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Head Above Water:
Reflections on Illness

By Shahd Alshammari
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Shahd Alshammari has Multiple 
Sclerosis and sits on the judg-
ing panel for the The Barbellion 
Prize Meet Our Judges, focused 

on disability in literature. Her PhD was 
from the UK. Alshammari is an Assistant 
Professor of Literature. Her research 
interests focus on madwomen in dif-
ferent literatures, including Victorian, 
post-colonial, and Bedouin. Alshammari 
is especially interested in the concept of 
hybridity, having been born to a Bedou-
in father and a Palestinian mother. She is 
also interested in Disability Studies and 
the correlation of disability studies with 
identity in the Arab world, having been 
diagnosed with Multiple Sclerosis at the 
age of 18.

Narrative non-fiction chronicling 
an Arab woman’s experience of 
disability. At once a vivid anato-
misation of illness, and a personal 
journey involving stigma, healing, 
friendship and the power of story-
telling.

Head Above Water: Re-
flections on Illness cen-
tres a Kuwaiti professor’s 
conversations with her 

student. The author details her 
account of being diagnosed with 
Multiple Sclerosis at the age of 
eighteen in a strictly conserva-
tive Kuwaiti society. Alshammari 
draws on diary entries and snippets 
of conversations from her failing 
memory (as the disease is still pro-
gressing). Referencing literature and 
poetry to consider broad themes 
– death, love, loss, shame, family, 
identity, mental health and illness – 
the narrative expands. These topics 
are explored but left unanswered, 
thereby allowing the reader to re-
flect on their own ideologies and 

Narrative Non-Fiction
Hardback / Paperback / eBook
Released: World MS Day 2022
All Worldwide Rights Available
Categories: Memoir, Disability,  

Medical Humanities

how they navigate life. Life is, 
more often than not, interrupted 
by illness. A toolbox for survival is 
presented here as stories emerge 
out of human connection and a 
politics of love.

Head Above Water: Reflections on 
Illness invites us to ask big ques-
tions about life, loss, and the stig-
matisation of illness. The narrative 

builds a bridge that reminds us 
of our common humanity and 
connects the threads that tie us 
all together. 

TO BE RELEASED ON 
WORLD MS DAY 2022

All rights available
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EXCERPT from Head Above Water
By Shahd Alshammari

“A visit to Death interrupted my life mid-way, at 
the age of twenty-five. I wonder sometimes if 
I can recall it as it happened, as I saw it, as I 
felt it, and the conversations I heard, the fac-

es that I saw. Would I want to narrate this experience, tell 
the story (and stories) of this half-interrupted life? Sto-
ries are who we are. Stories make up our most vulnerable 
moments, and in storytelling we have the power to gain a 
sense of agency over our lives. In dialogue and in conversa-
tion are the moments that make sense of chaotic ruptures, 
fragments that we collect and reassemble to construct a 
grander narrative. I’ve always told my students that story- 
telling is an integral part of life. We cannot separate life 
from the stories we tell ourselves and others, the stories 
we tell ourselves about others, and stories others tell about 
us. But these stories are distorted by failing bodies, fail-
ing memories, and lapses, relapses, repeated delays in the 
transmission of brain signals to a body that forgets and re-
members. Memory is a collection of snapshots in time, the 
work of remembering is hard labour, emotional at its best, 
traumatic at its worst. We can’t help but project ourselves 
onto distorted mirrors, and pen and paper fail to convey 
what really happened, what was, and what wasn’t.
 How are we to tell the story from one perspective if we 
have never experienced the other? How can I speak as the 
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mentor, when a student-self still pulsates in me? My charac-
ters are invoked from memories, at other times, accounts of 
others’ jolts of memory, gaps that I can’t seem to fill. Com-
posite characters are part of this narrative, and what drives 
my recollection of emotions is the emotion behind intimate 
conversations, meditations, musings between myself, my 
mother and me, my grandmother’s last words, my visions 
of our ‘human’ life, and a preoccupation with these stories. 
Stories have been the pulse that allows me room to breathe 
around my ribcage as it pushes against my heart, threaten-
ing to suffocate it. My heart, our hearts, her heart, Mama’s 
heart, all of their hearts – the place that the soul lives and 
dies in. Or, is it the place we turn to when we reflect on our 
lives? In the Quran, we are told about the vagueness of the 
soul and its home:
 And they ask you about the soul. Say: The soul is one of  
 the commands of my Lord, and you are not given aught of  
 knowledge but a little. (17:85)
 And because souls are a vast area of the unknown, and 
we have limited and mortal knowledge, then the heart is 
the finding place, the knowing place. The mind, reason, 
thought, knowledge is the place where we ask the how’s and 
why’s and we find nothing but a road back into the heart. 
The method of the heart is my starting and ending point 
(and end). Binary thought will fail me as bodies fail to house 
us. I look at these bits and pieces as a bridge between that 
which I know to have happened, that which I think hap-
pened, and that which I fashion out of a big belief in narrat-
ing the self. 



Her Allies: A Practical Toolkit to 
Help Men Lead through Advocacy

By Hira Ali
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The sequel to the Amazon top 3 
bestseller in gender studies, Her 
Way To The Top, which received 
global praise from Ziauddin 
Yousafzai (Malala’s father) and 
Sadiq Khan, among many others.

In the current climate, post Sar-
ah Everard’s painful and shocking 
death, there has been an increasing 
need for conversations around male 

allyship. The interest is also reflected 
in the ‘Her Allies’ article published in 
Forbes for IWD Choose to Challenge 
which received over 19000 views and 
generated a lot of enthusiasm in terms 
of how to begin this journey on their 
own. The book makes the journey easy 
by breaking it down into four progres-
sive steps. It will equip the readers with 
strategies to become inclusive allies. 
They will learn tools to become power-
ful advocates for equality and inclusion 
for all. Readers are going to start off by 
learning every day actions which they 
can take on their own and will then 
move on to learn how they respectfully 
challenge others, and ultimately, organ-
isations culture and policies. Backed by 
principles of psychology and neurosci-
ence, this book combines coaching, 

Non-Fiction
Hardback / Paperback / eBook

Released: Summer 2021
All Worldwide Rights Available

Categories: Gender Studies, Feminism, 
Advocacy and Allyship
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Hira Ali is an Associate Certified 
Coach accredited by the Internation-
al Coaching Federation (ICF) and a 
licensed Neuro Linguistic Program-

ming (NLP) Practitioner. Hira is also a success-
ful entrepreneur who has launched several 
businesses to support her mission, including 
Advancing Your Potential, Career Excel, Inter-
national Women Empowerment Events and 
The Grey Area. Her work has been featured 
in Forbes, Huff Post, and Entrepreneur, and 
has earned Hira several prestigious honours 
including the Top 100 Women-Lift Effects 
award, the Women in Media award and rec-
ognition as an Outstanding British Pakistani 
by British Pakistan Foundation. She was also 
named as a top D&I voice to follow on Linke-
dIn and featured as a role model in Girls Who 
Do You Want To Be alongside phenomenal 
world changers.

training and professional experience 
with the latest research.

At its core, Her Allies: Strategies to Help 
Men Lead through Advocacy offers 
men the tools they need to become 
powerful advocates for gender equality. 
This book is an invitation extended to 
all men who are willing to take that bold 
first step and transform good intention 
into meaningful action. Those men with 
the courage to read on will embark on 
a progressive journey that ends only 
when women realize the same oppor-

tunities, recognition, and respect that 
men already command. Allies aren’t 
committed to this journey for person-
al gain; these selfless pioneers know 
that their daughters and granddaugh-
ters will reap the rewards of their 
efforts for generations to come.

COMING SUMMER 2021

All rights available
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EXCERPT from Her Allies
By Hira Ali

From pages 9-10:

“What is an ALLY?

Allyship has increasingly played a key role in support-
ing marginalised groups who are continuously short-

changed by justice and equality. 
 Debra Meyerson and Megan Tompkin call allies tempered radi-
cals—catalysts for change who challenge organisational structures that 
disadvantage women while remaining committed to the success of the 
organisation. During my previously mentioned book anniversary panel, 
participants arrived at the following definitions of allyship and allies:

1. Allies are individuals who provide sponsorship to women, champi-
on them in rooms they are not in, give coaching feedback on their work 
and how they are showing up in the business, and help them raise their 
visibility. 
2. Allies provide greater support to the company’s D&I practitioners 
so their D&I work is elevated to the proper level and receives attention 
from the rest of the organisation, including middle management. 
3. Allies commit to improving their own self-awareness so they can be 
a catalyst for change and become a role model for others.

 Gill Whitty-Collins, author of Why Men Are Winning at Work, ar-
gues that until powerful men start to understand the problem and pro-
mote women equally, nothing will change. ‘It’s not about obvious sexism,’ 
she writes. ‘The conscious stuff is horrendous, but it’s easier to deal with 
because it’s just wrong. What’s very difficult to tackle is the unconscious 
bias from well-intentioned men, who genuinely think they are promoting 
men for big jobs because they are better. Of course, that can be right 50 
percent of the time but, based on the data, it cannot be right 95 percent 
of the time.’
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 It is not humanly possible to always be aware of other people’s 
thoughts and expectations. After all, each person’s map is different to 
yours. Their perceptions, perspectives and model of the world informs how 
they act and react. Each individual views the world through their own tint-
ed perspective, which could be the same, or different, from yours. Authen-
tic and active allies acknowledge this and know that while you can’t under-
stand all viewpoints, you can be open to learning, improving and changing 
by building self-awareness to foster fairness in everyday interactions, free 
from assumptions and biases. When you become an ally, you will embrace 
that allyship is a process, a journey of development and evolution. 
 Here it is important to make a distinction. Allies are not saviours, 
protectors or knights in shining armour who need to rescue women. While 
this may be true and appropriate in some situations, a large majority of 
women do not need saving or wish to be rescued. Hence, allies need to 
avoid appearing patronising, infantilising, condescending or worse—
all-knowing. They need to work in complementary roles side-by-side as 
co-pilots, advocates, mentors, sponsors, defenders and amplifiers, who 
seek to level the playing field. Karen Catlin, author of Better Allies, notes 
the difference between allies and saviours: allies push for systemic change 
on a macro-level and not just one-off situations. They are on the lookout 
for major discrepancies that will impact a huge group of people versus 
just one. They challenge ingrained behaviours and remove equity barri-
ers—-not necessarily the easy way, but the right way, without shortcuts 
and without any desire to merely ‘look’ good. Quite simply, they avoid per-
formative allyship.
 BCG—Boston Consultant Group’s worldwide data indicates that 
among companies where men are actively involved in gender diversity, 96 
percent report progress. Conversely, among companies where men are not 
involved, only 30 percent show progress. The curated research report, Men 
as Allies, demonstrates that an enhanced understanding of the influential 
impact of male allies at work led many organisations to recognise men as 
critical allies in the diversity and inclusion equation. The Gloria Cordes 
Larson Center for Women and Business (CWB) at Bentley University ex-
plores what has fuelled the trend in its dedicated report. Some of these 
included people taking notice—as actress Emma Watson did when she ad-
dressed the United Nations in 2014—urging men to join the feminist move-
ment under the banner #HeForShe. ‘Gender equality is your issue too,’ she 
told men as the UN Women Goodwill Ambassador. 



• A Harper’s Bazaar Essential 
Fashion Book 2020

• Featured at the Contempo-
rary Muslim Fashion exhibit 
at the Smithsonian Design 
Museum in New York City

Modesty:
A Fashion Paradox

By Hafsa Lodi

Modest fashion has been 
gaining momentum in 
the mainstream global 
fashion industry over 

the past half-decade and is now a 
multi-billion-dollar retail sector. Its 
growing and now consistent ap-
pearance on high-profile fashion 
runways, on celebrities and in the 
headlines of fashion publications and 
news outlets, has shown that the 
modest fashion movement is hugely 
relevant to consumers. This is par-
ticularly true for millennials who are 
attracted to the feminist influences 
behind concealing your body, fol-
low faith-based dress codes, or are 
attuned to social media, where more 
and more modest fashion bloggers 
are using imagery to inspire their 
followers. While the movement can 
credit European high fashion houses, 
like Gucci, for making conservative 
dresses and layering “in style” and 
“on trend,” and subsequent Western 

288 Pages
Contemporary Non-Fiction

Hardback / Paperback / eBook
Released: 19 March 2020

All Worldwide Rights Available
Categories: (Modest) Fashion, 

Popular Culture, Feminism
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labels like DKNY, H&M and Mango for 
dabbling in the realm of modest wear, it 
is the newly emerging group of faith-in-
fluenced fashion brands who are driving 
the revolution, along with a new crop 
of Muslim fashion bloggers. These have 
helped catapult demure dressing trends 
globally. This book speaks to the various 
personalities and companies who have 
helped shape the modest fashion indus-

‘Smart and journalistic, Modes-
ty embraces the heterogeneity of 
fashion to tell a new story about 
self-expression and freedom.’ 
- Foreword Reviews

try into such a significant retail sector, 
while also exploring the controversies 
that lie at the heart of the movement, 
such as one pressing question: even if it 
covers the skin but is flamboyant, mod-
eled with the purpose of attracting at-
tention, and publicly promoted on social 
media, can fashion truly be modest?

ABOUT THE AUTHOR
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‘A nuanced and insightful study of 
the modest fashion movement in the 
Muslim world and beyond.’
- Publishers Weekly

Hafsa Lodi is an American jour-
nalist who has been covering 
fashion in the Middle East for 
the past decade. She moved 

to the United Arab Emirates at 14. She 
has a BA in journalism from the Ryerson 
School of Journalism in Toronto and an 
MA in Islamic Law from the School of 
Oriental and African Studies in London. 
The relationships between religion, 
culture and modernity have always 
fascinated Hafsa, who covered topics 
including honour killings in Canada’s 
South Asian communities, the use of 
DNA evidence in rape cases in Pakistan 
and the industrialization of the Holy 
City of Makkah, before turning to the 
fashion journalism beat. She writes for 
The National newspaper and fashion 
magazines Mojeh and Vogue India.
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EXCERPT from 
Modesty: A Fashion Paradox 

By Hafsa Lodi

From pages 15-17:

“The idea that modesty can be a secular and 
feminist option – an individual woman’s 
choice to show less rather than more an 
act of empowerment – has been anathema,” 

writes author, attorney and political philosopher Rafia 
Zakaria.
 Soon after the September 11 terrorist attacks, New 
York’s Democratic congresswoman Carolyn Maloney 
donned attire that is worn by a minority of Muslim wom-
en, influenced by the countries where they live and the 
cultural dress norms handed down from extremist gov-
ernments. Dressing up as a stereotypical Afghan woman, 
she wore a burka (a loose garment covering the whole 
body from head to feet) and niqab (a veil covering the 
head and face) while making a statement in support of 
attacking Afghanistan. Her argument was one of waging 
war against the Taliban, yet her sensational wearing of 
the burka was successful in delivering another narrative: 
one that claimed, in the interest of feminism, that the 
West would need to go and save the women of Afghani-
stan from being essentially locked up in these perilous 
garments. She made a case for their life-threatening na-
ture in her address, when she said that the mesh veil in 
front of the eyes made it difficult to even cross the road. 
She described the burka as “heavy and cumbersome” 
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and stated “the veil is so thick that it’s difficult to breathe”. 
As we know, the United States did invade Afghanistan, and 
the image of the burka became a recurring visual of the war.
 “The aesthetic of the veil as repressive – and the premise 
that giving it up signifies freedom while retention suggests 
a continued commitment to female repression – is inextri-
cably tied to the history of colonialism and the concomitant 
emergence of the veil as a visible symbol of what needed to 
be eliminated from the societies of colonized people such 
that they, or specifically their women, could be ‘taught’ femi-
nism,” writes Rafia.
 This may explain why a number of Westerners, both 
men and women, are up in arms over the fact that the hijab 
has infiltrated mainstream fashion. British retailer Marks & 
Spencer has been at the center of this social debate for years, 
from the launch of its much-contested burkini line in 2016 
to the black headscarves it started stocking in its school uni-
form section in 2018, prompting many customers to call for 
a boycott of the store. “I wish they wouldn’t call it ‘modest’. 
It implies women not swathed from head to toe are immod-
est,” wrote one user on Mumsnet.com. Another wrote, “They 
should call it ‘covered’ or something, not modest. Modest im-
plies horrible things about women who don’t dress that way.”
 Burkini swimsuits, which are favored by many Muslim, 
hijab-wearing women, were banned in areas of France in 
2016, being deemed “the affirmation of political Islam in the 
public space” by then Prime Minister Manuel Valls. Though 
the ban was lifted in some areas, it is still in place in some 
French towns, and the garment remains controversial among 
Muslims and non- Muslims alike. My own mother, for in-
stance, who identifies as a proud, practicing Muslim, doesn’t 
care for burkinis, believing them to be drab and impractical. 
“And why are so many of them black?” she asks. “I feel hot 
just looking at them!”.



Winner of the Spotlight First Nov-
el Prize and longlisted for The 
Guardian’s Not The Booker Prize, 
Cows Can’t Jump is a hilarious 
coming-of-age odyssey, taking the 
reader on a journey across Europe.

Cows Can’t Jump
By Philip Bowne

From debut novelist Philip Bowne 
comes this explosive coming-
of-age odyssey that catapults 
18-year-old Billy Reed across Eu-

rope. Billy has just left school and is 
desperate to escape middle England. It’s 
2016, and as a grave-digger, he’s work-
ing the ultimate dead-end job. To make 
matters worse, he’s a virgin, and there’s 
no hope of him meeting a girl any time 
soon. The only women at work are in 
coffins.

Billy’s home life isn’t any better. In the 
evenings, he observes his dysfunctional 
family: his grandad’s engaged to a wom-
an half his age, his dad’s become ob-
sessed with boxing, and he suspects his 
mum is having an affair. All the while, 
celebrities are dropping like flies and 
Britain is waiting for the EU referendum. 
Everything is changing, and Billy hates it.

Billy’s life gets a jump start when he falls 
in love with Eva, an older girl from Swit-
zerland, who is passionate about Rus-
sian literature, Gary Numan, windfarms 
and chai tea. To Billy’s despair, Eva 
travels back to her home in Switzerland 
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at the end of summer. But he won’t give 
up on her that easily. He gambles every-
thing for a chance to be with Eva again.

When things start to go wrong, Bil-
ly’s journey across Europe involves 
hitch-hiking with truckers, walking with 

“Innovative, punchy and tender, Cows 
Can’t Jump maintains a balance of tone, 
laugh-out-loud humour and sharp wit. 
Bowne’s debut is a performance of real 
originality and extraordinary promise.” 
- Ray Robinson, author of Electricity

Philip Bowne lives in London 
and works as a writer for The 
Wombles, a children’s entertain-
ment brand. Like his protagonist, 

Billy, Phil attended a failing and severely 
under-resourced school in Bicester, 
Oxfordshire. However, unlike Billy, Phil 
ended up studying English Literature 
and Creative Writing at university.

While studying, Phil published short 
stories in literary magazines and an-
thologies in the UK, US, Canada and 
Germany. After graduating, Phil spent 
time in Europe and the US, working 
and volunteering in various roles and 
settings: repairing boats at Lake Como, 
housekeeping at a mountain lodge in 
California and working with charity 
Care4Calais in the former Calais ‘jun-
gle’ refugee camp.

refugees, and an encounter with suicidal 
cows. But the further he goes, the harder 
it is to be sure what he’s chasing – and 
what he’s running from.

ABOUT THE AUTHOR
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Cows Can’t Jump is Phil’s debut novel, 
which he worked on while managing 
a bar in London. As well as a writer 
for The Wombles, Phil also works on a 
number of independent writing proj-
ects, including a musical set in 1970’s 
Soho and a sitcom set in a failing lei-
sure centre.

“The prose sparkles like 
sunshine hitting the English 
Channel.”  - D.D. Johnston, 
author of Peace, Love & Petrol 
Bombs
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From pages 50-52:

Thursday June 23rd 2016 was the night of the 
referendum. The British public were given the 
chance to vote on whether Britain should re-
main in the EU. I was done hearing about it. It 

was all people  talked  about.  My  parents  had  been  
going  on  about  how  leaving  would  be  the  best  thing  
Britain  could  do,  about  how  things would go back to 
the good old days, about how we would look after our 
own first. 
 It was a bigger deal to Eva than it was to most of the 
others at the school. She’d baked a cake – vegan banana 
bread iced with 12 golden stars on a blue background – 
the EU flag. 
 I wasn’t old enough to vote. I was to turn 18 only 
a matter of  weeks  after  the  referendum.  Eva  was  
annoyed  with  me,  but  I  couldn’t  help  when  I  was  
born.  She  made  me  watch  the  news  with  her  all  
night  as  the  results  came  in.  A  few  of  the  other  
staff  tried  the  banana  bread  but  it  tasted  like  soil  
and  it  had sultanas in which make me feel sick. I had to 
eat it because it  meant  a  lot  to  Eva  and  I  was  dying  
to  have  sex  with  her.  Sometimes I’d lie awake at night 
and the voices of the Russian dolls would come back to 
me, yelling, “Virgin Boy! Still got your L-plates on?” 
 I  had  to  do  something  with  Eva.  I  was  waking  

EXCERPT from 
Cows Can’t Jump 

By Philip Bowne
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up  every  morning  with  a  rock-on.  It  didn’t  help  my  sexual  
frustration  watching   Eva   running   around   in   little   denim   
shorts   and   crop-tops  that  showed  the  small  of  her  back  
and  the  curve  at  her hips.
 The  news  reporters  were  confident  that  Britain  would  
remain. Most people were. The polls were indicating that more 
were in favour of remaining. A few of the other staff watched 
the TV with us in the common room once the kids were all in 
bed, but  they  dropped  off  one  by  one,  losing  interest.  Be-
fore  long  it  was just me and Eva, and the TV. 
 At 4:40am, it was clear that Britain would leave. Normally 
I’d  be  fast  asleep  by  then,  but  Eva  kept  yelling  at  the  TV  
and  saying how stupid British people were and how the stock 
market was going to crash and how Europe’s back was broken. 
 “Billy, I can’t believe it’s true. Is it really true?” 
 I  put  my  arm  around  her.  She  picked  up  the  half-eat-
en  banana bread and threw it at the TV. David Cameron’s face 
was smeared with vegan marzipan. 
 “Fuck you, Britain,” she said. “Do you realise what this 
means?” 
 I  didn’t  really  realise  what  it  meant.  I  don’t  think  
anybody  did. 
 Eva didn’t talk for a little while. She watched the discus-
sions and dissections closely. She lay across my lap, and curled 
her body into a ball, head rested on my thigh. Her smooth, 
brown neck was staring up at me, waiting to be kissed, but her 
eyes were fixed on the news. 
 After  another  hour  of  staring  in  disbelief,  Eva  grabbed  
me  by the hand and we left the main house. The TV was left 
on, and the EU cake smeared on the TV and the carpet. She led 
me to my room, and when I unlocked it and went inside, she 
stripped off her t-shirt and lay down in my bed, on her front. 
I felt like my balls were swelling and turning bluer and bluer 
with every moment.



A witty and acerbic novel 
for our times about corpo-
rate greed, the hubris of 
bankers, contradictions 
of the clean energy econo-
my and their unintended 
consequences on every-
day people.

The Umbrella Men
By Keith Carter

Finance, environmental-
ism, rare-earth mining and 
human frailties collide in 
a complex of flawed mo-

tives. We follow Peter Mount, the 
self-made Chief Executive of a 
London-based rare-earth mining 
company as he and his business 
are buffeted by crisis-torn Royal 
Bank of Scotland and by his own 
actions, real and imagined.

Meanwhile in Oregon, Amy Tate 
and her group of local environ-
mental activists do their contra-
dictory part to undermine a com-
ponent of the green economy, 
unwittingly super-charged by the 
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Chinese state. The repercussions 
of events in pristine Oregon are 
felt in the corporate and financial 
corridors of New York and London 
with drastic consequences. This 
is a deeply involving novel about 
the current workings of capitalism, 
miscommunication, causes and 
unexpected effects, love and sur-
vival.

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Praise for The Umbrella Men:
“Hugely entertaining and enlightening.” - 
Book Riot: Excellent Books Out in the UK

“An involving and provocative novel ... 
huorous, acerbic, and keenly observed, The 
Umbrella Men couldn’t be more topical.” - 
Paul Burke, NB Magazine Review

Born in Scotland to a Dutch 
mother and British father, 
Keith Carter read Eco-
nomics at Cambridge, tak-

ing a First in 1981 when he was 
elected a Scholar. He worked 
as an investment banker before 
going stright and running a small 
pharmaceutical company. Now a 
writer and business consultant, 
he enjoys travel, politics and 
economics, reading and writ-
ing, languages, music and meals 
with family and friends. Keith 
suffered a spinal cord injury in 
March 2018 and since rides a 
wheelchair.

“A witty, globally-scoped exposé of 
corporate greed and environmentalism 
told through an absorbing character-rich 
tale.” - Joanne Owen, Love Reading UK
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From pages 100-102:

MNM, like all his colleagues in investment 
banking at Hamlyn, was paid what he con-
sidered a modest salary of £120,000 but 
got to multiply this, subject to his bringing 

in deals and the associated fees. “One eats what one 
kills,” he told his horrified father, a Classics profes-
sor who specialised in the philosophy of Plato; “One 
is only as good as one’s last deal.” Professor Montagu, 
who lived in rooms and dined in hall at his Cambridge 
college, and therefore had little contact with or use 
for the stuff, had always considered money to be a 
necessary evil and really rather vulgar, yet here was 
Montagu, his only son, telling him proudly of his an-
nual earnings, and in such terms as made him picture 
a blood-smeared Neanderthal hunter-gatherer, not a 
highly qualified professional. If only young Montagu, 
who had read both Latin and ancient Greek since the 
age of 11, had continued with the medieval history he 
had studied so diligently. His work on Thomas Aqui-
nas and the philosophia perennis had shown such 
promise. 
 “We could fucking beat any team from Bloom & 
Beck, fucking show them who has the biggest cojones,” 
MNM, the Thomistic philosopher, was saying to Bruce 

EXCERPT from 
The Umbrella Men

By Keith Carter
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Shaw, no-nonsense CEO of C. Brown, as a huge low-load-
er bearing reinforced steel girders rumbled past dusting 
them all with fine red earth. Prim and scholarly at home, 
Montagu liked the Aussies, he loved their earthy ways, their 
foul mouths. He quickly adapted his own style to fit in with 
theirs. “No one bloody well knows more about the rare-earth 
sector than our specialists at Hamlyn. Like Dan here.” Dan 
had noticed that MNM’s mouth when he voiced the word 
“fucking”, which seemed to be pretty much all the time in 
this hemisphere, was strikingly similar to the mouth of the 
round cartoon-character candy on the front of a pack of 
M&Ms. This thought so amused him that he was not listen-
ing to what MNM was saying, just watching the mouth and 
hoping for another obscenity. He got the “like Dan here” bit, 
and hurriedly tried to recall what had gone before. 
 “Dan, I was just telling Bruce about those wankers at 
B&B,” prompted Montagu. 
 “Oh, have they been pitching for the M&A role? The fi-
nancing?” asked Dan. 
 “You bet your sweet arse they have,” said Bruce, who 
loved to wind up bankers of every kind and nationality. Bas-
tards deserved it, stuck-up gits the lot of them. This Montagu 
character seemed okay though. Salt of the bloody earth, de-
spite the poncey name. 
 “Well, that really is quite wrong of them, quite inappro-
priate. I hope you didn’t give them any confidential informa-
tion. I hear they are major investors in the consortium they 
put together to acquire the mine at White Crag in California, 
not just advisors. They’d be conflicted, big time.” Bruce was 
impressed. 
 “Wow, I didn’t know that. That’s serious. Hey, you’re 
good.” 
 “We’re better than good, Bruce, we’re fucking awesome!” 
said Montagu Nicodemus Montagu, with British reserve. 



Winner of a prestigious English 
PEN Translates grant, this is a fast-
paced Algerian crime novel featur-
ing a strong female protagonist who 
breaks cultural and historical ste-
reotypes.

The Djinn’s Apple is a fast-
paced whodunnit set in the 
Abbasid period (700-800 
AD), and told through the 

eyes and inner monologue (including 
flashbacks) of twelve-year-old Nar-
deen. Splashed across the opening 
pages of the novel is the storming of 
her home by mysterious men fran-
tically searching for something. Or 
someone. Nardeen manages to run 
away while the rest of her family is 
left behind, and murdered that very 
night. The rest of the book details 
Nardeen’s quest to find her family’s 
killer.

Part crime novel, part historical fic-
tion, The Djinn’s Apple is an enlight-
ening and gripping read, particularly 
as the reader gets to see the evo-
lution of the gutsy Nardeen as she 
grows to positively flout society’s 
expectations of girls at that time. 
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The Djinn’s Apple
By Djamila Morani

Translated by Sawad Hussain
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Sawad Hussain is an Arabic translator and 
litterateur who is passionate about bring-
ing narratives from the African continent 
to wider audiences. She was co-editor of 

the Arabic-English portion of the award-winning 
Oxford Arabic Dictionary (2014). Her transla-
tions have been recognised by English PEN, the 
Anglo-Omani Society and the Palestine Book 
Awards, among others. She holds an MA in Mod-
ern Arabic Literature from SOAS. Her Twitter 
handle is @sawadhussain.
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Djamila Morani is an Algerian novelist and 
an Arabic language professor. Her first novel, 
released in 2015 and titled Taj el-Khatiaa, is set 
in the Abbasid period (like The Djinn’s Apple), 
but in Kazakhstan. All of her works are fast-
paced historical fiction pieces. She is yet to 
have a full-length work translated into English.

It hooks you with...
• The swirling, magical atmosphere of the Abbasid period
• The murder mystery of how her father was killed
• An intelligent, feisty, 12 year old protagonist who becomes an 

adult during the story 
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Sample translation by Sawad Hussain:

“I rushed to the balcony and craned forward 
to see men with their swords drawn, chant-
ing, “Kill the apostates! Kill the infidels!” 
They didn’t look anything like Al-Rashid’s 

guard. Terrified, I turned to my father, who had 
jumped up from his chair when he heard the word 
“apostates.” He grabbed my hand and dragged me 
behind him down the stairs, his eyes surveying the 
area before him. My eyes clung to the fear in his. 
What was fear? Fear was my father’s wandering look 
that night. I pulled on his hand and mumbled, “Baba 
. . . .”
 He stumbled but didn’t stop. I pressed my small 
palm into his sweaty one. Fear, for me, was usually a 
bogeyman from my mother’s stories chasing me; he 
would melt away, disappearing completely, when-
ever I leapt into my father’s embrace. But this fear 
that had engulfed his eyes was uglier than any bo-
geyman. He opened the back gate and threw me out. 
I tried to open it again but Baba had locked it from 
the inside.
 I stood on the doorstep, listening to the sounds 
of bodies and things crashing to the floor; my broth-

EXCERPT from 
The Djinn’s Apple

By Djamila Morani
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er and sister yelling; everyone calling out for everyone else, 
but nobody answering, like they couldn’t hear each other; 
Bayan’s loud wail . . . I could pick her out in the middle of 
the storm of shouting. Usually her cries were loud and an-
noying, but now it was just a desperate wail that tore my 
heart up. It was a heavy wail, heavier than her tender age 
of five. Suddenly she fell silent, the quiet slithered slow-
ly all over, and the voices fell away. I only heard the cau-
tious, firm steps that Death itself took inside, searching, 
it seemed, for another life, the final one to snatch before 
it left the place. My grip on the door handle loosened and I 
pushed my ear up against the door.
 “Sire . . . I’ve looked for her everywhere.”
 “She must be here, look harder,” Death ordered.
 Fear rushed through me. I backed up a few steps. My 
foot slipped and I fell. Are they looking for me?
 “I told you, keep looking!” Death yelled.
 I stared at the shut door and imagined it opening. I 
sprinted outside the garden, not looking right or left, ter-
rified that if I glanced back even once, Death would swal-
low me whole. I ran without knowing where I was going, 
my feet leading me to a nearby mosque. I steadied my-
self against the wall and sank to the ground to catch my 
breath, my heart pounding so wildly it felt like it was going 
to run out of my chest. I caught sight of the ink that had 
drawn a line along the length of my hand. It looked like 
henna, actually, just like the henna of the Bedouin women! 
I remembered the face of that woman Anan, the dark Bed-
ouin soothsayer, whose hand was dyed with henna—she 
had visited Mama a few days before. A cold shiver traveled 
through my body, without me knowing why. Was it the 
cold night wind or what she had said?



This fantastical novel mixes 
elements of magic and folk-
lore to create a dark and 
playful tale that traverses 
Europe at the turn of the 
18th century.

The Book of Perilous Dishes
By Doina Rusti

Bucharest, 1798. A slave-
cook lives in Bucharest, 
sought after by everyone. 
His cooking satisfies even 

the sophisticated tastes of the 
Prince, who takes him to the Pal-
ace. However, no one knows that 
the cook has in his possession a 
witch’s recipe book: the ‘Book 
of Perilous Dishes’. His food can 
bring about damaging sincerity, 
forgetfulness, the gift of predic-
tion, or histerical laughter. And 
the rightful owner of this book is 
fourteen-year-old Pâtca, an ado-
lescent initiated in the occult arts. 
Pâtca comes to Bucharest, to her 
uncle, Cuviosu Zaval, to recover 
this book, but she finds him dead, 
murdered, and the ‘Book of Peril-
ous Dishes’ has disappeared with-
out a trace. All that Zaval has left 
her is a strange map...

The Book of Perilous Dishes is 
the story of Pâtca, who uses her 
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powers to avenge the death of her 
uncle and retrieve a magical reci-
pe book left in his keeping which 
has been stolen by Silica the cook. 
Travelling from Romania to France 
and on to Germany to do so, Pât-
ca’s family’s true past and powers 
are revealed, as is her connection 
to Silica the cook...

This atmospheric novel has been 
translated into German, Spanish 
and Hungarian and is told much 

Doina Rusti is one of Roma-
nia’s most successful writ-
ers of historical and specu-
lative fiction. Known for the 

originality of her novels, Rusti is the 
recipient of many major Romanian 
awards, and her books have been 
translated into multiple languages, 
including Chinese and German to 
date. Rusti is known for exploring as-
pects of fantasy and the supernatu-
ral, as well as tackling darker themes 
such as political corruption. 

She says, “I live in Bucharest, the 
happiest city in the world, even its 
name says it (The City of Joy). In 
all my novels I write about Bucha-
rest. If this city didn’t exist, maybe I 
wouldn’t be a writer.

like an adventure story, going from 
place to place, from one fantasti-
cal encounter to the next. 
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Rights Available: All Rights Related 
to English Translation, Except Film. 
Translation Rights Available for 
Turkish Only.
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Shorlisted for the Etisalat Award 
for Arabic Children’s Literature, 
this transportive novel uses touch-
es of magical realism to tell a com-
ing-of-age story set against the 
backdrop of occupied Palestine.

Trees for the Absentees
By Ahlam Bsharat

Translated by Ruth Ahmedzai Kemp and Sue Copeland

Young love, meddling relatives, 
heart-to-hearts with friends real 
and imagined – Philistia’s world 
is that of an ordinary university 

student, except that in occupied Palestine, 
and when your father is in indefinite de-
tention, nothing is straightforward.

Philistia is closest to her childhood, and to 
her late grandmother and her imprisoned 
father, when she’s at her part-time job 
washing women’s bodies at the ancient 
Ottoman hammam in Nablus, the West 
Bank. A midwife and corpse washer in 
her time, Grandma Zahia taught Philistia 
the ritual ablutions and the secrets of the 
body: the secrets of life and death.

On the brink of adulthood, Philistia em-
barks on a journey through her country’s 
history – a magical journey, and one of 
loss and centuries of occupation.

As trees are uprooted around her, Philis-
tia searches for a place of refuge, a place 
where she can plant a memory for the 
ones she’s lost.
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Ahlam Bsharat is a Palestinian writer who grew up in a 
village in Northern Palestine and completed her MA 
in Arabic Literature at An-Najah National University 
in Nablus. Besides poetry, picture books, short sto-

ries, novels, and memoirs, she has written a number of televi-
sion and radio scripts. Her books have received many awards 
and recommendation, including the IBBY Honor List for 2012, 
a biennial selection of outstanding, recently published books 
from more than seventy countries. Ahlam has been active in 
numerous cultural forums, has lead creative writing work-
shops for children and adults and her craft has taken her 
across Europe and to Dubai as a resident artist.

Ruth Ahmedzai Kemp is a British literary translator working 
from German, Russian and Arabic into English. She has translat-
ed novels by Fadi Zaghmout, Hanna Winter, Kathrin Rohmann 
and Yulia Yakovleva. Ruth graduated from the University of 
Oxford in 2003 and completed an MA in Translation and In-
terpreting at the University of Bath. She most of all loves trans-
lating fiction, nonfiction (particularly history, travel and nature) 
and children’s books.

Sue Copeland is a British translator working from Arabic, 
French, Italian and Spanish into English. Since graduating from 
the University of Exeter in 1977, she has spent most of her 
career working for the UK government as a multilingual transla-
tor and researcher, but for the past two years has been a free-
lance translator and works as an Arabic interpreter with Syrian 
refugees in Gloucestershire. Sue particularly enjoys translating 
books associated with human rights and refugees.
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“A most ordinary, magical, devastating story: What Trees for 
the Absentees shares with works by authors like Gabriel García 
Márquez and Jorge Louis Borges is that it finds a way within fic-
tion to beautifully express what the ‘real’ somehow cannot.”
- Dr Nora Parr
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From Pages 2-4:

The woman who visited the hammam once a 
month could just say, “You’re making me giggle!” 
But no, she insisted on tagging on “Philistia”, as 
she always did. She began or ended every single 

utter- ance with my name. 
 My palm scrubbed her upper arm with the exfoliat-
ing mitt, while my other hand poured water over it. 
 “No, no,” she said with a coquettish giggle. “You hav-
en’t finished my armpit, Philistia.” And again she added, 
“You do have a funny name, Philistia.” She followed this 
with, “And your eyes are always wandering. They never fix 
on one place, Philistia.”
 I scrubbed her elbow. She looked like she was laid out 
on the bed in a doctor’s surgery, not a spongy hammam 
mat.
 “Philistia, I want to get rid of that awful dark patch. 
I’ve tried all kinds of prescriptions and ointments, but 
nothing makes a difference.” She asked me about the 
colour of the elbows of the other women whose bodies 
I scrubbed and what creams they used. “Don’t you hear 
what they use, Philistia? Don’t you see the colour of their 
elbows, Philistia?” 
 No, I don’t hear. I don’t see. And I don’t speak. 
 It wasn’t hard for me to numb my senses. I’m used to 
seeing naked bodies; I have been since I was little. Grand-

EXCERPT from 
Trees for the Absentees

By Ahlam Bsharat
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ma Zahia used to say, “Our heads are cupboards full of secrets, 
and our senses are the key. Everything that your eyes see be-
comes yours to keep safe. If you take something with you, then 
hide it away. Whatever they give you willingly, spread it out 
before you and wash it like you wash lentils, sieving out other 
bits of dirt. The body contains both bad and good, and all that 
is within the body belongs to it. When someone entrusts their 
body to you, they open the door to reveal their secrets. That’s 
the time to close the door to your own cupboard of secrets.” 
 So I had learned to close the doors and drawers of the 
cupboard in my head. I could open my senses and yet keep 
them slightly ajar. I could see women’s bodies and yet not tru-
ly see them. What happened inside the hammam seemed to 
mirror what happened outside. The things I noticed out there 
were the same things I noticed in here, but here in the ham-
mam everything was all so familiar that it became more dull 
and more ordinary. The monotony and repetition meant my 
senses adapted; things seemed normal here that wouldn’t 
seem normal outside. A woman revealing her body to me – 
would she do that if we met at another place and another 
time, out there in the real world? 
 Sometimes the worlds merged in the cupboard of my 
mind: reality was my imagination and my imagination was re-
ality. Like that woman I saw in the street once. Our eyes met, 
but she seemed to come from another world. It was outside 
the Arab Bank in the centre of Nablus. I saw her in the crowd 
and it was like I knew her from another place and another 
time. She was holding her ATM card in her hand and trying to 
put her purse back in her bag. 
 She seemed different, and yet there was something about 
her that was just like any other woman laid out in the ham-
mam on the stone in front of me. So I put on my rough black 
hand mitt from Aleppo and started to scrub her body. She said 
to me, “I want to laugh. Rub the soles of my feet.” So I scrubbed 
the soles of her feet, but she didn’t laugh. 



A powerful, moving tale 
of an ordinary man living 
through extraordinary 
times.

Children of War
By Ahmet Yorulmaz

Translated by Paula Darwish

Hassanakis is a young 
Muslim boy of Turkish 
descent growing up 
on Crete during WWI. 

Fifteen generations of his fam-
ily have lived on the island 
and until now he has never 
had any reason not to think 
he is a Cretan. But with the 
Great Powers tussling over the 
collapsing Ottoman Empire 
and the island’s Christians in 
rebellion, an outbreak of eth-
nic violence forces his family 
to flee to the Cretan City of 
Chania. 

He begins to lay down roots 
and his snappy dress earns 
him the nickname of Hassan 
‘the mirror’. As WWI draws to 
a close and the Turkish War of 
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Independence rages, he be-
gins a heady romance with the 
elegant Hüsniye. There are ru-
mors that the Cretan Muslims 
will be sent to Turkey but Has-
sanakis can’t believe he will 
be sent to a country whose 
language he barely knows and 
where he knows no-one.

This powerful novel drawn from 
the diary of a refugee family 
evokes the beauty, complexity 
and trauma of Crete’s past and 
weaves it into a moving tale of 
an ordinary man living through 
extraordinary times.
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Ahmet Yorulmaz was a Turkish a journalist, author 
and translator. He was born in Ayvalik to a family 
of Cretan Turks deported to mainland Turkey as 
part of the Greek/Turkish population exchange 

decreed in the Treaty of Lausanne. He was fluent in mod-
ern Greek and translated novels and poems from con-
temporary Greek literature to Turkish. Most of his original 
works were written with the aim of making people learn 
about Ayvalık, the city where he grew up. He dedicated 
himself to Greek-Turkish friendship and rapprochement.

Paula Darwish is a freelance translator and professional 
musician. She read Turkish Language and Literature with 
Middle Eastern History at SOAS in London graduating 
with a First in 1997. In 2015, she was invited to attend the 
Cunda International Workshops for Translators of Turkish 
Literature, where she participated in a collaborative trans-
lation of the works of Behçet Necatigil. She has translated 
notable non-fiction works, including a bilingual catalogue 
of the buildings of the famous Ottoman architect, Sinan. 
She is a qualified member (MITI) of the Institute of Transla-
tors and Interpreters.
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EXCERPT from 
Children of War

By Ahmet Yorulmaz

From Pages 150-151:

The joy of our nights together waned every morning as 
the sun rose on a new day filled with thoughts of the 
migration and increasing acts of intimidation. It was 
now considered certain that we would be forced off 

the island. The Migration Commission was preparing the offi-
cial documents. It was at this time that Marigo made her mo-
mentous proposition: “Hassan, this island is where you were 
born and bred. You love it here, you love it to distraction. Your 
family are buried here and you and I love each other. Become a 
Christian and stay here. Let’s get married and have a happy life 
together. I’m taking quinine now to avoid pregnancy, but if we 
get married, I won’t. I’ll give you as many children as you want. 
I trust myself when it comes to that.” 
 “It’s impossible, Marigo,” I said. “I love you and I love Crete 
– please forgive me, but I can’t do it. I feel too much for my reli-
gion and my people. Come with me, let’s go together and marry 
in Anatolia. You don’t have to change your religion if you don’t 
want to; I’d never interfere in that.” 
 “I took a chance on everything. That’s why I didn’t want to 
tell you that some Greek bigots complained about me to Priest 
Agapios, saying I’m living with a Turk... with you. He came to 
the office one day when you were out. First, he said he was ad-
vising me but of course it ended in threats. I’ll stay with you 
until the day they tear you away, not just from the island, but 
from my arms. I mean, until the day of the migration. After 
that, God knows.” 
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 Marigo was an honourable woman and never broached the subject 
again, just as she had never said anything, negative or otherwise, about 
her dead husband, and who knows what shortcomings his age may have 
left in their marriage. He was never mentioned, neither when we were 
alone together nor in her daily life – it was as if she had never lived as 
the wife of this old and, who knows how unsuitable, man. 
 The threat from Priest Agapios came to me too, via Ahmet Agha. 
Our group of friends still met together twice a week to share our sor-
rows, either at Nuri’s, Renieri’s, Bolari’s or Pavli’s place. We had plenty of 
tavernas, but for safety reasons, it was more often Nuri’s place that we 
chose. 
 Ahmet Agha was more afraid than me. 
 “For the life of me, I just don’t know what’s best, Hassan. They’ll do 
away with you... And throw your body in the water. Now the Commis-
sion is doing its work, the fanatics have got a free rein. They can take 
you wherever they want and get rid of you without leaving so much as a 
ripple on the water. You need to think about saving your skin. It’s not a 
joke any more.” 
 Was it a neighbour who had discovered our relationship? Was it 
Ariadne? Or Hüsnüye, whom I had been forced to abandon? There was 
no way of knowing where the rumours about me and Marigo had origi-
nated. But one thing was certain: it was a catastrophe. 
 Marigo’s eyes became red and swollen from crying. She was un-
able to sleep. Finally, one evening when we were at her house, she an-
nounced her decision. I was not to set foot outside again until a pas-
senger ferry came – and it must be Italian, not Greek. She would make 
sure I left Crete alive – that was her wish. I was to travel by ship either 
to Alexandria in Egypt or to Brindisi in Italy. The route was up to me, 
but when and wherever I arrived, I was to use a Greek name to send a 
telegram letting her know. If I ran out of money, I was to let her know. 
She hadn’t let on to me, but she had been frantically making plans be-
cause the threats were getting out of hand. I left the house just once 
after that, to finalise the official procedures to sell two of my houses to 
Marigo and transfer the other one to Nazire. Marigo brought out all her 
shiny Ottoman gold and divided it between three pouches so I could 
hide it under my clothes in different places on my body. 



A moving family narrative 
with a historical back-
drop, Distant Signs offers 
a compelling portrayal of 
life behind the iron cur-
tain.

Distant Signs 
By Anne Richter

Translated by Douglas Irving

Distant Signs is an inti-
mate portrait of two 
families spanning 
three generations 

amidst turbulent political 
change, behind and beyond 
the Berlin Wall. In 1960s East 
Germany, Margret, a pro-
fessor’s daughter from the 
city, meets and marries Hans, 
from a small village in the 
Thuringian forest. The couple 
struggle to contend with their 
different backgrounds, and 
the emotional scars they bear 
from childhood in the after-
math of war. As East German 
history gradually unravels, 
with collision of the personal 
and political, their two fam-
ilies’ hidden truths are qui-
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etly revealed. An exquisitely 
written novel with strongly 
etched characters that stay 
with you long after the book 
is finished and an authentic 
portrayal of family life be-
hind the iron curtain based 

on personal experience of the 
author who is East German 
and was 16 years old at the 
fall of the Berlin Wall.
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“A compeling and finely crafted novel. Astutely demonstrates 
the effects of war and the aftermath on the ordinary citizen.” 
- Anne Cater, author of Random Things Through My Letterbox

Anne Richter was born in 1973 in Jena, in the 
former German Democratic Republic. Her 
degree in Romance languages and English 
included study periods in England, Italy and 

France. In 2011, Anne was nominated for the Ingeborg 
Bachmann Prize, a highly regarded German-language 
literary award. Her debut novel, Distant Signs, was 
published in Germany in 2013. Anne is currently writ-
ing her second novel.

Douglas Irving is a literary translator from Scotland. 
He studied German and Spanish at Aberdeen Univer-
sity. In 2014, he completed a Masters in Translation 
at Glasgow University. His first translation, Crossing: 
A Love Story by Anna Seghers was published in 2016 
in the US to positive reviews. His translation of Anna 
Seghers’ last work published in her lifetime, Three 
Women from Haiti, is set to follow.
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EXCERPT from 
Distant Signs

By Anne Richter

From Pages 78-80:

In those days I wore long plaits that my mother, my grand-
mother or one of the girls from school wove for me, plaits 
that bounced as I walked and brushed the ground as I 
foraged for mushrooms and berries in the forest. Broad 

were the paths we strolled along, boys and girls arm in arm, 
side by side; and in summer, sunlight spilled through the 
leaves and dappled the ground. Dry or damp, the forest was 
fragrant with mushrooms, trees, moss, wild herbs, shallow 
stream water. I remember the old folk song: When everything 
comes to life again / the earth flourishes fresh and green / 
the lark arises in the sky / with joyous bright melodic cry*. 
Previously my voice rang clear, but never as loud as the other 
children’s. I search for the words to the second verse, but they 
don’t come to mind. 
 A share of the berries we sold to the village’s old folk, 
whose children and grandchildren hadn’t time for gathering 
because they had to work. On market days my mother carried 
the remaining berries in tin pails to the bus that went into 
town twice a day. Every week she would give me fifty pfennigs 
from the proceeds. Every Sunday I would buy a ticket for the 
cinema, sit in the front row next to Hella and Werner from 
my class and hum along to the songs the projectionist played 
on the gramophone. 
 Erwin always sat in one of the back rows, and we girls 
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turned and giggled at this young man who went to the cinema alone. 
Later, after I had left school, sometimes my route past the village 
glass-blowing studio coincided with the end of his working day. Erwin 
spoke disparagingly of the machines we worked at in the glassworks. 
Would we not turn into machines ourselves he asked, in that chilly 
atmosphere, forever loading and unloading the tubes? 
 I hadn’t even thought about it because I was happy to be earning 
money for my family. Erwin invited me to watch him at his work, and 
when a few days later I passed the glass-blowing studio again, after a 
moment’s hesitation I knocked on the door. 
 Little flames flickered at various spots in the room. Erwin turned 
his head, scarcely seemed surprised, looked really focused. 
 “Sit you down, girl, on yon chair,” he said. 
 Beads of sweat ran past his eyes down his cheeks. I sat so I could 
watch his hands and face in profile. In the flame glowed a blue ball of 
glass that Erwin turned on a pole. The moment the glass became soft 
and limp and threatened to fall off, Erwin put the pole to his mouth. 
Like a trumpet player, his cheeks filled with air as the gleaming ball 
expanded and changed in shape. Erwin’s hands were big and strong, 
the myriad veins standing out markedly; lovely hands that neverthe-
less belied their agility. Erwin’s face looked serious, engrossed; I gazed 
at him so long I missed the final stage of his work. He hid a smile as he 
stood up and carefully carried the almost finished phial before him 
to the oven. Like his hands, his body was strong; his grey work over-
alls and coarsely woven shirt made him look younger than he did in 
the Sunday suit he usually wore to the cinema. I too had on my plain 
weekday dress; folded inside my pocket was my faded, checked work 
overall, which my mother used to wear over her dress as she rubbed 
washing on the washboard. 
 “Wait a moment, girl,” Erwin said. 
 He disappeared into a small side room; when, after a while, he 
came back, he smelled faintly of soap. Outside, he reached for my 
hand, and, although I gulped in surprise, I only took my fingers from 
his when we neared my house. 



Our Seven Seas collection focuses on 
Middle Grade and Young Adult fiction 
that showcases diverse cultures and pro-
tagonists. Seven Seas titles invoke a sense 
of adventure, danger and exploration 
with stories grounded in art, culture and 
history from around the world.
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Stories from around 
the world.



A beautifully illustrated, 
heart-warming tale of a 
young boy’s relationship with 
an injured goose. A story to 
help children learn about the 
loss of a family member and 
ways of coping with grief.

Silverwing
By Kenneth Steven

Silverwing is a mov-
ing story about ten-
year-old Douglas who 
has recently lost his 

mother to cancer. The boy 
and his father haven’t been 
able to communicate since 
her death, and the house 
is a place of sadness. One 
day Douglas finds an injured 
Greylag goose and so be-
gins their mission to nurse 
the bird, and themselves, 
back to health. As father and 
son work together and start 
talking together again, they 
discover much more about 
Douglas’ mother than they 
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ever knew before and con-
nect with each other on 
a deeper level. The story 
deals with bereavement, 
school bullies, father-son 
connection, and the enor-
mously healing power of 
nature and art. Illustrated 
with gorgeous drawings 

throughout, this is a story that 
will stay with you even after 
you close the book.
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EXCERPT from Silverwing 
By Kenneth Stevens

That night, Douglas’s dreams were vivid. He was 
struggling through a deep forest until at last, 
he broke outinto a clearing. It wasn’t dark bu-
tit felt like dusk, just before nightfall. When he 

looked up, he saw his mum; she had come through into 
the clearing from another side. Her face, her dark eyes 
and hair were just the same as always, yet there was 
something different about her. 
 ‘Will you come and see Silverwing with me?’ he 
asked, trying to catch hold of her hand. ‘Come back 
home with me, Mum!’ He thought she was trying to 
speak to him, but the words never came. Her hand, 
though, felt so lovely and warm. ‘Do you know why I’ve 
called him Silverwing, Mum? Everyone thinks autumn 
is just one colour, a boring grey, and they think grey-
lags are grey too. But I think they’re silvery and magical 
and ghostly and have so many flecks of different colours 
and shades. I wish you could stroke Silvering, Mum, 
he doesn’t peck at me now. I’m really gentle with him.  
You’d like him.’ His mum nodded and smiled, slowly slip-
ping her hand out of his, half-turning so he couldn’t see 
her face any longer. In the last second, he saw that she 
had wings. She flew out of the clearing and was gone. 
 He woke up drenched in a cold sweat. His special 
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glowing watch on his bedside table said it was five o’clock in 
the morning. It was still dark outside. He had wanted to tell 
his mother that they had almost chosen the same names 
for their geese, but she had gone before he had time. 
 He recalled waking up on that morning a full year ago, 
knowing she was no longer there, that she had not gotten 
better. He had gone up to the wood above the house really 
believing he would find her, that he would turn a corner 
and she would be there. 
 But there was only mist in the trees and the sound of 
the geese in the distance. Everything was still, otherworld-
ly. 
 He had an idea as he lay there awake, thinking about 
his dream. He reached over and switched on the bedside 
light, got out of bed despite the cold, and stepped over to 
the old chest with the photographs. Carefully, he took out 
the photo albums. Right at the bottom was a red book that 
was smaller and thicker. He’d noticed it when they’d rum-
maged around for the box of photographs. He picked it out 
before putting everything else back and closing the lid. 
Walking back holding the book in one hand, he sat on his 
bed and pulled the warm duvet over himself. He opened the 
book carefully. It was a diary.



• Shortlisted for the 
Palestine Book Awards 
2017

• Included in the 2012 
IBBY Honour List of out-
standing books

Code Name: Butterfly
By Ahlam Bsharat

Translated by Nancy N. Roberts

With irony and 
poignant 
teenage 
idealism, 

Butterfly draws us into 
her world of adult hy-
pocrisy, sibling rivalries, 
girlfriends’ power plays, 
unrequited love...not to 
mention the political ten-
sion of life under occupa-
tion. As she observes her 
fragile environment with 
all its conflicts, Butterfly 
is compelled to question 
everything around her. Is 
her father a collaborator 
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for the occupiers? Will 
Nizar ever give her the 
sign she’s waiting for? 
How will her friendship 
with the activist Mays 
and the airhead Haya 

survive the unpredictable 
storms ahead? And why is 
‘honour’ such a dangerous 
word, anyway?
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EXCERPT from 
Code Name: Butterfly

By Ahlam Bsharat

From Pages 26-28:

My parents might not have been too worried 
about our grades most of the time, but on the 
other hand, sometimes—like in the middle 
of the semester, or at the end of the school 

year—they’d suddenly remember they had children 
in school and would start showing an interest in our 
grades. 
 So I’d always try and remind myself what it felt like 
to stand in front of Baba to show him my report card, or 
to eavesdrop on Mama and Baba as he asked her about 
our grades in school. Tala and I would either crowd up 
against the door, or jump into bed and bury ourselves 
under the covers—depending, of course, on wheth-
er our grades had been good or bad. Sometimes Tala 
would stand up proud as a little peacock as she hand-
ed my father a test paper she’d done especially well on. 
And I suppose I did the same, the only difference being 
that I was a taller and skinnier peacock. 
 In any case, Mays intervened between Haya and me, 
and the squabble didn’t go beyond Palestine’s freedom 
and Haya’s eyebrows. It could have been worse, and I 
went home more or less satisfied with the way the day 
had gone. Even so, I decided to hide another question 
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in my treasure chest—the little box where I locked away 
questions I hadn’t found answers to, or that I was too 
afraid to ask. It was also where I buried the secret dreams 
I suspected other people would make fun of for one reason 
or another. Nobody had an inkling about my questions, 
my dreams, or the treasure chest—not even Tala—and I 
wouldn’t have told her about them even if she’d sworn her-
self to secrecy a thousand times on her Qur’an with the 
zip-up cover. 
 That evening I found myself alone in the room I 
shared with Tala and Zaynab. I stepped over to the win-
dow and gazed at the sun as it set, leaving the remains of 
its crimson robe on the hilltop. I loved the sight. I looked 
down toward the foot of the hill, which was where my 
father worked on an Israeli settlement. The settlement 
was neat and tidy, like the towns you see in cartoons. The 
houses with their red terracotta roof tiles were all the 
same size and the same distance apart, with green trees 
all around them. They were beautiful, and yet I didn’t like 
them at all—they made me feel scared.

 I settled down cross-legged on the bed and closed 
my eyes, picturing a beautiful, big city that was ours, not 
theirs. I’d always liked to draw cities and houses in my 
imagination. I’d fill them with whomever I wanted. I’d 
bring to life anybody I wanted, and kill whomever I want-
ed. I wanted to create a city that belonged just to us, and 
that they had no share in at all. They would have none of 
the date palms and grapevines. There would be no labour-
ers or any settlements like the ones Baba had to work in. 
Then Mays and Haya wouldn’t have any excuses for mak-
ing sarcastic comments about his job.



Rafa Ruiz

Illustrated by Elena Hormiga
Translated by Ben Dawlatly

Toletis
The AdventureS OF

Amenophis & Friends

Translated from Spanish, this 
is a beautiful story of rewilding 
and eco-activism. Toletis is a 
child for our times, encourag-
ing us all to engage with the 
natural world.

The Adventures of Toletis, 
Amenophis & Friends

By Rafa Ruiz / Illustrated by Elena Hormiga
Translated by Ben Dawlatly

The trees and grass are disap-
pearing to make way for a 
new section of road. Toletis, 
his dog Amenophis, friends 

Claudia and Tutan are on a mission to 
find ingenious ways of replacing them 
and turning their little valley town, 
set deep in the mountains, luscious-
ly green again. The odds are stacked 
against them. Can they succeed… 
with some very unusual help? 

A deep appreciation for nature, art, 
language, music, friendship, family, 
the passing of time, old age, loneli-
ness, and the importance of sitting 
still and reflecting on life, pervade this 
exquisite story. A must read for 7 to 
107 year olds.

The stories are accompanied by 
gorgeous illustrations and have been 
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used by in schools for teaching descrip-
tive and figurative language, art and 
crafts (with students exploring differ-
ent media inspired by scenes from the 
book), and environmental awareness 
classes.

This book encourages readers to be-
come acute observers and engage 
with the natural world around them; 
the perfect antidote to smart phones 
and computers.
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“If you believe that the best hope we have for a safe, peace-
ful planet is to teach children to love the environment and 
one another, then I recommend that you read Toletis with 
the children in your life.” - Green World Magazine
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EXCERPT from 
The Adventures of Toletis, 

Amenophis & Friends
By Rafa Ruiz / Translated by Ben Dawlatly

From Pages 129-132:

On those short Sunday mornings in January and February, 
when the hustle, bustle and excitement of Christmas had 
passed, Toletis was usually to be found in the kitchen, help-
ing to prepare Sunday lunch. The awful weather in his town 

kept him locked up at home and forced him to swap his plans for flans. 
 He didn’t know how to make stews, and he wasn’t particular-
ly into gastronomy, but all week he’d dream of those wintery Sunday 
mornings he’d spend in the kitchen with his Mum. From the kitchen 
window, he could see the vegetable patch blanketed with the dull, mut-
ed sadness of winter. The plum trees had shrunk in the cold. There 
was the grey sky and the occasional sparrow. It was only a few degrees 
above zero thanks to a sun that wasn’t the sun, but a heatless blob. 
 Very early on, his Mum would get the eggs and potatoes on the 
boil for the Olivier salad. The fresher the eggs, the more effort it took 
to peel them. The tiled walls would start to bead with sweat, and the 
kitchen would fill with the scent of parsley and garlic. 
 Hunks of chicken would slowly brown in the casserole dish. Then 
the squid would get dressed in its coat of flour; and the tins of alba-
core, white asparagus, anchovies, and mussels would need opening: 
a job that Toletis was in charge of, as well as the fruit salad. He loved 
turning apples, bananas and pears into little chunks as his fingers got 
stickier. 
 Toletis wasn’t bothered about learning the important cooking 
skills, like how to roast a chicken or how to prepare lobster bisque. He 
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preferred to focus on the little side jobs, like chucking the olives into the 
salad or making fresh mayonnaise, because, in all honesty, what he really 
wanted was to spend the whole morning mixing up food with his Mum, 
feeling the spicy warmth in the preparations for the feast. 
 Of all the Sunday dishes, Toletis’s favourite was, without a doubt, 
the croquettes: massive, filled with béchamel and speckled with pieces of 
cured ham, soft and cloudy on the inside, crunchy and toasted on the out-
side. Croquettes which, when bitten into, would leak a deliciously warm 
ooze that coated your teeth and palate. 
 He enjoyed getting involved with everything and constantly asking 
his Mum questions while the windowpanes steamed up with droplets of 
vapour and the sky filled with ever-denser grey clouds. 
 The spoon and knife on the right, the fork on the left. The glass out 
in front and to the right. Bread on the left. Set the plate first with a dish 
sitting on top of it. The napkin folded into a triangle. Toletis knew the rou-
tine well enough. 
 On normal Sundays, the checked tablecloth; on special occasions, 
the one with flowers and a lace border which, though uglier, seemed more 
important. 
 The bottle of red wine and a jug of water. A few more pieces of bread 
in the wicker basket for whoever might need a top-up. And salt, in case 
anybody found something a bit bland, which Toletis’s Dad often did. 
 Aunty Josefina and her husband would always come for lunch on 
Sundays. Those extra places at the table added to the typical midweek lay-
out and also contributed to that special Sunday meal feeling. Toletis, who 
the rest of the week would lay the table somewhat apathetically and with 
no real care, would give it his all on the day of rest. It was part of his ritual, 
his peculiar ritual. 
 There was never a day that the memory of his Grandfather Ra es-
caped him. He would look over at the bulrush armchair, and his eyes 
would well up with tears. Then, he’d have to go out to the vegetable patch 
for a moment or two to remember Ra at his best: the Ra of the dizzyingly 
strong apple tree tower. 



The Three Hares Trilogy 
By Scott Lauder and David Ross
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Across the ancient Silk Road - from Kaifeng, 
the capital of the Northern Song Dynasy, 
to Byzantium, the greatest city of its age, 
to the British Isles and their Viking-ravaged 

coastal settlements - silk has travelled and with is 
has gone murder, espionage, and intrigue. 

A historical fantasy series

Sara Livingston in Beijing, Sanjeev Roy in New York, 
and Salma Mansour in London are just three ordi-
nary teenagers who do ordinary things: eat pizza and 
laugh with their friends. Some say art is an adventure, 
but for these three, it’s a perilous trial pitting their 
wits against a formidable and violent foe escaped 
from his thousand-year imprisonment and bent on 
revenge. Follow Sara, Sanjeev, and Salma... to where 
the road leads them.
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“Middle grade to young adult readers 
seeking a quest fantasy that is a seri-
ous notch above other genre reads will 
appreciate the depth, insights, action, 
and surprising twists and turns that 
make The Three Hares: The Jade Drag-
onball a standout production.” - D. 
Donovan, Senior Reviewer, Midwest 
Book Review

The Jade Dragonball
By Scott Lauder & David Ross

Sara Livingstone’s school 
trip to the Beijing Pal-
ace Museum takes a 
terrifying turn when an 

encounter with the ancient 
Qingming Scroll thrusts her a 
thousand years into China’s 
past.

With secrets in the shadows 
and danger around every cor-
ner, Sara relies on her wits and 
her Granny Tang’s stories to 
survive. As dark forces gath-
er, she must take her place in 
a cosmic battle and find the 
courage to face an unworldly 
ancient magic.
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The Gold Monkey Key
By Scott Lauder & David Ross

Sanjeev’s dog Jigsaw is 
missing in the middle 
of winter in New Jer-
sey. But this tragedy is 

dwarfed by what happens to 
him in the Metropolitan Mu-
seum of Art. Has he really 
entered the 6th Century and 
become the slave to monks 
traveling the Silk Road to Byz-
antium - and might they just be 
murderers? 

Trouble is, even if he figures 
out how to get out of this, he’s 
got other problems: some-
one, or something, is coming 
after him. Part of the answer 
might be Sara, a girl who con-
tacts him on the net and keeps 
talking about the Immortals. 
But who or what are The 
Three Hares and how can they 
stop the darkness about to en-
gulf the world?

59

  CHILDREN’S / YA  Neem Tree Press

240 Pages
Children’s / YA

Paperback / eBook
Released: Spring 2021

All Worldwide Rights Available
Categories: Historical Fantasy, 

Adventure Story



The Terracotta Horse
By Scott Lauder & David Ross

Salma Mansour is a black 
belt in taekwondo, a 
skill she will need to 
stay alive. One second, 

she’s in the British Museum, 
the next a thousand years 
away in a battle between the 
Saxons and Vikings. And she’s 
supposed to help? Things mo-
mentarily brighten when she 
encounters Sara and Sanjeev, 
who seem to understand. They 
don’t have much time to plan 
though; without warning, all 
three are transported to Xi’an, 
stronghold of Chan, a wealthy 
gang leader bent on immortal-
ity. Chan has kidnapped world 
famous geneticist Lin Dan and 
assembled fragments of an 
ancient magic. Chan will stop 
at nothing to fulfil his dream… 
even if it means releasing forc-
es far beyond his control. The 
Three Hares must work to-
gether to defeat Chan and the 
power that controls him … or 
else.
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EXCERPT from 
The Jade Dragonball

From pages 103-106

Sara read the name on the door. Madam Zhong. 
Sara’s head felt as light as a mote of dust. She reached towards 
the hares. But as her fingertips came within touching distance 
of them, when all she needed to do was straighten her arm just 

a little, the door gently swung away from her. She stepped back. Half 
in sunlight and half in shadow, the door looked like an invitation to 
enter – or a warning to leave. She held her breath. Moments passed. 
Nothing happened. She breathed out. She peered into the shack’s 
dark interior. Was there something glowing in there? She glanced 
back down the little alleyway, then at the door. The hares were gone! 
By this stage, nothing was going to surprise her. What should she do? 
Was she meant to go in? She bit her lip. If it brought her closer to 
finding Wan Yi, she had to go in... 
 Stepping forward, she tried to edge past the door and enter the 
shack as quietly as she could. Fail! The ancient floorboards beneath 
her feet immediately cried out like furious cats. She cringed but kept 
going. It was unbelievably dark, but was there something in front 
of her? She moved towards it, sniffing the air as she went – wood 
smoke, aromatic logs, dried flowers. She moved closer to the yellow 
glow, which flickered and danced in front of her. Now she could see 
that the light was actually three separate lights. Candles! They were 
candles, but they were floating in mid-air. It took her another second 
to realise that the candles were in fact on a table. 
 ‘Hmm! About time!’ said a croaky voice. ‘Are you going to stand 
there like a heron looking for lunch, or are you going to sit down?’ 
 Sara froze. ‘Hello?’ 
 There was the sound of rustling fabric and creaking wood. ‘Yes! 
Hello, my lovely! Nice to meet you!’ 
 A moment later, more flickering yellow light spread as eight or 
nine additional candles were lit and the door slammed shut with a 
bang. 
 Sara gave a yelp of surprise. 
 ‘Oh, behave yourself!’ said an old woman. She was sitting at the 
table, watching Sara through hooded eyes. She curled her fore- finger 
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and beckoned Sara forward. The old woman’s cheeks, which were 
round and deeply wrinkled, rose and her face broke into a toothless 
smile. 
 For a second, Sara thought about turning around and running 
out of there. But the old woman seemed to read her mind. ‘I don’t 
bite, you know! Now, sit!’ she said. 
 Sara hesitated, then limped across the small room and sat on 
a stool at the table. She stared at the woman. She had the biggest 
ears Sara had ever seen. They seemed to start at the top of her head 
and reach past her jaw. 
 ‘My name,’ said the old woman, suddenly raising her voice so 
that it sounded a hundred times stronger than her body looked 
capable of producing, ‘is Madam Zhong, and I am the most famous 
fortune teller in all China. You’ve probably heard of me...’ 
 Sara raised her eyebrows. Not until an hour ago, she thought, 
but said nothing. 
 Madam Zhong shrugged. ‘I am the blessed one. Dark learning 
I have studied; the ten thousand things I know. Through me, the 
celestial wind blows and I play its tune... Would you like a cup of 
tea?’ 
Sara licked her dry lips, but before she could answer, Madam 
Zhong was off again. 
 ‘I have travelled in spirit. I know Mount Kunlun and I know 
the Earth’s navel! Speak, child,’ Madam Zhong commanded. ‘Say 
more. From your voice, I shall know from where you have come.’ 
 Good luck with that, thought Sara. ‘What would you like to 
know?’ 
 ‘Well, let’s start with your age,’ said Madam Zhong. ‘I’m 14,’ 
Sara said.
‘Ah, you were born in the Year of the Rabbit, yes?’ Sara nodded. 
 Madam Zhong clapped her hands and the candles flickered 
furiously. ‘I can always tell. Rabbits are calm and unassuming; 
peacemakers, in fact.’ She smiled. ‘You are sensitive to the needs of 
people around you and do little things thoughtfully to make them 
happy, yes?’ 
 Sara thought of Granny Tang with a pang of guilt. ‘Well, I try 
to be, but sometimes...’ 
 ‘Yes, yes, rabbits can be secretive, cunning even,’ Madam 
Zhong interrupted. ‘Now think about this – one day you will be an 
ancestor, a bright river out of which many generations will have 
flown.’ 
 ‘Okay. Good,’ Sara replied, wondering how rude it would be if 
she just got up and left. 
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From Pages 87-88:

Frowning, Sanjeev went and stood in front of the first display 
case. He looked in. Several white, oblong shapes caught his 
eye. Reading the placard next to them, he discovered that 
these were silkworm cocoons and inside each was the larva 

of the silk moth. According to the little placard, silkworms needed 
a lot of care: they only ate fresh mulberry bush leaves and required 
a constant temperature – too hot or too cold and they died. He also 
discovered that the larvae are boiled alive in their cocoons in order 
to unravel the silk. 
 He had read somewhere that some people outside of China 
thought silk grew on trees – maybe it was the Romans. Perhaps 
that wasn’t so surprising: China, the first country to produce lots of 
silk, kept the silk-making process a secret. 
 He looked at another placard. It was next to a Roman clasp for 
a toga. Back then, the placard said, silk was a luxury fabric. Every-
one wanted it. They even passed a law in Rome about who could 
and couldn’t wear it. So out went the silk from China to the West, 
and back came tonnes and tonnes of gold and precious gems. Trad-
ers travelled thousands of miles, crossed deserts, mountains and 
seas – and all because of a little worm. Sanjeev shook his head. It 
was amazing when you thought about it. 
 He stepped towards the next glass display case, still reflect-
ing on the impact that a worm had on world history when, all of 
a sudden, he felt like his legs were about to slide away from him, 
like he had just stepped on black ice. But not only did it seem like 
he was about to take a tumble, he also felt giddy, as if his stomach 
somersaulted. He staggered forward, hands out in front of him, and 
bumped up against the display case. Panicked, and holding on to 
the display case like it was a life raft, he looked around. Mrs Milo 
was deep in conversation with a few of his classmates; no one else 
was paying him any attention. 
 Sanjeev’s breathing grew heavy. He had no idea why, but his 
heart beat erratically, thumping away in his ribcage like an angry 
bee trying to escape through a pane of glass. And not just that, but 
beads of sweat – sweat! – had formed on his brow. What was going 
on? Was he having a heart attack? Should he call out Mrs Milo’s 
name? Did he need medical attention?

EXCERPT from 
The Gold Monkey Key
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