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AN ADOPTED WOMAN'S SEARCH FOR HER INDIGENOUS IDENTITY

For readers of Tommy Orange’s There There and Terese
Marie Mailhot’s Heart Berries, Probably Ruby is an audacious,
brave, and beautiful novel about an adopted woman’s search for
her Indigenous identity.
Relinquished as an infant, Ruby is adopted by Alice and Mel,
a less-than-desirable couple who can’t afford to complain too
loudly about Ruby’s Indigenous roots. But when her new parents’ marriage falls apart, Ruby finds herself vulnerable and in
compromising situations that lead her to search, in the unlikeliest of places, for her Indigenous identity.
Lifted from the mysterious Relationship Web at the front of
the book, in separate chapters the people connected to Ruby
spring to vibrant and unforgettable life. Together they create a
map of Ruby’s life. All of them, one way or another, abandon her.
Probably Ruby explores how all of us find and invent ourselves. It’s a perfectly crafted novel, with effortless, nearly imperceptible shifts in time and perspective, exquisitely chosen detail, natural dialogue, and emotional control that results in
breathtaking levels of tension and revelation, until Ruby finally
connects with her roots.
P R A I S E F O R P R O B A B LY R U B Y

“Writing from the depths of her heart, Lisa Bird-Wilson has gifted us
a passionate exploration of identity and belonging and a celebration
of our universal desire to love and be loved.” — IMBOLO MBUE,
author of Behold the Dreamers and How Beautiful We Were

“[Bird-Wilson’s] writing is never didactic, always engrossing, and
the protagonist is a complex, unforgettable character who will stay
with you long after the last page has been turned.” — TORONTO STAR
“It’s a beautiful, hilarious novel…. Out of it emerges one of the most
winning, compelling fictional characters in recent memory.”
— CHATELAINE magazine

“A poignant debut novel.” — READER’S DIGEST
“A searing fictional portrait of intergenerational trauma, embodied
by the unforgettable Ruby and her search for her Indigenous kin.
Adopted as a baby, Ruby spent her lonely childhood being told she
was specially chosen but never believing it. As an adult, she copes by
drinking hard and falling in love often, all the while searching for
her origins. This is a heartbreaking and revelatory work about the
meaning of family, and the pain we pass through generations, as
inescapable as blood: ‘Fury and love as big as the prairie sky,
edgeless, boundless. What was ever inherited without
grief?’” — MACLEAN’S magazine

(Photo: George Gingras)
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LISA BIRD-WILSON is a Saskatchewan Métis and nêhiyaw (Cree) writer whose

WORLD (EX-CANADA):

work has appeared in literary magazines and anthologies across Canada. Her story
collection, Just Pretending (Coteau Books, 2013), was a finalist for the Danuta Gleed
Literary Award; won four Saskatchewan Book Awards, including 2014 Book of the
Year, and was the 2019 One Book, One Province selection for Saskatchewan. Lisa
Bird-Wilson lives in Saskatoon, where she is CEO of the Gabriel Dumont Institute,
devoted to the study of Métis culture.
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AN EXCERPT

by Lisa Bird-Wilson

“i like to be in charge,” she said. “I pretend I like watching him jerk off, just so I
won’t have to touch him. My commitment level’s kind of low on this one.”
Kal didn’t even flinch. Instead he looked inquisitively at the sunglasses resting on top of
her head. He asked, “Is it sunny out there now, Ruby?” Kal’s office was in the interior of a
downtown business building and he had no windows. Outside it had been raining for days.
His question made her laugh. She had a royal, attention-getting laugh, big enough to be
heard all the way out in Kal’s waiting room. Which was good. She wanted anyone waiting to
know Kal and she were having a great time. Try and top that, sucker. That’s what her laugh
said to any waiting client she’d subconsciously dubbed a rival for Kal’s affections. And by
“anyone” she mostly meant the dyed-blonde, high-heeled, bronzed and polished “Lori,” seen
on one occasion leaving his office and stopping to make an appointment on her way out, and
another time, waiting for Kal as Ruby left. In an effort to make him even more uniquely hers,
she tried out a variety of nicknames on Kal. “Hey, Mister K,” she’d said when she’d arrived
today, to which he just shook his head and smiled, motioning for her to come in. She was
pleased to make him smile like that.
She carried on with the chitchat about her new boyfriend. “I say the dirtiest things to
him, Kal. To get it over with quicker.”
He nodded.
“Why are guys always so turned on by the idea of coming on your face?” she asked,
pausing so he could think about that one. Kal was divorced and recently started dating. He
often told her personal things about himself as a way to relate to what she was going
through. Because of this, he was her favourite kind of counsellor. She always listened carefully to his disclosures.
Sometimes she hit it off with a new counsellor and sometimes she didn’t. She usually
gave it two appointments to decide, but honestly a lot of them only deserved one chance and
even then, she’d been known to cut the first hour short.
Take the counsellor before Kal—Larry, with the huge wooden cross around his neck. So
effing big, as if he was compensating for something. Or dragging it around doing penance.
He’d had a serious Jesus complex, that one. She decided quickly: Jesus-counsellor was not
going to get the benefit of her attention—he said one thing about the “sanctity of the marriage bed” and she threw up a little bit in her mouth before she fled.
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FROM THE AUTHOR OF THAT TIME I LOVED YOU COMES AN
APOCALYPTIC FAIRY TALE ABOUT WHAT REMAINS WHEN
EVERYTHING WE KNOW COMES TO AN END

First came The Announcement: “…faster than anticipated destruction of ecosystems…tipping point…mass extinction….”
Ten years later life, as humanity knew it, was over. With the collapse of everything, people had two choices to make: to live or
“leave by choice,” which was a gentler way, a less terrible-sounding
way of saying “suicide.” The world had broken down and now everyone was on their own. Or were they?
(Photo: Sarah Couture McPhail)
Just because it is the end of the world doesn’t mean that suddenly nothing is happening. Lovers, like Pauline, are still mourning for lost loved ones; teenagers
such as Jason are still going through identity crises; and small, lonely girls like Jing find companionship by befriending crows. And who is the person who thinks they can prevent a raccoon from taking
part in this story?
The end may have come for planet Earth, but in a small neighbourhood in the suburbs, community members of both the human and animal variety work side-by-side in order to survive.
The After is a novel replete with hope for a new beginning even in the face of despair. Carrianne
Leung brings deft insight to humanity’s reaction to an approaching finale and shows what really matters to some in their last moments.
P RAI S E FO R LE UNG 'S DE BUT S TO RY CO LLE CTI O N THAT TI ME I LO V E D Y O U

“This compact gem of a collection of linked short stories…dazzles with its subtly…befriends its reader in the
dead of night…[and] leaves a lasting impression and a new way of understanding people and the world.”
— MARISSA STAPLEY in THE GLOBE AND MAIL

“As if channeled by Gladys Kravitz and Charlie’s Angels, Leung’s stories read like the juiciest verified
gossip.” — THE NEW YORK TIMES
“Written in the tradition of Alice Munro and Jhumpa Lahiri, Leung’s debut story collection marks the
career of a writer to watch.” — starred KIRKUS review
“Crystalline prose, sharp storytelling, and pitch-perfect narration enhance Leung’s accessible and
affecting depiction of how cruelty undermines and kindness fortifies people’s sense of
community.” — PUBLISHERS WEEKLY
“Leung, author of Toronto Book Award-finalist The Wondrous Woo (2014), walks readers through the
matching split-levels of a Toronto suburb in her striking U.S. debut…. Readers peer through chain-link
fences and discretely pulled curtains along with Leung’s vivid, quotable characters-and are reminded that
life doesn’t happen between soap-opera episodes, cigarettes smoked at the kitchen sink, and trips to the
mall, but during them.” — starred BOOKLIST review

RIGHTS SOLD

CARRIANNE LEUNG'S first novel, The Wondrous Woo (Inanna Publications), was a

CANADA:
HarperCollins, 2023

finalist for the 2014 City of Toronto Book Award, and in 2018 That Time I Loved You, a
collection of linked stories, won the Danuta Gleed Award for the best first story
collection, and was also a finalist for the City of Toronto Book Award. She holds a PhD in
Sociology and Equity Studies. She lives in Toronto with her son.
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when “the announcement” came, it had screamed from every radio, every
TV, every newspaper and social media feed. It was the official notice from those men in
high towers running things that they had finally thrown in the proverbial towel into the
ring. The Announcement had a name, a long name, and it was a report signed by all the
scientists in the whole damn world, but the humans just called it, “The Announcement”.
Something to do with the faster-than-anticipated destruction of ecosystems. Something to
do with tipping points. Something like the 6th (or is it 7th?) mass extinction. And honestly,
most of the islands in the Pacific were already buried and long gone. Mass evacuations had
begun years ago. Some parts of the globe had already been razed by fires, devastated,
obliterated, experienced it like the canary in the mine that never made it out. But of course,
those with the means in the North (or was it West?) kept up their cars, their central
heating in the winter, the central air in the summer and pushed it deep down into the
small recesses of their brain where all the unspeakable dread dwelled. That is, until it
caught up with them too.
In the broadcast, the men in black suits backed by the men in white lab coats said they
didn’t know when the end of the human species would come when pressed by the
journalists. It will be gradual, they said. It may take decades. There were things they could
not account for, things that they could not measure with their billion-dollar tools and
technologies. They only knew that the atmosphere, the weather systems, the sea…all were
changing more rapidly than they could know. In other words, it wouldn’t be like a meteor
falling and obliterating the dinosaurs all at once. One of the men in black, wearing
mirrored sunglasses tried to wax poetic by referencing T.S. Eliot. He whispered hoarsely
into the microphone, “It won’t be a bang, it will be a whimper.”

✦

✦

✦

Before the Announcement, there had been food riots. Then fires, the police, the new
military zones, the fortifying of the neighbourhoods of the rich and then those who had the
money fled to walled communities called the Domes. The leftover people knew because
jobs at the Dome were the only things on offer anymore, but it meant leaving the city and
their families behind. Word on the street was that the Domes were fortresses, except the
Domes was under glass with their own weather system and instead of a moat full of
crocodiles, the communities were secured with land mines and invisible laser fences that
would fry you like a moth too close to flame. Also, once in, you could never leave. That’s
the rumor anyway.
THE BUKOWSKI AGENCY LTD.
20 Prince Arthur Avenue, Suite 12-I, Toronto, ON M5R 1B1 CANADA
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THE HOTLY ANTICIPATED SEQUEL TO MOON OF THE
CRUSTED SNOW. WHEN THE WORLD GOES DARK, HOW WILL
YOU SURVIVE?
Twelve years have passed since a widespread blackout triggered the
rapid collapse of society, when the constants of the old world—cell service, landlines, satellite and internet—disappeared. Twelve long years
since the steady supply of food and fuel from the south became a thing of
the past.
The sudden end of the world as everybody knew it, and the horrors of
that first winter since everything became dark, only steeled the resolve of
Evan Whitesky and the other members of the Anishinaabe community to
survive on their own terms. Because the world wasn't ending, as the community elders reminded them. It had already ended with the original displacement of their people to the far north by colonial authorities. They
have seen this “apocalypse” before. They’ve seen it—lived it—over and
over. But they had always survived. And they will survive this too.
Now, years after the power went out, the community has reconnected
with its Anishinaabe customs based on living on the land. Empowered
and stronger than ever, Evan, his teenage daughter Nangohns, and a
small team of resourceful community members have resolved to venture
south on a four-month-long exploratory mission to their ancestral homelands on Georgian Bay and to discover the cause of the mysterious catastrophe that had plunged the world into darkness.
On their journey they will encounter settlements born from the ashes
of what was once Canadian civilization—some ruled by order and others
by chaos, vigilantes, and terrible violence. But whatever the challenges
Evan, Nangohns, and their colleagues face, hope continues to drive them
forward, leading them ultimately to an astounding discovery at
destination’s end.
PRAISE FOR MOON OF THE CRUSTED SNOW
“The novel’s most significant achievement may be its mood. From
mundane beginnings, the book increases its tension continuously
across its 200 pages. It’s a cliché, but this book is hard to put
down. Written with such guilelessness that it’s easy to read, and
with such strong linearity and so little waste that it’s extremely
absorbing, Moon of the Crusted Snow is a humble but welcome
addition to apocalyptic literature.” — LOCUS
“This slow-burning thriller is also a powerful story of survival and
will leave readers breathless.” — PUBLISHERS WEEKLY
“The rising literary star has created an unsettling story about a
snowbound northern Anishinaabe community, where a
postapocalyptic reality—no power, dwindling food, chaos—slowly
creeps its way through the band. A young man, Evan Whitesky,
seeks to restore hope and order to his community by turning to the
land—to Anishinaabe tradition. A stellar Indigenous thriller.”

(Photo: Sarah Rice)

— THE GLOBE AND MAIL

“Rice seamlessly injects Anishinaabe language into the dialogue
and creates a beautiful rendering of the natural world… This title
will appeal to fans of literary science fiction akin to Cormac
McCarthy as well as to readers looking for a fresh voice in
indigenous fiction.” — BOOKLIST

RIGHTS SOLD
US:
HarperCollins, fall 2022
CANADA:
Random House, fall 2022

WAUBGESHIG RICE is an author and journalist originally from Wasauksing First Nation.
His first short story collection, Midnight Sweatlodge, was inspired by his experiences growing
up in an Anishinaabe community, and won an Independent Publishers Book Award in 2012.
His debut novel, Legacy, followed in 2014 and was published in French in 2017. His latest
novel, Moon of the Crusted Snow, was released in October 2018.
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piiche squeezed her eyes tight and drew a long breath into her nostrils. She
let out her air long and smoothly at first, followed by a brief tremble at the end of the exhale. “Aambe,” muttered Amber. “Let’s go, it’s almost time for another one.” Maiingan
looked to his partner’s eyes for an opening—any kind of recognition or awareness of the
space around her—but she appeared firmly focused on bringing her baby out into this
world. He continued to steadily caress her shoulders. Nicole watched her son’s eager anticipation proudly and nervously. She was excited to become a grandmother, yet anxious
about her son’s soon rapid ascension into adulthood. He looked up at her from across the
fire, and she saw the worry in his brown eyes. She reflexively raised the corners of her
mouth in a reassuring smile, trying to comfort her son without being able to say anything
or touch him.
In this immense moment, Nicole couldn’t help but reminisce about her own son’s
birth nearly two decades earlier. Maiingan was her and her partner Evan’s first child. Their
home community didn’t have a clinic equipped or staffed well enough to handle childbirth,
and midwifery had yet to return to their people in any traditional sense. So two weeks from
her due date, at the end of a snowy and cold winter, she and Evan boarded a small twopropellor plane that took off to the closest big city to the south. They stayed in a hotel for a
week until the contractions began, and Maiingan was born in a bright white hospital room
crowded with people in gowns and masks just two days later. Nicole remembered their
rigid eyes and monotonous voices, and after all these years, she wondered if any of them
was still alive. The doctors, the nurses, the pilot, and even the front desk clerk at the hotel
were all likely long dead, and the buildings they worked in were probably now crumbling
and decrepit. There was no way to know for sure, though, because they hadn’t left this
place since the lights went out.
But life was about to emerge here once again, in their tiny settlement in the bush a
half-day’s walk from their original reserve. Piiche began with a low groan, which built to
another rumbling cry. Her voice faded, and she eased back in to steady, quieter breathing.
Active labour had begun shortly after sundown, and as they approached midnight, the anticipation became palpable with each audible breath. Faith and Amber moved in front of
Piiche, waiting for the top of the baby’s head to emerge. The elder midwife looked over her
shoulder behind her, and over her duct-taped glasses, she locked eyes with Patricia and
gave a slight nod.
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FROM THE AUTHOR OF THE BIRTH YARD COMES A NEW NOVEL THAT WILL
MAKE US PAUSE AND THINK ABOUT BODY ELITISM, AS WELL AS THE
COMPULSION TO APPEAR ON TV

Set on a decadent island resort during a five-week shoot, Can I
Steal You For a Sec? looks at the way abuses of power take place from
the top-down and how reality television continues to promote body
elitism and binge-drinking culture, while perpetuating a hyper-sexualized male gaze. The novel follows two women as they compete for love
and fame at the cost of their health, beliefs and self-worth on a reality
television show.
Aleah Bertrand, is a pastor’s daughter from a Baptist megachurch
in Chattanooga, Tennessee. Aleah, recently sober, used to drink instead of face the body dysmorphia she experienced as a young girl
forced into the world of pageants. Aleah was present in a lockdown at
her church the day there was a terrorist attack at a next-door mosque
and has since grown up at odds with her father’s supremacist views on
(Photo: Allie Kenny Photography)
Christianity. The television show the contestants are competing on,
“Lust Rock,” was recently bought out by a conservative religious network to stream it on a popular Christian streaming site. Aleah once again finds herself at odds with her faith.
Born and raised in the small beach town of Blaine, Washington, Tonya Harley, has always found herself choosing men and sex over meaningful friendships. Tonya auditions for “Lust Rock,” so she can become Instagram famous and get out of her small town. She knows that once she goes viral on Instagram,
she'll be able to sell exploitative and popular sponsored content. But Tonya is burying a lie she used in her
audition to get on the show, at her entire family's expense, and she's starting to unravel from the highstress atmosphere she thought she'd thrive in. Tonya and Aleah will discover, in different ways, that
they’ve agreed to have their pain become entertainment, that their bodies have become products and that
it’s always easier to lose faith while trying desperately to find it.
P R A I S E F O R M A L L O RY TAT E R ' S T H E B I RT H YA R D

“In the tradition of the subjugated handmaids of Gilead and with striking overtones of Miriam
Toews’s Women Talking—another harrowing account of abuse—Mallory Tater’s The Birth Yard is the
latest addition to the dystopian canon. Tater’s gripping debut portrays a patriarchal society run
amok, where women are valued only as breeders and servants, are minimally educated, and are
subjected to forced marriages, rape, and violence at the hands of the Men who control them.”
— LITERARY REVIEW OF CANADA

“[A] harrowing and powerful debut novel…. A propulsive read.” — QUILL AND QUIRE
“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, author of The Marrow Thieves and
Empire of Wild

RIGHTS SOLD (THE BIRTH YARD)

MALLORY TATER was the recipient of the Young Buck Poetry Prize in 2016 and 2017.

CANADA:

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.

HarperCollins, March 2020
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Audible
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we drink so much our first night here, I’m so grateful the cameras are
off and most of the crew is done for the evening.
I return to the powder room in the contestant’s house with Nicky and Lawschool
Sarah. Nicky massages my shoulders and says we are besties and Sarah says she needs
more time to read everyone before she labels her friendships.
Lawschool Sarah and a credit card.
A credit card makes a fresh white line.
The fresh white line beside my empty flute.
A finger to my nostril.
I lick my fingers.
The last thing I really remember is seeing myself again.
This time, less empty. This time, everyone I see is beautiful. And I know I love them
and that they love me. And we’ll love each other forever. And our forever, this forever, is
four phone-less, colossal, Beckett-full weeks. Thank God, he at least shared his coke.

✦

✦

✦

The first time I do cocaine, I am seventeen. I feel like most adolescents encounter the
stuff five beers deep at a house party—the kind of party that combines two different high
schools and adds fuel to some kind of small-town fire. Fists get thrown and hearts are broken and someone brings coke to make it memorable. There might be a chaperone parent
passed out asleep upstairs.
But the first coke I do is my boyfriend’s dad’s stuff. His dad is away for a second stint
at a treatment facility in Scottdale for narcotics. Wesley finds a stash he left behind in the
hole of his acoustic guitar.
Wesley is two years older than me and he went to my high school. I lost my virginity to
him. Since he graduated, he works at the Wa-Wa’s in town, the same one I’ll later work at
during my community college semesters.
I live at home with mom. Dad is over her and lives in Florida but claims he’s not over
me.
Wesley has the entire basement suite of his dad’s house for cheap rent. I sleepover all
the time and my mom doesn’t check up on me because my grades are fine and I am kind of
boring. After my knee injury, my mom and I no longer share figure skating competitions
and weeknight rink time. I kind of just exist.
THE BUKOWSKI AGENCY LTD.
20 Prince Arthur Avenue, Suite 12-I, Toronto, ON M5R 1B1 CANADA
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FROM THE WINNER OF THE 2016 ROGERS WRITERS' TRUST
FICTION PRIZE FOR MYSTERIOUS FRAGRANCE OF THE YELLOW
MOUNTAINS COMES A STORY THAT DEALS WITH EVERY PARENTS'
WORST NIGHTMARE: A CHILD’S SUICIDE ATTEMPT

The day started out ordinarily enough for Rose Duncan, her
husband Syd, and their daughter Juliet. Another routine Sunday
before the usual weekday grind. It was as the day was coming to
a close that Rose was beckoned into Juliet’s room, and as soon as
she stepped inside, she immediately knew that something was
different when she detected the smell of vomit permeating the
air. At first, in shock, she thought her daughter was hungover,
but when Juliet asked to take a few days off from school, Rose’s
mind shifted to another conclusion and she prepared herself to
hear the words, “I’m pregnant.”
What followed was something far worse: five words that upended the life Rose thought she and her family were living and
(Photo: Don Denton)
made her question everything she knew: I tried to kill myself.
And then— I only told you because it didn’t work.
What do you do when your smart, beautiful teenage daughter with such promise tries to kill
herself and then starts living life on a knife's edge? Do you hold on tight, watching her every
move, weighing her every word, stationing yourself outside her bedroom door “just in case”? Do
you pretend everything is normal, letting her go out to see her friends, letting her go to the mall
and do all the normal things a teenager who hadn’t tried to kill herself would do? Or do you walk
down the same slippery slope of heartache and sorrow as she does until it leads to nowhere else
but to the bridge?
P R A I S E F O R T H E W O R K S O F YA S U K O T H A N H

“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.” — TH E G LOBE A N D M A I L
“Deft touches of magical realism lend this story of love, obligation, and sabotage the mysterious
aura referenced in the title.” — P UBLI S H E RS WE E K L Y, s t a r r e d r e v i e w
“Mysterious Fragrance of the Yellow Mountains will carry you away with the startling clarity of
its language—you will almost forget you are reading at all. Until, that is, you are drawn up short
by the uncanny sense that this book is not really about the past at all … that it is instead directly
addressing you, the reader.” — JOH A NNA S K I B S RU D , S c o t i a b a n k G i l l e r P r i z e -winning author of
Th e S e n t ime n t a l i s t s

RIGHTS SOLD

YASUKO THANH'S story collection Floating Like the Dead was shortlisted for the

CANADA:
Hamish Hamilton, spring 2023

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. 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, and her memoir,
Mistakes to Run With, was a national bestseller. Yasuko lives in Victoria, B.C.
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a day can start out as utterly ordinary yet transform in such a manner that by dusk you realise everything you love can be taken away. Like that. It was a
Sunday, a day before the grind began. I was asking myself how it would feel to wake up
happy for a change, and it wasn’t a rhetorical question. Juliet was on a scholarship track to
university, and I had begun picking up my camera again, and circling the globe with my finger.
However, dusk is an exercise in perspective. Lilac and purple twine in the sky, like a mural that tricks the eye. We’re trained to see depth in this kind of treatment of light and
shadow, even when all we’re looking at is a ceiling. A sky. An apocalypse, a lifting of the veil.
I see impermanence in swaying leaves. In Juliet’s face, eyes. In the way jewels of star light
come on, one by one, and stretch over the ground. Ground I need to harrow.
I’d better explain. I took out the garbage and the compost. My husband Syd did the recycling in his bathrobe. I shut the front door and then turned down the hall, thinking I was a
good mother, thinking I was anchored, in the words of Sophocles, to life. Juliet, seventeen,
opened her bedroom door a crack and when she asked me to come in, I did, and deferred my
nagging, though there was much to nag about: the sour smell, the piles of books, the junk
food wrappers, the pop bottles, half a carrot on the carpet.
Then I noticed something different. A cooking pot by the carrot, and another, and a
salad bowl. Vomit overflowed her trash can—that’s where the sour smell was coming from—
the assortment of pots and bowls with vile liquid inside scattered with the casualness of
throw pillows on the floor.
Vomit. Hangover. Juliet hungover?
Before I could launch into a spiel about teenage drinking, she said, “Is it okay if I don’t
go to school tomorrow?” Then added, “Actually, could I take a few days off?”
The vision morphed. Not hungover. Pregnant. Morning sickness. Seventeen and a mom?
In an instant I figured, we’d work through this. I was eighteen when I had her. I ran
through scenarios where I’d stay home while Juliet finished school, and feed the baby organic vegetables I’d prepared myself in the blender, and diaper the baby with cloth.
“Well,” I said, “that depends.”
Then I ran with other scenarios such as “Juliet may want an abortion.” Or, “She might
want to put the baby up for adoption.”
I waited for the words, “I’m pregnant.”
She pushed her blue dreadlocks out of her face. “I tried to kill myself,” she said.
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94,000 words / Manuscript available fall 2021

IN HIS FIRST NOVEL IN 20 YEARS, THE AUTHOR OF THE
ACCLAIMED ICEFIELDS BRINGS US A LITERARY THRILLER
THAT EXPLORES THE RAMIFICATIONS OF ANTHROPOGENIC
ENVIRONMENTAL CHAOS IN THE LIVES OF ONE FAMILY AND
ONE COMMUNITY.

Inspired in its shape and structure by David Mitchell’s Cloud Atlas
and Richard Powers’ The Overstory, The Book of Rain takes us to a
fictional town in northern Alberta called River Meadows, where an ore
called “ghost” is being extracted from underneath the boreal forest.
The ore’s strange properties create anomalous effects in the town
known as “decoherences” that disrupt the lives and health of the locals
(Photo: Courtesy of the author)
and gradually destroy their environment. There are slippages in time
and place, altered mental states, phenomena called “wobbles” that alter perception and bring visions of other possible realities. In an attempt to stave off climate disaster, scientists have created hackable clouds designed to bring rain where it
is needed. But the clouds escape their human controllers and go feral.
Alex Hewitt first came to River Meadows with his family as a young teenager. After he has grown up
and moved away, the ghost industry collapses and eventually leaves behind a dangerous forbidden zone
called the Park after residents are forced to flee. Now Alex returns to search for his sister Amery, who has
gone missing in the Park while trying to rescue the animals in it. It is the mystery of her disappearance
and Alex’s feeling of guilt over what has become of his sister’s life that drives his search for her.
Claire Foley escapes her unhappy youth in River Meadows by working for a travel publisher that sends
her around the world updating guidebooks. In secret she also traffics in illegal animal parts. Now Claire
has come to an unnamed island nation, a modern-day Atlantis that hasn’t yet sunk beneath the waves,
where she finds herself responsible for an exotic endangered crane, and has to choose between exploiting
the situation for gain or saving the bird from extinction.
P RAI S E FO R THE WO RKS O F THO MAS WHARTO N
I CE FI E LDS
“Ice, when it is touched, can sear the flesh; in Icefields, it fires the imagination.” — P EOP L E MAGAZINE
“Careful dialogue, a steady pace and cool, subtle prose.” — NEW YORK TIMES B OOK RE VIE W
“Wharton has ably captured the turn-of-the-century feel of rural Canada, complete with
boosterism, a Vicotiran adventuress and teahouses in the wilderness.” — WA S H I NGTON POST
BOOK WORL D

“Icefields is a novel of crystalline beauty from a writer to watch.” — TI MES L I TERARY SUPPL E ME NT
S ALAMANDE R
“Wharton's style is always flexible, poetic, inventive, and always lucid.” — TH E G UARDIAN
“A magical tale of books and riddles, castles and countesses.” — EL L E Magazine
“The sort of book every reader hopes to find, earnestly passes along to friends, and returns to in
their dreams.” — NA TI ONAL POST

RIGHTS SOLD

THOMAS WHARTON has been published in Canada, the US, the UK, France, Italy,

CANADA:
Random House, spring 2023

Japan, and other countries. His first novel, Icefields, won the 1996 Commonwealth Writers’
Prize for Best First Book in Canada and the Caribbean and was also a 2008 CBC Canada
Reads pick. His next book, Salamander, was shortlisted for the 2001 Governor-General’s
Award for Fiction and was also a finalist for the Roger’s Writers’ Trust Fiction Prize the same
year.
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AN EXCERPT

by Thomas Wharton

before we were here, this was their world. They lived their urgent unstoried
lives, each nameless generation passing on without ever knowing the unbroken poem of
continuance in their cells. More than once fire, drought, and death from the sky winnowed
their numbers to the edge of silence but they hung on, struggled back from the brink, and
flourished again, filling the skies, the waters, the land.
Time was an ocean of now. There was no history, no future.
Then we came. And now it’s Tuesday afternoon.
Without warning the connections all go down. In the sudden muteness of our devices
nobody knows what to do with themselves. We leave our apartments and offices and classrooms, and gather on the paths and lawns of the municipal park. There are stalled silent
cars in the street, suggesting that whatever knocked out our signals and screens struck
here too. People move slowly, uncertainly, wading like reluctant swimmers in a strange
new element. This was like any workday afternoon but now the rest of the day, the week,
has suddenly become unhitched, like a trailer rolling off by itself to the side of a road. All
the unfinished projects, the tasks we’ve been putting off until later, the reports we were
supposed to have ready by Friday that we haven’t even started yet, and everything else that
needs doing before the week’s end: the long-postponed check-up and cleaning at the
dentist’s, the trip to the home reno store to return those lightbulbs that were the wrong
size, the parent-teacher interview that we hoped would explain how our bright, articulate
offspring could be doing so poorly in both math and English. It’s all still real, and pressing,
but somehow now on the other side of an unthinkable chasm no one knows how to cross.
We want to know what’s gone wrong. We want to know long we’ll have to wait before
things return to normal. Rumours and speculation gush like a punctured oil pipeline, but
no one has any real information yet. At first people fret and grumble and curse whoever is
responsible for the disruption, but it’s clear there isn’t much eagerness to return to the
heaps of work everyone has waiting for them. The strings that bound us have begun to
loosen in the warm afternoon air, the first perfect blue sky day after what seemed like
weeks of grey drizzle. We feel past due for a little relief.
Tentatively we undo a button or two, untuck our shirt tails, shrug off our jackets. We
don’t want to go too far if this isn’t going to last. But once we let it start, we keep on sliding
slowly out of ourselves. Ties are unknotted, shoes shucked, socks and stockings peeled off.
Bare feet touch the grass with a kind of primal shock.
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by Ian Williams
50,000 words / Finished books now available
SHORTLISTED FOR THE 2021 HILARY WESTON WRITERS' TRUST PRIZE
FOR NONFICTION

With that one eloquent word, disorientation, Ian Williams captures the impact of racial encounters on racialized people—the
whiplash of race that occurs while minding one's own business.
Sometimes the consequences are only irritating, but sometimes they
are deadly. Spurred by the police killings and street protests of 2020,
Williams realized he could offer a perspective distinct from the almost exclusively America-centric books on race topping the bestseller lists, because of one salient fact: he has lived in Trinidad
(where he was never the only Black person in the room), in Canada
(where he often was), and in the United States (where as a Black man
from the Caribbean, he was a different kind of "only").
Inspired by the essays of James Baldwin, in which the personal
becomes the gateway to larger ideas, Williams explores such things
as the unmistakable moment when a child realizes they are Black;
the ten characteristics of institutional whiteness; how friendship
forms a bulwark against being a target of racism; the meaning and
uses of a Black person's smile; and blame culture—or how do we
make meaningful change when no one feels responsible for the systemic structures of the past. With these essays, Williams wants to
reach a multi-racial audience of people who believe that civil conversation on even the most charged subjects is possible. Examining the
past and the present in order to speak to the future, he offers new
thinking, honest feeling, and his astonishing, piercing gift of language.
P R A I S E F O R D I S O R I E N TAT I O N
Disorie n ta tion is a fo rmally inventive and sear i ng
meditatio n o n race and Blac kness. Bo th to pi c al and l i t e r ar y ,
Williams’ essay co llectio n j uxtapo ses per so nal sto r i es abo ut
racial pro filing and micro aggr essi o ns al o ngsi de di sc ussi o ns
abo ut the murders o f Geo rge F l o yd and Er i c G ar ner and
readings o f Black writers l i ke A udr e Lo r de and J ames
Baldwin. His writing mo ves, by tur n, fr o m tender ness t o
despair to anger, yet remains c l ear -eyed and i ntel l ec t ual l y
rigo ro us thro ugho ut. In an age o f h o t takes and
co ndemnatio n, Williams’ es says r efl ec t, expl o r e, and
illuminate. ” — J U R Y , H i l a r y W e s t o n W r i t e r s ' T r u s t P r i z e
for Nonfiction

(Photo: Justin Morris)

“ Disorie n ta tion is so ho nest, vulnerable, co ur ageo us and
funny that it left me dying to si t do wn o v er a l o ng c o f fe e
with I an Williams. Make that two l attes, and I’ m
buy ing!” — L A W R E N C E H I L L , a u t h o r o f T h e B o o k o f N e g r o e s

RIGHTS SOLD
US:
Europa Editions, November 2021
CANADA:
Random House, September
ITALY:
Keller Editore

IAN WILLIAMS is the author of Reproduction, winner of the 2019
Scotiabank Giller Prize; Personals, which was 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. In 2020 he published his latest poetry collection, Word Problems,
winner of the Raymond Souster Award.
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by Ian Williams

a quick survey reveals that almost every black autobiographical
narrative has a moment of disorientation. The Black epiphany, if you will, is linked to a moment of formative racialization.
Eighteenth Century
The beginning of racialization for Venture Smith, author of one of the earliest slave narratives, comes as a literal ambush. A “violent blow on the head.” A rope around his neck. A
march toward the sea.
About twenty years later in 1757, when writer Olaudah Equiano beholds a slave ship
and white people for the first time, he is so disoriented that he thinks he has entered a spiritual dimension: “I was now persuaded that I had gotten into a world of bad spirits, and that
they were going to kill me.” His words for disorientation are astonishment and terror, feelings that later settle into horror and anguish. His disorientation at seeing Black people
chained together on the ship, at seeing the system of whiteness at work, is so overpowering
that he “fell motionless on the deck and fainted.”
Nineteenth Century
As a little boy in New England, W.E.B. Du Bois is disoriented when a tall, white girl rejects his card: “Then it dawned upon me with a certain suddenness that I was different from
the others; or like, mayhap, in hear and life and longing, but shut out from their world by a
vast veil.” For Du Bois, that moment of disorientation is sudden, clarifying, a “revelation
[that] first bursts upon one, all in a day.”
Twentieth Century
James Baldwin suggests that we enter the world with a sense of equality, until a moment or period of disorientation intervenes: “It comes as a great shock around the age of
five, or six, or seven, to discover that the flag to which you have pledged allegiance, along
with everybody else, has not pledged allegiance to you.” He refers to disorientation as “a
great shock” twice in that debate.
In West Baltimore, a kid pulls a gun on Ta-Nehisi Coates. He goes home and realizes
that other kids, those on TV, those in the suburbs, do not fear for their bodies. He “felt, but
did not yet understand, the relation between that other world and me.”
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80,000 words / Manuscript available fall 2022

FROM A FORMER BBC JOURNALIST COMES A BOOK THAT
TAKES THE READER DEEP INTO THE MIND AND HEART OF
A REFUGEE

Threatened repeatedly with death in her native Pakistan, Saba
Eitizaz fled to Canada and applied for status as a political refugee.
Finding Refuge is a book about finding what it means to finally be
safe. It is also a story about what it’s like to be a woman born to a
certain race at a certain time and forever paying the price of fighting back against the limitations that come with that. It is through
the lens of her own personal experience and her own story that
Saba Eitizaz takes a look at refuge and exile.
Who is a refugee? When do they truly feel safe? What does it
cost them?
The world’s refugee population has more than doubled in the
past decade, yet we have not been able to have a meaningful and
(Photo: Courtesy of the author)
nuanced discourse about this beyond the humanitarian angle.
We welcome newcomers, then break them down, erase them,
until they no longer reflect the reasons we welcomed them in the first place. They drift, in limbo, as tokens of our self-image of multiculturalism and racial harmony and then back to the drawer they go after they serve that purpose.
There’s a lot of stereotyping of refugees as a sort of monolithic, hapless entity without a voice. The
refugee experience isn’t a part of the current conversation on race, and Saba Eitizaz wants to change
that. She wants to bring agency and power to this experience.
Her voice is the voice of the outcast, of the one who never felt safe growing up in a society that hated
females. She is one who can never go home because home has become a violent enemy that wants her dead.
And while Eitizaz may be “protected,” she is never safe. Because safety is not a place. It is an idea, a
sense of reassurance that you fit somewhere, that you belong. Safety comes with feeling included, valued, and supported, being seen for your work and your achievements, not as some stereotype to be relegated to the margins.
Finding Refuge aims to trace that journey and to explore both the structural and the social issues of
trauma, displacement, self, and identity that come with being a refugee.

SABA EITIZAZ is an award-winning multimedia journalist with over a decade of experience as an
international correspondent. She’s currently host and producer of the Toronto Star’s flagship daily podcast
“This Matters.” She has also worked on-air for the CBC and Voice of America. Prior to coming to Canada,
she was a journalist with the BBC in Pakistan, Afghanistan and the UK, producing, reporting and hosting
on radio, TV and digital platforms. Her reporting has mostly been focused on human rights, marginalized
communities and social justice. She is one of the few female journalists from Pakistan who have reported
on the ground from conflict zones in the region.
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the diplomat from kabul was thinking about baby formula when the
Taliban called.
“You can’t hide forever,” said the caller, who said he was an officer of the “New
Islamic Emirate.”
The diplomat had just moved to his second location in as many days with two young
children, his wife and his mother. They were running out of options—and milk for his twoyear-old.
“I’m going to go out (to get supplies) in the cover of the night,” he texted me.
“I am sure the Taliban have accessed our biometrics database.”
He is not wrong. In the days since taking over Kabul, there are UN and Amnesty
International reports of door-to-door searches, of government workers and diplomats being hunted down, of violence in the other fallen provinces.
The Taliban are looking for the diplomat, whom I won’t name for his safety.
Neighbours have told him the Taliban have visited his house twice, that they have
taken his government-issued armoured vehicle, and that they have his number.
I have been introduced to him through a common contact after years of reporting in
that region for the BBC. For days, a group of us have been looking for some way to get him
out of the country. The case has been escalated to Immigration, Refugees and Citizenship
Canada, to veterans helping on ground, to Ottawa. It should not be this hard.
Already, the world is turning away.
✦

✦

✦

As we see haunting images of women throwing babies over razor wire fences in desperate hopes to save them, I know that this is not the first time.
I still remember reporting on yet another “voluntary repatriation” in Pakistan’s northwestern frontier province Khyber Pakhtunkhwa in 2008.
Afghans were loading their entire world onto a truck, including the bricks and debris
of their bulldozed homes, because who knew what they would need in their home province, scarred by U.S. airstrikes and terrible violence by militias. A young man was pushing
a small bundle in my hands. “She will not survive this; she will not live,” he kept saying.
The bundle was his 40-day-old baby daughter.
✦

✦

✦

Last week, the diplomat from Kabul sent me a text. “I have decided to surrender (to
the Taliban),” he wrote. “For the safety of my children and my mother.”
My thumbs keep hovering over the touch screen, my side of the conversation window
remains blank. There is nothing left to say.
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by Colin Ellard
80,000 words / Manuscript available August 2022

FROM THE AUTHOR OF YOU ARE HERE (2009) AND PLACES OF
THE HEART (2015) COMES THE WAKE-UP CALL HUMANITY NEEDS
TO AVOID BECOMING SIMPLE CARICATURES OF OURSELVES

Human beings have the remarkable ability to transcend physical
space and time with nothing more than imagination. This ability,
combined with a deeply-rooted thirst for stories about ourselves—the
unfolding narratives that allow us to make sense of our own actions
and those of others—constitute the very essence of humanity. But
now, enabled by our technologies, everything from high-speed communications to virtual reality, we have trapped ourselves in a vicious
positive feedback loop that encourages us to make simple-minded interpretations.
Our technology transforms us into caricatures of ourselves and
then we become those caricatures. We have traded a universe filled
with marvels for the Marvel Universe. The cost of this trade has been a
deep denigration of what it really means to be a complex, vital, and
fully realized human being.
(Photo: Diana Fleming)
We swallow fatuously oversimplified “scientific” accounts of ourselves with nary a whimper. Not only do we allow ourselves to be counted, sorted, and categorized by
artificially intelligent machines, but we embrace the insights provided by those machines as if they constitute deep and unassailable truths about our nature. We tolerate drab, homogeneous, placeless cities
and neighborhoods as though the settings of our lives didn’t matter. Without a massive destabilizing
event like a global pandemic, it might have been possible for civilization to continue to sleepwalk into
this diminished, algorithmic, machinic version of ourselves without even noticing—indeed we are well
on the way to this sorry state.
But we can wake up. There’s still time left to fix us. That’s what The Cartesian Rift is about.
P RAI S E FO R THE WO RKS O F CO LI N E LLARD
P LACE S O F THE HE ART
“This beautifully written book grabs the reader from the start, with personal stories from the
author’s life interwoven with history, archeology, technology, and design.”
— ESTHER M. STERNBERG M.D., author of Healing Spaces

“From Stonehenge to the African savannah, the book is filled with stories both personal and
professional that offer profound lessons about the psychology of places…Ellard is most compelling
when describing his own experiments and their results, producing gems that will help architects
and urban planners in their everyday practice.” — S P A C I N G M A G A Z I N E

Y O U ARE HE RE
“Delightfully lucid…Ellard has a knack for distilling obscure scientific theories into practical
wisdom.” — T H E N E W Y O R K T I M E S
“[A] fascinating and exhaustive rundown of the processes involved in keeping us and other
animals moving in the right direction…an absorbing read.” — T H E G L O B E A N D M A I L
“One of the finest science writers I've ever read…. It's fun, pure fun.” — T H E L O S A N G E L E S T I M E S

COLIN ELLARD is a professor of cognitive neuroscience and director of the Urban Realities Laboratory at the University of
Waterloo, where he conducts research on the connection between human psychology and built environments both real and
virtual. He has published widely on design and psychology and is in demand as a keynote speaker to a variety of audiences
throughout the world. Ellard has vast experience communicating with the general public (TedX, OpenStreets, and the Moscow
Urban Forum, for example) and has published two books for general audiences—You Are Here (Doubleday USA 2010), which
was also published in China, Japan, Taiwan, and France; and Places of the Heart (Bellevue Literary Press 2015), which was also
published in China, Germany, Korea, Poland, Portugal, Russia, Spain, and Latin America.
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AN EXCERPT

by Colin Ellard

in shakespeare’s play, richard Ⅱ famously asks “What can we bequeath save our deposed bodies to the ground?” His lament presages the fatal flaw in our
desire to take flight from our bodies. The mistake in our conviction that we can soar to a
teleconference or a virtual reality simulation without the entrapment of flesh and bone is
so simple that it got lost somehow in the jumble of technology, engineering, and enthusiasm.
A signal event on our road to digital ruin was contained in a catastrophic turn in
Western philosophy summarized by René Descartes’ argument that “I think therefore I
am.” In these few simple words, by equating thinking with existence Descartes declared
the body superfluous to our humanity. We might need the pumping heart and the functioning gut to sustain the magnificent thinking organ that rests on our shoulders, he argued, but our essence lies entirely outside of these prosaic bits of hardware. What lies below the head is simply the power plant. Modern technology has only deepened this
Cartesian rift between mind and body.
To return for a moment to the pandemic and the manner in which it has disrupted our
lives, notice that the emotional toll of following pandemic protocols like working from
home and maintaining social distance has taken many of us by surprise. I don’t want to
minimize the hardship suffered by essential workers who didn’t have the choice of hunkering down and waiting out the worst of the crisis because their jobs simply couldn’t be done
from home (many of whom the rest of us depended on for our lives in ways we hadn’t
thought about clearly until now). But all that was asked of the rest of us was that we stay
home as much as possible and avoid any activity that might increase the risk that we would
spread the disease. That’s it.
Who would have imagined that the 21st century version of mass mobilization against a
common foe would have consisted of staying home and staying away from one another?
But more surprising, still, is the difficulty that we’ve been having with this. I’ve seen welleducated colleagues blow up during Zoom meetings at the illogic and injustice of what
they’ve been asked to do, while at the same time somehow ignoring the graphic evidence of
dead bodies spilling into mass graves, warehouses, and refrigerated transport trucks.
While we bemoan our fate at missing out on restaurants and bars, medical workers are being forced to make decisions about who will live and who will die.
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