six girls I went to Lessons with whose tent-times will be later in the
month or this week. I’m one of the first sessions.
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FLAVIA DE LUCE MYSTERIES
a series by Alan Bradley
FINISHED BOOKS #1 – 10 AVAILABLE
• A NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLING SERIES
• FROM THE WINNER OF THE CRIME WRITERS’ ASSOCIATION DEBUT

DAGGER AWARD, BARRY AWARD, AGATHA AWARD, MACAVITY AWARD,
DILYS WINN AWARD, AND ARTHUR ELLIS AWARD
• OVER THREE MILLION COPIES OF THE SERIES SOLD WORLDWIDE

The Grave’s a Fine and Private Place (#9)
In the wake of an unthinkable family tragedy, twelve-year-old Flavia de Luce
is struggling to fill the empty days. For a needed escape, Dogger, the loyal
family servant, suggests a river trip for Flavia and her two older sisters. As
their punt drifts past the church where a notorious vicar had not so long ago
dispatched three of his female parishioners by spiking their communion wine
with cyanide, Flavia, an expert chemist with a passion for poisons, is ecstatic.
Suddenly something grazes against her fingers as she dangles them in the
water. She clamps down on the object, imagining herself as Ernest Hemingway
battling a marlin, and pulls up what she expects will be a giant fish. But in
Flavia’s grip is something far better: a human head, attached to a human
body. If there’s anything that could take Flavia’s mind off sorrow, it is solving
a murder — although one that may lead the young sleuth to an early grave.

The Golden Tresses of the Dead (#10)
The winds of change continue to blow through Buckshaw as the de Luces
must confront, once more, the loss of one of their own, pulled away from
them by the chains of holy matrimony.
Ophelia is married and a de Luce no more, but before the wedding party is
even over, a macabre discovery is made in the wedding cake — a human finger.
Flavia de Luce, sister of the bride, expert chemist, and now one half of
Arthur Dogger & Associates: Discreet Investigations, can hardly believe it,
and her excitement only builds when she and the ever-loyal Dogger receive
their very first client!
But when that client is found poisoned, Flavia learns that some
things never change — the chemicals necessary to form something called
Dragendorff’s Reagent, for one, and, of course, death.
Drawn into a world of missionaries, miracle cures, and a railway that
caters to the dead, Flavia and Dogger team up to solve their most baffling case
yet. But could this be the one case that will prove too distressing even for Flavia?

RIGHTS SOLD (book #9)

RIGHTS SOLD (book #10)

CANADA: Doubleday, January 2018
FINLAND: Bazar
GERMANY: Blanvalet/Penhaligon
ITALY: Sellerio
POLAND: Vesper
RUSSIA: AST
TV: Robert Mickelson, Mystic Point

CANADA: Doubleday, January 2019
FINLAND: Bazar
GERMANY: Blanvalet/ Penhaligon
ITALY: Sellerio
RUSSIA: AST
TV: Robert Mickelson, Mystic Point

Productions
UK: Orion
UK AUDIO: W.F.Howes
US: Delacorte, January 2018
US AUDIO: Random House

Productions

UK: Orion
UK AUDIO: W.F.Howes
US: Delacorte, January 2019
US AUDIO: Random House
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ALAN BRADLEY is the internationally
bestselling author of short stories, children’s
stories, newspaper columns, and the memoir
The Shoebox Bible. The Flavia de Luce
mystery series has been sold in 39 territories.
The books have been bestsellers in Canada,
the USA, Germany, Russia, Brazil, China,
and Holland, appearing on bestseller lists
in The New York Times and Der Spiegel.
See also www.alanbradleyauthor.com

THE GOLDEN TRESSES OF THE DEAD AN EXCERPT
IT’S AMAZING WHAT a wedding can take out of you, even if it’s not your own. I had gone to
my room to lie down and collect my thoughts. The past few days had been like being thrown
into a millstream, tossed and buffeted by other people’s plans, like a cork in the millrace.
I must have nodded off for some time when I was awakened by a knocking at the door.
I managed to work myself up onto one elbow, my head groggy with sleep.
‘Wha—’ I managed, the inside of my mouth feeling like the newspaper in the bottom of
the canary’s cage.
‘It’s Dogger, Miss Flavia. May I come in?’
‘Of course,’ I said, clawing at my hair to make it look decent as I sprang up from the bed
and took up a position at the window, gazing reflectively out upon the garden as if I were
Olivia de Havilland.
‘Sorry to disturb you, Miss,’ Dogger said, ‘but I believe we have a client. Where would you
like to receive her?’
Her? My heart began to accelerate. Would our first paying client turn out to be some
mysterious woman in black? A woman who was being blackmailed by a coven of witches?
But witches didn’t usually blackmail, did they? Weren’t they far more likely to seek revenge
by black magic than by black-mail?
‘Show her into the drawing-room, Dogger,’ I said trying to calm my breathing. ‘I shall be
down directly.’
As soon as I heard Dogger’s departing footsteps on the stair, I dashed next door into my
chemical laboratory and grabbed a pair of glasses, a notebook with a professional-looking
marbled cover, and one of my late Uncle Tarquin’s Waverly fountain pens, which had once
been advertised everywhere with the jingle: “They come as a boon and a blessing to men,
the Pickwick, the Owl and the Waverley pen.”
Uncle Tar had owned several of each model.
I counted slowly to one-hundred-and-eighty and then began my leisurely descent.
‘Mrs Prill,’ Dogger said, as I entered the room, ‘I should like to introduce Miss Flavia
de Luce. Miss Flavia, Mrs Anastasia Prill.’
‘Pleased to meet you,’ I said, removing my glasses and giving her a firm, business-like
handshake.
With her prim grey suit and a dove-winged grey hat on her head, she looked like a cross
between a Trafalgar-square fountain pigeon and the winged god, Mercury.
I was expecting her voice to be a harsh, bird-like cry, but when it came, it took me
by surprise, for it was a voice like old mahogany polished with beeswax: rich, warm, and
surprisingly deep. The voice of a trained vocalist. A contralto. An opera singer, perhaps?
‘I’m very happy to meet you, Flavia,’ she said, which was probably an appropriate way of
addressing me, considering that she was considerably older than I was, but still, I didn’t want
a too-easy familiarity to ruin our relationship. She needed to keep in mind that she was the
client, and Dogger and I the consultants.
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THIS LITTLE LIGHT
a novel by Lori Lansens

82,500 words / Finished books available

THE HANDMAID’S TALE MEETS MEAN GIRLS IN A
FEMALE CATCHER IN THE RYE FOR THE 21 ST CENTURY
• NATIONAL BESTSELLER
Rory Miller and her best friend Fee are teen girls on the run, accused
of planting a bomb at their posh California private school during a muchanticipated chastity ball, where they swear to their fathers that they will
remain virgins until marriage. They watch their attempted capture crowdsourced by Christian zealots and bounty hunters on social media and cable
news. Terrified, alone, and not sure whom they can trust, the girls struggle
to understand their sudden infamy as the media brands them “Villains
in Versace.”

Praise for This Little Light

“Compelling female narrators, of course, are a hallmark of Lansens’s work.
The same deft conjuring of personality that made The Girls (her acclaimed novel
about the world’s oldest conjoined twins) so unforgettable is at work here.”
— THE GLOBE AND MAIL, TORONTO
“This Little Light, depicts an all-too-plausible America in the year 2024. Birth control
has been criminalized, police drones fill the sky and right-wing born-again Christians
reign supreme. When teenage resisters Rory and her best friend Fee are accused of
bombing their posh California high school’s American Virtue Ball, they’re forced to
go on the lam, hounded by law enforcement in the real world and swarmed by trolls
online. Told over the course of 48 hours, the story serves up a high-speed plot shot
through with scathing critiques of current political movements working to undermine
women’s power.” — TORONTO LIFE MAGAZINE
“Lori Lansens’ This Little Light is kind of a millennial’s take on The Handmaid’s Tale.
It’s complex and fun, and a super interesting look into what it is to be a teenage girl
in these times. Lansens is Canadian, and I’m a huge fan of hers. I’m working on turning
this into a series with Universal.” — KATHLEEN ROBERTSON, actor, Northern Rescue
“In This Little Light, Lori Lansens imagines a near-future that is stark, visceral and
terrifyingly real. Hallelujah for the audacious self-professed heathen, Rory Anne
Miller, who holds the adults in her world accountable while reminding us to never stop
fighting for freedom. This book is one hell of a wake-up call. I was rooting for Rory from page one.”
— AMI MCKAY, author of The Witches of New York, The Virgin Cure, and The Birth House
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“Lansens throws her readers right into the action and keeps them there, as thirsty, hungry,
and frightened as two young girls on the run. A crazy-good coming-of-age thriller that will
make you sweat, starting at page one.” — CHRISTINA DALCHER, author of the bestseller VOX

RIGHTS SOLD
US: The Overlook Press, fall 2020
CANADA: Random House Canada,

August 2019

NORTH AMERICAN ENGLISH AUDIO:

Penguin Random House Canada

FRENCH CANADA: Éditions Alto

See also www.lorilansens.com

LORI LANSENS was a successful screenwriter before she burst onto the literary

scene in 2002 with her first novel Rush Home Road. Published in eleven countries,
Rush Home Road received rave reviews around the world. Her follow-up novel
The Girls was an international success as well. Rights were sold in 13 territories and it
was featured as a book club pick by Richard & Judy in the UK, selling 300,000 copies.
Her third novel, The Wife’s Tale, was published in ten territories, while her fourth novel,
The Mountain Story, had rights sold in eight. Born and raised in Chatham, Ontario,
Lori Lansens now makes her home in Los Angeles with her two children.

THIS LITTLE LIGHT AN EXCERPT
BLOGLOG: Rory Anne Miller
11/27/2024 — 9:51 pm
WE’RE TRENDING. Rory Miller. Feliza Lopez. In this moment, on this night, we’re the
most famous girls in America.
Those pics you’ve seen in your feeds and on TV over the past few hours? Two fresh-faced
teens in bridal couture on the arms of their daddies at tonight’s American Virtue Ball?
That’s me and Fee, my best friend. The grainy footage from the school surveillance cameras
of two figures in white gowns climbing up into the smoky hills after the bomb exploded at
Sacred Heart High? Also us. It’s true that guilty people run. Scared people run too. They’re
calling us the Villains in Versace.
What they’re saying about us? First — who wears Versace to a purity ball? I wore Mishka.
Fee wore Prada. The details matter. The truth — which is not somewhere in the middle as
guilty people like to say — is vital. Like oxygen. The truth is that Fee and I did not try to
blow up the chastity ball at Sacred Heart High tonight. We had nothing to do with that thing
they found in my car, either. And we have no involvement whatsoever with the Red Market.
We’re not the spawn of Satan you’re loading your Walmart rifles to hunt.
If I’m being honest? Totally honest? I’ve spent a stupid amount of time daydreaming
about being famous, and how amazing it’d be to have millions of followers. That’s normal,
right? A shallow distraction from reality? I live in California, after all, where fame pollutes
the atmosphere then penetrates your skin with the UV rays. But this isn’t fame. It’s infamy.
And I feel like I do in my recurring naked-at-school nightmare — gross and exposed.
Careful what you wish for? Fee and I don’t have followers so much as we have trolls and
trackers. We’re being flayed in the media. Convicted by social. And now we’re freaking fugitives,
hiding out in this scrap metal shed behind a little cabin in the mountains overlooking Malibu.
I’m so thankful for this old pink laptop — courtesy of Javier, who’s letting us hide in his
shed, which I’ll explain later. I’ve caught up on the fake news and read all the hate tweets.
Bombers? Religious terrorists? Red Market runners, trafficking stolen babies? It feels like a joke,
but it’s not. And to make it even more real, the rock evangelist Reverend Jagger Jonze just put up
a million-dollar reward for our capture. There’s a freaking bounty on our heads. So here we sit
in this shed. No way to defend ourselves. Nowhere to run.
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MISTAKES TO RUN WITH
a memoir by Yasuko Thanh
80,000 words / Finished books available

A HARROWING MEMOIR FROM THE WINNER OF
THE 2016 ROGERS WRITERS’ TRUST FICTION PRIZE
• NATIONAL BESTSELLER
Praise for Mistakes to Run With

“On rare occasions, you read a book that gives you the sense it had to be written,
that the impulse to get these words on the page was more about necessity than
choice. Books such as those are full of passion, pain and urgency, and offer
the kind of triumph you feel lucky to witness. Mistakes to Run With is one such
book — it feels driven by the compulsion to document, by the urgent human
desire to be heard. And when every detail has been shared, every unvarnished
truth thoughtfully relayed, Thanh makes you want to stand up and cheer the
accomplishment.” — THE GLOBE AND MAIL
“Bold, brave, and engrossing. …Thanh’s survival is story of sheer will and one
that will keep you riveted to the page.” — VANCOUVER SUN
“Yasuko Thanh’s new memoir Mistakes to Run With lands with jarring force….
The book’s honesty is relentless, and its spirit of survival defies platitudes.”
— THE GEORGIA STRAIGHT
“Mistakes to Run With is refreshingly brave, bold, and open. Rather than
hiding behind a tidy story arc, Yasuko Thanh places value on all life experiences,
good, bad, beautiful, scary, and sad. The result is an incredibly rare and generous
thing — a memoir that lets me in so close to her life, it changed how I see mine.”
— CLAIRE CAMERON, author of The Last Neanderthal
“In this remarkable memoir, Mistakes to Run With, Yasuko Thanh takes us on
an unflinching and honest reflection on a life threaded with poverty, violence,
rape, addiction and mental illness. I was profoundly moved by Thanh’s tenacity
amidst dire conditions and odds. At her lowest moments with everything against
her, Thanh held on to the resolute hope that things will get better. With a writer’s
eye, Thanh finds beauty and hope in lost causes and the strength in language
to explain how one survives. Thanh mines her past to make sense of who she
is and was always meant to be — a brilliant writer and an exceptional woman.”
— CARRIANNE LEUNG, author of That Time I Loved You
“There is much in Mistakes to Run With to ponder about sacrifice, human
nature, and acceptance.” — BC BOOKLOOK

RIGHTS SOLD
CANADA: Hamish Hamilton,

April 2019

WORLD ENGLISH AUDIO: Audible

See also www.yasukothanh.com
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ALSO AVAILABLE
Mysterious Fragrance of the Yellow Mountains
Floating Like the Dead

YASUKO THANH’s story collection Floating Like the Dead was published by McClelland
& Stewart in 2012 and was shortlisted for the Danuta Gleed Award and the B.C. Book
Prize for Fiction. One story in it won an Arthur Ellis Award for Best Crime Short Story.
The title story won the Journey Prize for the best story published in Canada in 2009.
Quill and Quire named Floating Like the Dead a best book of the year. CBC hailed
Yasuko Thanh one of ten writers to watch in 2013. Mysterious Fragrance of the
Yellow Mountains is her debut novel inspired by the history of her father’s family
in French Indochina. She lives in Victoria, B.C., with her two children.

MYSTERIOUS FRAGRANCE
OF THE YELLOW MOUNTAINS
a novel by Yasuko Thanh
70,500 words / Finished books available

AN HISTORICAL NOVEL SET IN FRENCH INDOCHINA
• WINNER OF THE 2016 ROGERS WRITERS TRUST FICTION PRIZE
• WINNER OF THE CITY OF VICTORIA BUTLER BOOK PRIZE
• SHORTLISTED FOR THE AMAZON.CA FIRST NOVEL AWARD
• A NATIONAL POST BEST BOOK OF THE YEAR
Praise for Mysterious Fragrance of the Yellow Mountains
“With compelling narrative drive, Yasuko Thanh imbues Mysterious Fragrance of
the Yellow Mountains with atmosphere and resonance, and creates mesmerizing
characters who undergo complex change — politically, socially, personally,
sexually — as they are gathered into a vortex of intrigue and risk. [Thanh] is as
fearless and as wise in reshaping the mystique of the revolutionary as she is
in delineating a dramatic time and place in this elegant and tantalizing novel.”
— Rogers Writers’ Trust Fiction Prize jury citation

“Mysterious Fragrance of the Yellow Mountains offers a very readable and
equally savage look at colonial Vietnam. Yasuko Thanh’s writing whips up a
miasma of jasmine oil and incense and opium smoke, while remaining gauzy as
tulle. Which is not to say the story is frivolous. Think of a shiv as opposed to a
longsword: one is showy and unwieldy, the other, subtle and devastating. Thanh
spares us the weighty sentimentality and epic posturing of some historical novels,
and gets right to the goods, through stirring narrative and imagery… Thanh’s
ability to navigate such brutal territory with a steady hand makes this book a
must-read.” — THE GLOBE AND MAIL
“Deft touches of magical realism lend this story of love, obligation, and sabotage
the mysterious aura referenced in the title.” — PUBLISHERS WEEKLY, starred review
“Thanh has proven to be a remarkable protean wordsmith, shifting from one
subject and setting to another with starling confidence.” — QUILL & QUIRE
“Sweeping yet intimate, Mysterious Fragrance of the Yellow Mountains is a
novel in which not a single, haunting detail is trivial, and a devastating edginess
straddles what is intoxicating, astonishing, and at once ancient and contemporary.
Yasuko Thanh has rendered a richly imagined narrative of five men plotting,
drinking, dreaming of poison against the fascinating backdrop of colonialism and
revolution, where ghosts, superstition, love, and insanity seethe. This is a book
to be savoured, thought about, and discussed — a book to be remembered.”
— ALEXANDRA CURRY, author of The Courtesan

RIGHTS SOLD
CANADA: Hamish Hamilton/

Penguin, Apr 2016

WORLD ENGLISH AUDIO: Audible
ROMANIA: Editura RAO

See also www.yasukothanh.com
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YASUKO THANH’S story collection Floating Like the Dead was published by McClelland
& Stewart in 2012 and was shortlisted for the Danuta Gleed Award and the B.C. Book
Prize for Fiction. One story in it won an Arthur Ellis Award for Best Crime Short Story.
The title story won the Journey Prize for the best story published in Canada in 2009.
Quill and Quire named Floating Like the Dead a best book of the year. CBC hailed
Yasuko Thanh one of ten writers to watch in 2013. Her debut novel Mysterious
Fragrance of the Yellow Mountains, inspired by the history of her father’s family in
French Indochina, won the Rogers Writers’ Trust Prize for the best novel of 2016.
Yasuko lives in Victoria, B.C., with her two children.

THAT TIME I LOVED YOU
linked stories by Carrianne Leung
55,000 words / Finished books now available

TENSIONS RISE WHEN TRAGEDY STRIKES AGAIN
AND AGAIN IN A NEW SUBURBAN COMMUNITY
• FINALIST FOR THE 2018 CITY OF TORONTO BOOK AWARD
“1979: This was the year the parents in my neighbourhood began killing
themselves.” From this opening line, That Time I Loved You keeps readers
hooked until the very end. Reminiscent of Mona Awad’s 13 Ways of Looking
at a Fat Girl, this collection of linked stories reveals children trying to make
sense of a new environment that their parents cannot explain to them. The
adults are lost when they discover that their idyllic new suburban landscape
is home to dark secrets, and is not the haven that they thought it was.
Carrianne Leung, through the perspectives of multiple characters from
different ethnic and social backgrounds, explores what happens behind
closed doors in a community of strangers struggling to relate to each other.
Always returning to the voice of young June, the adolescent daughter of
Chinese-immigrant parents, That Time I Loved You is seen through the eyes
of a sensitive and watchful child who is figuring out a world she doesn’t yet
understand. With dark humour June observes death and endures betrayal
and heartbreak, all to the soundtrack of 1970s pop music, as she prepares to
venture out in to the wider world.

Praise for That Time I Loved You

“In That Time I Loved You, Carrianne Leung introduces us to a multitude of
intertwined, felt and feeling lives in a Scarborough suburb. Her short stories are
crafted like houses, separated by chain link fence. We dedicate ourselves to
knowing each character, their hidden, fully inhabited interior; only to glimpse them
again later in vivid, green glimpses, painfully undone. Probing love, loneliness,
social injustice and the wish to be revealed, her characters stammer and blurt, say
the wholly unexpected, their lives tender and brave on the tips of their tongues.”
— Statement of the jury for the City of Toronto Book Awards
“This is a compact gem of a collection of linked short stories…. that dazzles with its
subtly, that befriends its reader in the dead of night, that leaves a lasting impression
and a new way of understanding people and the world.” — MARISSA STAPLEY in
THE GLOBE AND MAIL
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“Every portrait is eloquent and lingers in your mind.” — CANADIAN LIVING
“That Time I Loved You is heady, necessary writing from one of the most talented and socially engaged authors of our time.”
— DAVID CHARIANDY, author of Brother
“I loved this book.” — CLAIRE CAMERON, author of The Last Neanderthal

RIGHTS SOLD
CANADA: HarperCollins, March 2018
US: Liveright/Norton, Winter 2019
WORLD ENGLISH AUDIO: Audible

CARRIANNE LEUNG is a fiction writer and educator. Her first novel, The Wondrous
Woo (Inanna Publications), was a finalist for the 2014 City of Toronto Book Award.
She holds a PhD in Sociology and Equity Studies from OISE/University of Toronto.
She lives in Toronto with her son.
See also www.carrianneleung.com

THAT TIME I LOVED YOU AN EXCERPT
1979: THIS WAS THE YEAR the parents in my neighbourhood began killing themselves. I was
eleven years old and in Grade 6. Elsewhere in the world, big things were happening. McDonald’s
introduced the Happy Meal, the Ayatollah Khomeini returned to Iran, and Michael Jackson
released his album “Off the Wall.” But none of that was as significant to me as the suicides.
It started with Mr. Finley, Carolyn Finley’s dad. It was a Saturday afternoon in freezing
February. My best friend Josie and I were sitting on her bed, playing Barry Manilow’s
“Copacabana” over and over again on her cassette player and writing down the lyrics. I was the
recorder while Josie pressed “play,” “rewind,” and “play” again a hundred times, repeating the
lines over to me until the ribbon finally snapped and we had to repair it with Scotch tape.
“Did you get that, June? Did you get that?” She kept asking me, as I nodded and wrote
furiously on lined paper. We kept all the transcribed lyrics in a special pink binder marked
SONGS in my balloon lettering.
I didn’t like the song as much as she did and wanted to switch to Le Freak to practice our
new dance moves, but, Josie was determined to unravel the mystery of Lola at the Copa.
Josie’s brother, Tim, came in the front door, slammed it hard, and thumped up the stairs,
shouting, “Josie! June! Mr. Finley’s dead. He’s dead! He’s fucking dead!”
At first I thought Tim was angry at Mr. Finley. We often were mad at him because he was
our softball coach and mean. Then I realized by the sound of Tim’s voice that he was serious,
that Mr. Finley was dead dead.
Tim burst into Josie’s room to tell us the grizzly details. Mr. Finley had offed himself with
one of the hunting rifles he kept in a display in his basement beside his collection of taxidermied
animal heads. His daughter, Carolyn, was in my class. The one time I had a sleepover at her
house, we’d slept in the basement. Dead deer and owl and bear heads had cast eerie shadows
on the walls. She’d snuggled into her Benji sleeping bag and drifted off while I was as rigid as
the snarling heads above me and didn’t dare close my eyes, fearing that even in their current
state they’d go for my jugular. Josie and I had never been invited to a white family’s house before
which is why I had said yes, and after I told Josie all about this horror show, we assumed all
white people decorated their homes with dead animal parts. No thank you very much.
Mr. Finley was the first person in the neighbourhood to kill himself. It gave me the chills.
Not long after that, Georgie Da Silva’s mother, on a warm June night, shuffled out to their
double garage and drank a jar of Javex bleach. At 8:30 a.m., Georgie went looking for her when
he didn’t see her in the kitchen. He found her body sprawled on the oil-stained floor, a stream of
white sudsy liquid pouring from her nose and mouth, her eyes looking right at him. That’s what
the all the kids on the street said. We all began to worry: This was my and most of my friends’
first experience of death. It was kind of exciting at first, but then it got scary. Would there be
another one? And another after that?
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