
 
 

1 
 

 

All foreign rights except Italian with Editions Stock:  

mvauterin@editions-stock.fr 

tguillaume@editions-stock.fr 

 

 

 

Sauvagines/Savengers 

by Gabrielle Filteau-Chiba 

 

 

English sample translated by Rosie Eyre  

rosieeyre@cantab.net 

 

  

mailto:mvauterin@editions-stock.fr
mailto:tguillaume@editions-stock.fr
mailto:rosieeyre@cantab.net


 
 

2 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Sauvagine: n. fem. Collective term for the pelts most 
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Chapter 1 

Coyote Brown Eyes 

25th June 

 

The chains thrash against the cages, keeping in check any 

misbehaviour. Cacophonous barking informs the 

poundmaster of my arrival; the hundred or so animals have 

scented me coming on the wind. They yelp in excitement 

as I draw closer, ankle-deep in mud along the dirt track 

leading to their prison. I scan around for the latest litter, 

the reason I’ve come all this way. 

I’m not interested in bagging a husky male with 

eyes the colour of Lake Louise. Give me a mongrel bitch 

any day, with brown eyes like my own. In my family, it 

was the same story as at the pound: blue-eyed babes 

enjoyed special status. Among my siblings, I was the child 

of sin. My father suspected something had gone awry, that 

my mother had strayed into the arms of the postman or 

some other more generously endowed male. From day one 

my irises were there goading him, whispering that I was 

the fruit of his wife’s betrayal, the blemish of Eve’s 

legacy. Around here, jealousy and bad faith trump reason. 

Perish the thought that sometimes, genes might actually 

skip a generation. 
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Here, as in every pack of sled dogs, the most 

valuable puppies are the ones with bicoloured eyes. The 

curious specimen that catches my attention is a bitch with 

brown eyes and mousy fur. While the others sprawl 

around, she quivers on her hay bed, not touching her food. 

The man inside the enclosure explains she has a mild heart 

murmur. She won’t go on to enjoy the athlete’s career 

anticipated for her, and a scrawny animal incapable of 

pulling along the French tourists who come looking for a 

‘Nordic experience’ isn’t an animal that earns its keep. 

One for the scrapheap, along with all the old girls that 

have reached the end of their useful lives. Coloured irises 

might have saved her, but given she’s also the result of her 

mother’s steamy night with a coyote, she’d be a nightmare 

to train. In short, a doomed half-breed. Too unserviceable 

and unexceptional for anyone to consider adopting. 

‘She’s the one I want.’ 

No question. I reach out to stroke the unfaithful 

mother, who lets me take her daughter without protest. Her 

eyes follow us steadily to the end of the track. Perhaps she 

recognises compassion when she smells it. I head back to 

the van, furry bundle under my arm, remembering the day 

I escaped the family straitjacket. I drive away smiling, 

watching the doggy prison shrink in the rear-view mirror. 

The pup’s dozing off, her head lolling on my wrist. My 

fingers are numb on the gearstick, but it doesn’t matter. 

I’ve found my right-hand girl, the new string to my forest 

ranger bow. 

     We streak across the river and past Rivière-du-

Loup to Quebec’s crown lands, towards our refuge under 

the sugar maples. Once hunting season begins the sugar 
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bush will be flaming red, each tree vying for reddest in 

this abandoned pocket of wilderness where I’ve hidden my 

trailer. The road’s uneven, the forest swallowing us up the 

deeper in we go. On the way up to the Pourvoirie des Trois 

Lacs hunting lodges, I take my secret turn-off. There are 

more moose prints than tyre marks along this stretch, and 

the low branches of the spruces seem to be closing ranks 

behind us. Just a few more bends and we’ll be there. Our 

sheet-metal den in the shadows. 

There’s a woollen blanket waiting for you, 

carefully folded at the foot of my mattress. I promise you 

something: you’ll never see another chain again. I’ll take 

you everywhere with me, teach you all I know about the 

forest. Maybe one day, you won’t need me anymore. 

Dusk, the fanfare of owls sounding playtime for the 

predators. The wood burner sets about expelling the damp 

from the trailer, while I see to the mosquitos. 

My pup barely grazes my knees, a pathetic little 

thing too feeble to pull sleds. I search her face, its sharp 

features partly obscured by her bushy tail, trying to come 

up with a name. She whimpers in her sleep, perhaps 

already dreaming of prey that will soon elude her. 

To think those mushers at the pound were going to 

do away with you…that you’ll never see your mother 

again. How can I explain to you, orphan pup, that we’re 

going to be each other’s life rafts, that together we’ll be 

better placed to take on those bully boys who hunt just for 

the thrill of dominating and destroying? I’ll start by 

showering you in affection, burying my nose in that hay-

scented fur of yours, which still wears the musty trace of 

your birthplace. I might struggle to tame the wild blood in 
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your veins. But even if you keep your feral ways, I hope 

you’ll protect me from those nut jobs who hunt after what 

isn’t theirs, and have sent one too many of my colleagues 

to any early grave. From the passenger seat, you’ll be my 

lucky star, smiling at me with all your pearly choppers, 

silencing anyone who tries to intimidate me. For all our 

gadgets, my service pistol, and my years in the job, the 

trappers are still the best armed. 

They’re not the only ones on the prowl. A few days 

ago, my solitary existence was put on hold when I 

discovered fresh tracks on the apple tree bordering the 

sugar bush. The prints wove right up to the canopy, where 

a suet-stuffed woodpecker feeder was dancing in the wind. 

The cocksure animal had polished off all the stray seeds 

on the ground, before starting on my strawberry runners. I 

decided not to hold a grudge, thinking of that old 

gardener’s rule: sow three times as many seeds as you 

hope to harvest: a third for yourself, a third for the 

wayside, and the rest for visitors… 

Human or animal; invited or impromptu; friendly or 

famished. 

Judging by the spacing between the scratches on 

the bark, it was definitely an adult bear. After coming to 

test the ground, perhaps he’ll be back to stuff his face with 

more of my supplies at breakfast time. The sheets of metal 

that pass for my four walls won’t stop him, that’s for 

certain. 

I prepare a lamb pilaf on the stove and set the 

meaty panful down next to my pup. She scans around 

warily, then devours the lot. 
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You won’t be scrawny forever, girl, you’ll grow 

stronger. 

Enough people have called their dogs Wolfie, 

Raksha and Luna. I’m short on inspiration for two-syllable 

names which travel on the wind. Names you can shout at 

the top of your lungs without wrecking your vocal cords. 

A final vowel that echoes out in the distance. Yoko? 

Kahlo? It’s true Ks are all the rage. 

Until I come up with something better, she can be 

Coyote. She’s certainly got the face for it. She blocks my 

path as I go to collect the firewood, as if to say she’s the 

one who should be hauling our fuel supplies back to the 

trailer, then promptly trips on my wellies and lands in a 

puddle. She rolls on her back, eyeing me mischievously. 

The hollow of her belly’s as soft as a marshmallow leaf. 

I’m already staggered by how much joy one animal can 

bring into the life of someone with so few friends, 

someone estranged from her family, and with the sneaking 

suspicion that her parents took off with the wrong baby at 

birth. Although, after combing through dusty photo 

albums and family trees, I might have found the 

explanation to that one. The proof’s nestled in my breast 

pocket, over my heart. 

In the faded photograph, a slip of a woman stands 

bolt upright next to her formidable husband. She has 

almond-shaped eyes, plaited hair and moccasin-clad feet. 

He’s in his trapper garb, pipe in hand, with a bushy 

moustache and high forehead. He’s crouched next to her, 

his head level with her piercing eyes. Somebody save me, 

they seem to be saying. In his mini-man stance, my great-

grandfather is equal in height to his young wife. But his 
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hairy paw is clamped around her waist, like he’s afraid his 

hunting trophy might escape him. Maybe she’s the origin 

of my brown eyes. The reason I’m obsessed with learning 

all there is to know about the First Nations, as if, by filling 

my mind with all these translated words, with stories from 

the bush and poems from the taiga, I might somehow 

weave closer to my roots, renew my ties with her. My 

Miꞌkmaq ancestor with the Christian name invented on her 

wedding day. 

Leaving behind kith, kin and civilisation to live in a 

trailer deep in public forestland. An odd choice maybe, but 

it’s the key to my sanity. Living as near as possible to the 

animals I’m hell-bent on protecting, and as far away as I 

can get from a family that never showed the slightest 

interest in our mysterious great-grandmother with the 

brown coyote eyes.  

 Back in the van, as I head out for some final 

provisions before nightfall, I slot her photograph under the 

sun visor, the spot from which she usually keeps me 

company. I trace the neat handwriting on the back with my 

index finger. 

 

Hervé Robichaud and his young wife, 

Marie-Ange – 1903. 

 

 You don’t look like a Marie-Ange, nor as if you’re 

in seventh heaven. Terror-struck, more like, your spine as 

rigid as your husband’s gun, which stands almost taller 

than you. I picture you cowering in a timid ball on your 

wedding night. I try to imagine your real name, a name 

truly belonging to you, evoking the beauty of the land 
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instead of domination by starched sheets and wedding 

dresses. I wish someone had told me your story. Maybe 

I’d have felt a bit more at home with your descendants if 

they’d handed down your lullabies, recipes, and lost 

dreams. I felt suffocated in that small-town bungalow 

reeking of mothballs and baloney. I raged against the 

prayers before supper, the blessings before bed, the fear of 

foreigners, darkness and prowling animals, the endless 

tirades of racist slurs. I knew I had to escape those people 

before I ended up resembling them. What I needed was a 

full-time forest, on the slopes of mountains that don’t give 

a damn about borders, where everyone stands equal before 

the elements, come cold, wind or rain. The forest teaches 

you humility, that’s for sure. A sanctum of wonders that 

we’ve forgotten in our cosseted existence. A temple with 

wide arms and open doors.       

In the foothills of the Appalachians, in the Haut-

Pays forestlands of Kamouraska, the luxury of open space 

is guarded through pagan rituals. Jostling with carnivores, 

pounding the pathways from dawn until dusk, squatting 

strategically when nature calls. Making inventories of 

plants that are safe to eat, tracking camouflaged beasts, 

marking out my territory, retracing my steps to the 

deserted sugar bush, my trailer, bed. 

I opted for a permanent address in this lawless 

landscape, but try explaining that to a pack of wolves 

robbed of their prey by habitat destruction. Or to a bear 

stripped of miles of raspberry bushes by the Quebec 

energy giant’s new overhead power lines, just before his 

summer feast. 
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Thanks to Coyote, I’ll be able to sniff out intruders 

who come too close to the trailer. When she’s older, if she 

toughens up enough, I’ll be able to let her out of the van 

with me when I go to confront the anglers who’ve 

overstuffed their coolers, the hunters disguising suspicious 

numbers of animal hooves under their tarps, the Sunday 

hikers hungry for a chance encounter with a woman out 

alone in this remote corner of the world…       

Because out here, there’s nobody to hear me cry. 

I let my long black plait snake down my back, but I 

sometimes wonder if I shouldn’t cut it off altogether, strip 

away all my female trappings, to keep me safe in this 

playground of men steaming with alcohol and murderous 

desires. To better serve my slaughter regulation duties. 

Everything must adhere to the ‘golden rules’ round here, 

which means money wins the day. Cough up your license, 

and bingo, free rein to claim your haul of seven lynxes a 

year. And my sources at the Ministry tell me they’re 

planning to do away with quotas entirely soon. 

Somebody pinch me. 

Nope. There’s nobody to listen to me roar.  

Except my pup, who turns to me startled by the din, 

her fur standing on end. What’s wrong? those brown 

coyote eyes implore. Whatever’s the matter, old friend? 
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Chapter 2 

Water off a Duck’s Back 

26th September 

 

Gunshots. Rage jolts me awake. 

Curled at my feet, Coyote surveys my next move. I 

wonder if at the pound where she was born, the dogs grasp 

the link between the shot being fired and their packmate’s 

failure to return from its stroll with the boss. And if back 

there, the echo of bullets conjures the same image as it 

does to my ears: the Grim Reaper’s wily approach. 

A bullet fired at dawn, a week before bowhunting 

season opens. In this neck of the woods that smacks of 

foul play. The chase being consummated. A hunter out for 

harmless target practice at 4 am? Yeah, right. You’d better 

watch your backs, trappers. I’ll catch you in the end. 

The trailer is strewn with mud-caked jeans, wet 

socks and pine needles. A gentle light filters in through the 

misted windows, illuminating the floating specks of dust. 

The sound of the percolator bubbling on the camping stove 

mingles with the honking of snow geese overhead. I head 

outside and sit on the checker plate front steps, huddled in 

the rainbow wool stripes of my Hudson’s Bay blanket. I 

wait reverently for the huge Vs of migrating birds to glide 

over before taking my first sip.  

‘Here’s to you, girls.’ 

 Coyote isn’t so polite. She’s already disappeared, 

although the chirps coming from the upper branches leave 

no doubt as to what made her take off in such a hurry. As I 

make my way over to the ancient maples, I can see her 
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bouncing up and down, like she stands a genuine chance 

of catching the chipmunks towering twenty feet above her. 

I admire her optimism. It takes some doing to stay upbeat 

in this po-faced forest. 

I take what Nature gives me, using my feet and 

knees to break down branches that have snapped off in the 

wind. My trailer’s so small that I can generate all the heat I 

need from dead wood. The stacks I’m able to salvage from 

the undergrowth more than fulfil my heating requirements, 

and having such a healthy stock reassures me more than 

any number of zeros in my bank account. 

The falling leaves understand the logic of finders 

keepers. Beyond the lonely maple grove, equally ancient 

spruces stretch out as far as the eye can see. Clones. Future 

two-by-fours waiting to be rigged into replacements for 

decking that’s been chewed away by carpenter ants, in the 

absence of neighbouring stumps. 

Forest Alert scarred me for life. It was the last film 

we ever watched in high school, the first documentary. I 

was riveted by Richard Desjardins’ words, appalled by his 

footage of mass deforestation. After that I vowed to write 

only in green ink, as a reminder that somebody had to 

stand up for the trees left standing. Naively believing the 

pen was mightier than the sword when it came to 

defending the taiga. Then a few years ago, I started buying 

red pens, for the blood of the trapped animals. Whatever 

colour ink I use to draft my reports, it doesn’t make a 

scrap of difference. Not when I’m the only conservation 

officer in my unit still adamant that the forest isn’t an all-

you-can-eat buffet. 
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Where will the deer hide to gnaw on the bark in 

springtime? What scenes of massacre will the snow geese 

find when they fly over our forests on their return south? 

Whenever I drive past a clearcut, my eyes leave the road. I 

can’t help it, something wrenches them away. A moose or 

a lorry could come hurtling at me and I wouldn’t see a 

thing. I cannot cannot cannot just keep staring ahead, 

while next to me the dead trees lie bleeding in silence, 

branded in orange paint and piled in ditches stretching all 

along the carriageway. 

I tidy around the trailer and slip on my least muddy 

jeans. After clearing away the rest, I pull on my work 

boots and retrieve my cap from the dashboard, flicking my 

plait over my shoulder. I grab a tissue, then ditch my travel 

mug of now-cold coffee. I’d forgotten all about it, too 

preoccupied by the task ahead, all the trappers I still 

haven’t caught…  

‘Right, Coyote. Let’s get ’em.’ 

Easier said than done. The place is swarming with 

the bastards. 

I reach out to dislodge the dead leaves from the 

trailer’s patched-up guttering, which juts from my four-

wheeled home like a half-hearted attempt at a sun canopy. 

My water tastes of rust. It’s probably bursting with iron. 

Coyote prefers the puddles which dot our path to the van. 

She capers enthusiastically from one wheelbarrow rut to 

the next, quenching herself at every stop and throwing me 

affectionate looks. She’s better off here than chained up at 

the pound, trapped in a melee of sled dogs clamouring for 

the right to pull along the tourists on their snowmobiles. 
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Or being mounted by a gang of blue-eyed males, their 

urges unleashed in the name of creating premium puppies.  

In life blue eyes are a ticket to ride, even in 

dogworld. Ugly ducklings soon get wise to that.  

‘Let’s do this, my girl.’ 

Coyote springs into the van. It’s going to be a long 

afternoon trawling the roads, wondering why there are so 

few of us patrolling such a vast area. Perhaps they’re just 

keeping us in the job out of tokenism. Maybe what really 

matters is the trappers scoring their prey, the game hunters 

felling their targets, the fishermen paying their dues. And 

once all the animals are dead, the female foresters can 

scuttle on. It will be passed off as a ‘semi-intensive cull 

with responsible reintroduction of indigenous species’, or 

‘deforestation with targeted conservation of vulnerable 

populations’. And the lynx at the Montreal Biodome will 

draw more visitors than ever, as one of the last of his kind 

in Quebec. 

Whenever I talk like this, my colleagues call it 

defeatism. Yet I’m no fool. I see what’s really going on 

out there. And I won’t let all my years in the job numb me 

to the truth. 

At lunchtime I park up next to the Manie, letting 

Coyote play while I survey the riverbanks through my 

binoculars. Her fluorescent orange vest is still slightly too 

big. I watch her clamber onto a fallen trunk, edging along 

until she’s close enough to gulp down the water in greedy 

slurps. When I whistle, she meets my gaze and holds it. 

That’s right, stay where I can see you. Tire yourself 

out. 
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Coyote bounds off with her nose to the ground, 

sniffing out a field mouse in a pile of dead leaves. I pick at 

my salad. She yaps gleefully at a frozen bee snoozing on 

the last of the autumn flowers, before bolting after an ill-

fated chipmunk. My cereal bar is like cardboard. 

Meanwhile my pup has discovered a partridge nest and is 

wolfing down the eggs. She looks at me, her eyes 

gleaming with brute instinct, then starts purging herself 

with mouthfuls of grass. I smile. Her instinctively sourced 

lunch trumps mine on the nutritional front. 

I’ll feed her up, this little amber flame, as though 

teaching my daughter to stand on her own two feet. That 

way, if anything happens to me, I can rest knowing she’ll 

survive without me in this no-man’s-land. Back in the van, 

Coyote’s spark out on the passenger seat. Her eyes flicker 

open at the worst potholes and sharpest turns, then snap 

back shut once she’s ascertained from my expression that 

everything’s fine. Maybe with a bit of rule-bending, I 

could go on a dog-handler course with her one day. 

Though I’d have to make sure the canine unit didn’t get 

wind of the fact she’s half-coyote. I’ve only ever seen 

German Shepherds, Labradors and retrievers on the beat. 

Although if I’m not mistaken, German Shepherds were 

once known as ‘Alsatian Wolf Dogs’... 

Perhaps you’re in with a shot after all, my little 

Charlevoix husky-coyote. 

A new forest road is under construction off to the 

east. Diversion via Otter Lake. I drive slowly, leaning out 

of the window to negotiate the disarmingly close trees. 

Someone’s dumped some trailer tyres by the roadside. I 

get out to retrieve them, eyeing the newly installed sign at 
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the yard entrance: Hunter on the Lookout. Not a vehicle in 

sight. The paths are scattered with apples to entice the roe 

deer. Behind them lie boarded-up chalets and jeep garages, 

looking the worse for wear after last winter’s record 

snowfalls. The low sun is blazing over the tips of the 

spruces, welcoming the evening with a wild-blooded 

orange glow. Home time. A few notes scrawled in my 

logbook. Another day with barely anything to show for the 

miles I’ve covered, other than my paycheck. 

The remoteness is soothing. Here in Kamouraska’s 

Haut-Pays, silence embraces you in all its vastness. Peace, 

perfect peace, if you like. In these sweeping landscapes, 

the distant strains of animals provide an echo of solace in 

solitude. Whenever the loneliness gets too much, I stop by 

Lionel’s chalet on the banks of the Kamouraska, listening 

to my old friend’s tales of how it was to be a forester thirty 

years ago. The grandest captures, the fiercest hunters, the 

vanished souls. 

Back at the trailer, it’s apparent from Coyote’s 

agitation that we’ve had visitors. There are fresh bear 

prints by the compost bin. More across the muddy floor of 

the maple grove. The animal’s even been snooping around 

the raised water tank I use for my cold showers. Perhaps 

he was tempted by the smell of my citronella soap. 
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Behind me I can hear branches cracking. The sound 

seems to be fading out to my left. 

Evidently, Mr Bear, we interrupted your sleuthing 

mission. You’re probably still watching from a distance, 

sussing me out.  

‘Here, girl.’ 

I push open the trailer door. Coyote heads for her 

bed while I fire up the wood burner. Luckily there are still 

two chunky logs left inside. Whenever I’m out of kindling, 

I cut up my oldest jeans instead, burning holey knickers 

and old envelopes along with them. It does the trick. The 

stove clicks into life. Perfect. Now we can stay holed up 

here all night, with my rifle stationed on the floor between 

the mattress and the wall. Within reach if I need to fumble 

for it in the dark. My service pistol, a 9mm Glock, is 

poised in its holster as back-up. A woman forewarned is a 

woman forearmed.  

I think again of my great-grandmother, of how they 

protected their camps and wigwams from the bears all 

those years ago. At least my walls are made of sheet metal 

and not birch bark, animal fur and cloth. Though I did 
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once see a trailer that had been gutted by a ravenous bear 

while the owner was out hunting. And a documentary set 

in the outreaches of the Arctic Circle, where a lone woman 

had to spray her building’s perimeter with hydrochloric 

acid to repel the grizzlies. For the time being, I’ll make do 

with bolting the door and ensuring my weapons are well 

loaded. 

The only person I can rely on is me. I’m not sure 

who I’d call for help anyway. 

The last time I saw my family, it was Christmas 

time. I didn’t want to say grace and couldn’t face 

pretending. I missed having my Gaspesian grandmother 

there, our complicit eyerolls during the litanies. As a child 

I used to play in secret with the nativity set under the tree 

and its pristine porcelain figurines. Once I buried Mary in 

the glittery cotton wool snow, in light of my father’s 

dinner-table pronouncement that women were all the 

same. All stained by original sin, half-virgins, or (winking 

at my mother) outright depraved. I didn’t know which 

category I fell into, nor Mary, for that matter. I’d always 

viewed her as the model mother, whose beauty and 

capacity to love had remained intact in spite of 

motherhood. Not like my own mother, who resented us for 

stretching her body out of shape and draining her energy. 

Seeing me stand up to leave the room, my grandmother 

had whispered that I mustn’t worry. No woman should be 

made to feel ashamed for carrying life inside her. I don’t 

half miss you, Grandma. That last Christmas Eve, our first 

without her, everyone ended the meal by making the sign 

of the cross. They all thanked God, ignoring the woman 

who’d cooked for them. They all hailed the Holy Father, 
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but said nothing in Grandma’s memory. I could feel 

myself seething. 

‘If God exists, she’s a free and fertile woman. 

That’s for sure.’ 

 My brothers and sisters stared at me like I was a 

witch. Blasphemy incarnate. I resumed pushing the food 

around my plate, pondering what Mother Nature might 

look like. She’d probably resemble Artemis, the Greek 

huntress, or Inanna, the Sumerian goddess. A winged and 

taloned tamer of wild beasts, protectress of deer, widows 

and orphans. 

Some nights, like tonight, I pray to the Great Bear 

and to all the Manitous above, urging them to keep the 

predators at bay. I’ll save the animals some of next 

autumn’s apple crop, leaving the fruit on the pathways as a 

neighbourly offering. And I’ll devote myself to catching 

all those intent on stealing the fur off their back. 

Time to crack open a book to while away the 

sleepless hours. I fish out a dog-eared novel from the back 

of the sofa, then peer out of the window to check there’s 

nothing prowling before sinking into my parallel world.   

When John Irving’s protagonist in Last Night in 

Twisted River starts explaining why he’s eternally on his 

guard, ever since an unfortunate episode at the logging 

camp, and now keeps a cast-iron skillet hanging above his 

bed, my eyes automatically search out my own. There it is, 

on top of my stack of field guides. In this tiny trailer, 

everything’s close at hand. Whether I wallop the bear on 

the snout or on its temple, the sheer weight of the thing 

should offset my bad aim.     
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 Saying goodnight to a dog who’s already zonked 

out and grinning at your cast-iron frying pan. A sure sign 

of loneliness, if ever there was one. 
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Chapter 3 

Birthday Queen 

27th September 

  

I dream that a bear has decimated the trailer, its claws 

slashing the metal like a fork raking through butter. I’m 

overwhelmed by the unmistakeable stench of a beast that’s 

spent its whole life sweating in the same pelt, lapping up 

putrid bin juices and gorging on skunk shit. 

Here I am, forty years old to the day, and still 

having nightmares about monsters under the bed. 

Turns out it’s just Coyote, who couldn’t wait to 

relieve herself outside and had to settle for stinking out the 

trailer’s only room. Her scratching at the door is the sound 

that wrenches me out of bed long before dawn. I let her 

out, then put on my slippers and do a quick check outside. 

Satisfied the coast is clear, I get the wood burner going 

again before sneaking an extra half-hour in bed. I watch 

the sun toy with colours of the sky, the orangey autumn 

hues giving way to frosty pinks. Winter’s closing in. The 

geese have flown. The bears are hungry. And I’m off duty. 

After throwing off the covers, I pull on my boots 

and get up to air the trailer. I head outside for a morning 

stroll, stretching my arms under the chilly drizzle. A quick 

comfort break in the lichen, where the reindeer moss does 

for loo paper. I’m in my element. Next it’s shower time, 

under the icy rainspout in flip-flops. The kind of shower 

you just have done with, scrubbing extra hard to chase 
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away the cold. Emerging ‘revitalised’ doesn’t enter the 

equation. A final rinse, then time to get dressed. I scurry 

over to the washing line. Most of my wardrobe lives 

between these two trees, a row of everyday tops and 

trousers perpetually billowing in the wind. When there are 

no pegs left in the maple bucket, I know it’s laundry day. 

Everything’s supremely soft and faded. The colours have 

ebbed away, leaving a palette of beiges, pinks and browns 

like grains of sand under a microscope. The shell-like 

tones have a timeless quality, an understated beauty. But 

today I’ve no appetite for modesty. I walk back to the 

trailer swaddled in my towel, past the bear prints. Happily 

there aren’t any fresh ones this morning. Inside I make a 

beeline for the suitcase where I keep my uniforms, 

rummaging for the clean clothes folded at the bottom. I 

want to look the part for my special day, even though I 

probably won’t see another living soul. In practice, this 

involves ditching the cap, keeping my hair down, and 

pulling on my cleanest t-shirt and pair of jeans. And for 

the icing on the cake, stripy merino-wool socks. I brush 

my teeth, spitting in the direction of the forest, then 

inspect myself in the wing mirror. 

‘Age is catching up with you,’ whispers the silvery 

hair glistening on my crown.  

I yank it out.      

‘Plenty more fish in the sea...’ 

 I warm my fingertips on my coffee mug, watching 

Coyote unearthing god knows what. I’ve a surprise in 

store for her. My annual pilgrimage to the Canada-US 

border to meet an old friend. I’ve faked a day’s sick leave 

to extend the weekend, buying me two whole days to 
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complete the return journey at a gentle pace. That should 

do it. 

A trip down memory lane, back to forest adventures 

from as soon as we could walk. He loved fishing even as a 

schoolkid, when he used to fashion flies from raccoon pelt. 

Spending the week sitting in the classroom was torture for 

him. He ended up abandoning school, instead using car 

boot sale proceeds to buy all the gear he needed to hit the 

Appalachian trails with his husky. Three months of 

walking with his home on his back. Rest days whiled away 

on riverbanks, watching his dog fish with her paw in the 

shallows before proudly presenting him with her catch. At 

first he used to reward her with jerky – a treat tempting 

enough for her to surrender the spoils to him. After a 

while, a good petting was all it took for the animal to 

respect her end of the bargain. On those occasions, 

breaking with his long-distance hiker’s diet of dehydrated 

meals, he was able to feast on campfire trout. He’s the 

man to consult about my bear problem, come to think of it. 

If memory serves, his walk was interrupted by a bear on 

two occasions. The first time his dog saw off the threat. 

She’d re-emerged a few hours later, although his bag 

never did. The bear must have snatched it. The rucksack 

had contained several days’ worth of dog biscuits, along 

with his last full flask. I wish I could hear him laughing at 

the other end of the phone, telling me not to worry. But he 

doesn’t have a phone. Hubert’s one of those biker types 

that have smoked so much weed they’ve semi lost touch 

with reality. He’s obsessed with the idea that the 

government’s spying on him, to keep him down and tax 

him harder. He burns the post if he doesn’t recognise the 
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writing on the envelope, or if the address label is printed. 

That’s even worse, according to him. No sane-minded 

person should enter into correspondence with machines. 

He could easily finish up like Thoreau, behind bars for 

obstinately refusing to pay his taxes. Though in Hubert’s 

case, it’ll more likely be for the exorbitant interest he’s 

accrued in unpaid parking tickets. Dear Hubie. I bet you’re 

there now crouched in your tent, cooking watery oatmeal 

sweetened with honey. 

Picturing you, I’m inspired to slip a chocolate bar 

into my pocket. 

I rifle through my bookshelf, trying to decide which 

survival guide to bring with me. You’ll want to lay out all 

the grizzly details of my imminent devourment as we sit 

by the campfire. But not tonight, my friend. I’m not letting 

any bear spoil my party. 

Here in deep Bas-Saint-Laurent, they really stress 

that final r. Bearrr. 

I cruise along Route 287 towards East Lake, 

slowing down when the asphalt gives way to a haze of 

yellowy earth. There must be a wood truck up ahead, 

kicking up the dust. I pull over and turn on the radio. 

Three men in their sixties have gone missing in the area. 

They set off fishing yesterday and no news since. The 

families are concerned. The police are asking hunting 

camp owners to inspect their properties, in case the men 

have taken shelter up in the crown lands. I think of my 

bear. Then of the lost men. Even though it’s my birthday, 

and my colleagues think I’m out of action, I decide to 

scrap my plans and do the rounds of the forest. I know the 

trails like the back of my hand. 
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Sorry, Gros Pin, my old evergreen friend. I’ll come 

and see you another time. 

When I arrive at the shooting range late in the 

afternoon, after a fruitless day of searching in the forest, 

nobody’s around. My only company is the Queen, tacked 

to a square hay bale on her sun-faded Jubilee poster. I pull 

out my service pistol, unload the bullets, and take aim at 

the sovereign. I think of my country, which isn’t a single 

‘country’ at all, slaving away for the Confederation, then 

of the lost men in the woods. They surely won’t have guns 

on them, having set out for a day’s fishing. When hunger 

bites, perhaps they’ll settle for their canful of worms? Or 

will they find a few chanterelles, maybe dare to chance 

some unripe blackerries? 

My pistol clicks three times, while the bullets tinkle 

in my pockets. My target stares mockingly back at me. 

 

Pow! 

Pow! 

Pow! 

 

Three imaginary holes through your crown. A crown that 

turned us into water carriers, miserable shopworkers and 

mithering French speakers, so terrified of being wiped out 

that we morphed into acid-tongues colonialists instead. As 

though difference threatened our survival. As though we 

were unworthy of governing ourselves. I’m much obliged 

to live on your ‘public’ lands, Your Highness, but I must 

humbly inform you that the real queen of the forest is me. 

It’s my birthday, and that merits celebration. 
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   Pow! 

Pow! 

Pow! 

 

I walk over to the unscathed target. Coyote stays planted 

behind me, not following. Strange. I lock eyes with 

Elizabeth II and consider my next move. Coyote lets out a 

bark, her gaze glued to a point on the edge of the forest, a 

few metres above the ground. She doesn’t blink. Her 

pupils widen. Her breathing stops for one, two, three 

seconds. She flashes me a look, then returns to stare at the 

same spot, insistently, as though trying to extend a finger. 

She’s seen something. 

I suddenly notice the fresh droppings by my boot. 

Shit, literally. Bear scat. I take a step back, totally silent. I 

glance up. Nothing moves. The wind must be playing 

tricks on me. It’s okay, I tell myself. I’m holding my 

pistol. I have bullets in my back pocket. 

Every second counts. 

I start to reload, edging backwards, but as I’m 

trying to retrieve the bullets from my maddeningly tight 

pocket, I spot something moving in the leaves. No, this 

can’t be happening…  

Clinging to the upper branches of a larch, there are 

three black bear cubs. They stare down at us, then start 

yowling. My neck stiffens. Coyote erupts in wild barking. 

The alarm has sounded. It’s cut and run. The clamminess 

of my right hand is thwarting any grip on the bullets. How 

bloody clever do I look? A wildlife conservation officer 

caught with an empty pistol and a family of bears staring 

down her barrel. 
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‘Woooah, bear… Woooah, bear…’ 

The English words leave my lips instinctively. I’m 

transported back to an old campfire conversation, a tree 

planter telling the group that in Canada, bears have been 

hunted by English speakers for over four centuries, so 

there’s a small chance they understand English. Though 

I’d just begun my forest training, and he was a veteran by 

comparison, I couldn’t resist challenging him. 

 ‘Bullshit! Bears don’t speak English.’ 

But right now it’s my only hope. So I keep 

repeating ‘woooah, bear’ as I tiptoe backwards, the whole 

time careful to avoid eye contact. 

I feel stupid. If bears have been exposed to any 

language long enough to make sense of it, surely it should 

be an indigenous tongue, not a colonial one. With a pang, I 

realise I don’t know the word for ‘bear’ in any of the First 

Nation languages. 

The mother must be close now. 

I don’t even know my great-grandmother’s real 

name to beg for her help. Marie-Ange Robichaud, if 

you’re listening, please protect me. My own mother won’t 

be paying the slightest notice, just like all those mornings 

when I’d attempt to talk to her and she’d keep on reading 

at her newspaper. In this moment, I’d give anything to lose 

myself in headlines and gossip columns too. 

The wailing cubs climb higher in the tree. I carry on 

edging away, my nerve wavering with every step. Coyote 

won’t shut up, and it’s not helping my cause. Or is it…? 

‘Mummy Be-earr, where are you?’ 

As the cubs continue to call for their mother, I curse 

the fact that even if I wanted to do the same, there’s no 
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signal out here. Not for me, nor for the three missing men, 

whose phone batteries and supplies will be running 

critically low by now.   

   Yes. I’ve made it. My heart’s pounding so hard, 

my head spinning so fast, that my hand can’t locate the 

van’s handle. I reel off all the profanities under the sun in 

the time it takes me to dive inside and lock the door 

behind us. Coyote’s ears are drooping. She seems more 

fazed by my mood than by the furious mother bear now 

racing across the shooting range, hot on our tail. I shift 

into gear and slam on the horn. The mother stops dead, 

looks directly at us, and rises to her hind legs. I wonder 

how shatterproof the windscreen really is. She studies us 

through her foggy eyes, then charges off towards her 

babies. 

I spend the final hours of daylight roaming the 

forest paths, searching for the three men and the silver 

pickup described on the radio. They must have got 

stranded somewhere masked by the trees. Everything is 

being thrown at the search effort. Members of the public, 

police helicopters, the canine unit, patrol officers and even 

the forest service’s tree planters are out scouring the 

forest. A second day without a trace. So long as they 

haven’t crossed paths with as many bears as I have today, 

there might still be hope. 

The wind’s getting up, announcing a cold night 

ahead. 

I head for Lionel’s chalet by the Kamouraska. I 

could do with a few home comforts, four solid walls. It is 

my birthday after all. 
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As always, I find the door unlocked; everything 

waiting in its usual place. The basket of camping crockery 

on the wood box, blankets hanging where the mice can’t 

nibble at them, a few tins of soup on the shelf, lighting 

equipment laid out on the table. Lionel clearly expected 

I’d be stopping by before he got home from his hunting 

trip. 

      I share my soup with Coyote, then tidy up a bit. 

Apparently the mice have been making the most of being 

home alone. I start reading my survival guide by the light 

of candle stubs, two kerosene lamps and a headtorch. 

Their glow reveals page after page of stories, tales of 

hikers who’ve perished at the claws of ravenous she-bears, 

along with the lucky few to have escaped with their lives 

intact. The upshot is that playing dead, face down, is a 

strong option for protecting your entrails. But if, as you’re 

lying there, the bear still shows signs of wanting to mangle 

you, you’d better run for your life. The guide doesn’t say 

what to do with the lumps of flesh, how to stop your guts 

spilling onto the path as you leg it. 

Tomorrow, I’m sewing a bell onto Coyote’s collar. 

Once ensconced in my mummy sleeping bag, I 

unwrap my birthday chocolate and watch the first stars 

twinkling through the chalet window. I savour the silence, 

which is punctuated only by the stove’s clicking and 

Coyote’s contented sighs from her chipmunky dreams. I 

might have missed out on my annual hike, and my date 

with Gros Pin, but I still feel like a queen in the prime of 

life. My hair’s clean, and I spent the day with my girl in 

the forest. I escaped from a handful of bears, combed the 

trails in the line of duty, and came back to a friendly 
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house. And now for the climax, gazing out at Orion’s 

jewelly belt, a mouthful of chocolate melting on my 

tongue.  
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Chapter 4 

Bloodhound Bitch 

28th September 

 

I’m resolved to start the day right, even if Coyote isn’t 

responding to my calls. I let her out of the chalet early this 

morning before heading back to bed. While she’s been out 

exploring her new surroundings, lie-in time has come and 

gone. But she still hasn’t returned for her morning snack. 

Maybe she’s having her first heat. I don’t blame her. In her 

place, I wouldn’t mind a taste of Mr Wolf either. 

  You enjoy your walk in the woods, my girl. Just 

be sure to come back with a bellyful of puppies to bolster 

our ranks. 

I slither back into my sleeping bag and lay my book 

out flat, using the back cover to roll out my Saturday 

morning joint. Coffee and weed make a dream team – 

especially on my day off, in a chalet at the end of the 

earth. And Saint-Bruno-de-Kamouraska really is the end 

of the earth, the last village before vast public forestlands 

that stretch all the way to the Maine mountains. Lionel’s 

rustic chalet is right next to the road where everything 

stops and, at the same time, where it all begins. The road 

straddling civilisation and Labrador, as Natashquan’s 

residents like to joke about Route 138. Like other kind-

hearted owners of remote refuges, old Lionel never locks 

his door when he’s out. As a result, this is basically my 

second home, just as Lionel, being about my father’s age, 

is basically my second dad. We share the kind of father-

daughter bond peculiar to those who no longer have a 
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family. He’s a retired gamekeeper, a respectful hunter, a 

passionate environmentalist and an affably grumpy 

mentor. A rare bird, and one I love to chatter with. 

Coyote has left a heap of feathers in her wake on 

the front porch. A shroud of mist hangs over the grass, 

which has been yellowed by frost. In the distance, I can 

just about make out the rowan berries and the lithe red 

branches of the dogwood. No way of knowing what furry 

giants might be observing me from across the horizon. 

My howling summons pierce the slumbering forest, 

sending birds scattering and bushes shuddering. Coyote 

fails to materialise. 

‘Come back, girl!’ 

Hours go by. I leaf through the pages of my book, 

as worry sets in. At lunchtime I eat alone. I relight my 

morning joint, throw a log on the stove, do some yoga on 

the sunlit porch. I revel in the warmth on my skin, the 

teasing caress of an Indian summer. 

The bell on the table reminds me that my pup is a 

forest novice. I’m not leaving without her. The three 

missing men will have to wait. 

I pull on my boots. On my way into the forest, I 

mull over yesterday’s cock-up at the shooting range. 

 We had a narrow escape. Sometimes black bears 

leave their cubs at the foot of the tree, so the babies can 

climb to safety if danger strikes while their mother’s off 

foraging. Disturbing the cubs rarely ends prettily. Alerted 

by their yowls, the mother attacks on maternal instinct. 

Luckily for me, yesterday she was far away enough for us 

to beat a retreat. 

Hang on, I’m sure I just heard a bark. 
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It’s her. My pup, that is, not Mummy Bear. Her 

cries are muffled by the sound of leaves trembling in the 

wind. I pick up the pace, suddenly clothed in goosebumps. 

Somewhere between the area immediately visible around 

me and the white spruces in the distance, Coyote’s calling 

for me. And I’m running blindly towards the sound of her 

suffering. A howl I’ve never heard before. She must be 

hurt. As the minutes tick by, her whining becomes 

breathless. I hurtle along the paths, losing my bearings in 

pursuit of her suffocated cries. Don’t give up. Keep on 

crying, girl. I need to be able to hear you to find you. 

The sun’s setting, and still she’s nowhere to be 

seen. But I’m getting closer. I call on my totem, Marie-

Ange, imagining her thumbing a string of fine pearl prayer 

beads. Please smile on my increasingly dark search. Please 

save me from the bears so I can find my furry best friend. 

Please don’t let my Coyote trail lead me into the path of 

Canada’s most fearsome carnivore. 

I stumble over something. At my feet, there’s a 

mound of roebuck hooves. Sawn-off, and piled a bed of 

bones. Beneath the surrounding bushes, there are so many 

snares I couldn’t begin to count them. To my right there’s 

a heap of dirty bottles. They must once have contained roe 

deer urine or some other ill-intentioned fluid. It’s evidently 

a coyote trapping site, judging by the bait, the size of the 

snares and the prints left by the previous victims. I just 

hope there aren’t any steel-jaw traps lurking underfoot. 

They might be illegal, but that doesn’t stop anyone. I’m 

forever confiscating them. 

‘Coyote?’ 
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Her reply comes feebly. Though she yelps each 

time I call to her, the cries sound stifled, like every breath 

is sapping her energy, suffocating her. That’s it, she must 

be choking. 

I slide into the ditch near the bridge across the 

Kamouraska and press back towards the undergrowth, 

wrong-footed by the echo. There are snares everywhere, a 

cow skull, clumps of fur. To compound my disorientation, 

dusk is settling in. The branches of the close-packed 

spruces score my skin with every step. I spot an opening 

between the lower branches, wide enough for a four-

legged creature to slip through. There’s a stench of rotting 

flesh. A calf’s ribcage. Inches from my head, a cage is 

hanging from a tree. The captive is struggling and 

snarling, a marten by the looks of it, or some other small, 

nasty creature. Even my animal lover’s instinct can’t 

compel me to free it. I’m too scared of the beast jumping 

in my face, slyly seizing its chance for revenge. As I walk 

on I can hear it spitting after me, outraged. 

Coyote’s still whimpering. I’m not far away now. 

My torch beam trains on a bloody mass on the ground. My 

stomach lurches. The flanks of a freshly mangled animal 

are lying at my feet. No! I can feel my whole body 

screaming. Then a wave of relief. The thing is dead, but 

it’s not my butchered dog. My headtorch is barely helping 

me navigate the razor-sharp branches. I find myself 

stepping over immense bones; moose femurs, at a guess. 

Without warning, two golden orbs ricochet out of 

the darkness. My heart begins thrashing against my 

ribcage, sending hot blood surging to my head. What is 
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that thing, ten feet ahead, fixing me with unblinking round 

eyes?      

Yip! 

A pathetic little noise. But enough to be sure! I’d 

recognise Coyote’s muted chirrup anywhere, usually a 

sign of intense delight. Yet this time she doesn’t move, 

deadlocked by a tangle of wires. I try to loosen the two 

snares that are choking her, managing to detach her collar 

from the first while the twisted spindles bite into my finger 

joints. One down. The second is only held in place by a 

couple of branches. I shatter them with the most ferocious 

kicks I’ve ever mustered. 

The moment she’s disentangled, Coyote slips 

through my fingertips, out of sight. Then everything goes 

black. My torch has died. It revives momentarily when I 

shake it, then flickers out again. I’m still deep in the forest. 

By slavishly following the sound of my dog’s distress, 

I’ve cut myself adrift. My headtorch is unresponsive. 

There’s blood pouring from my hands. I’m screwed. 

 

screwed   screwed   screwed   screwed   screwed   screwed 

 

All around me there are traps, carcasses designed to 

lure animals into them. My feet are crunching over dead 

calves. The smell is sickening. 

‘Fuck!’ 

This horror show is the work of trappers. The site 

must be crawling with predators. 

‘Focus, Raphaëlle.’ 
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screwed   screwed   screwed   screwed   screwed   screwed 

 

‘Think!’ 

Fear is starting to drown out the voice of reason. 

Come back to your senses. You just turned forty yesterday, 

you’re childless, penniless, have never been in love. One 

day, you’d like to build yourself a solar-powered house, 

entirely made of wood. You’d like to go salmon fishing in 

a canoe, along vast, endlessly beautiful rivers. You’d like 

to visit Anticosti Island, Salluit fjord, the lake shores of 

Métabetchouane, Scandinavia, even… why stop there? 

Just think of everything that’s waiting for you, and find 

your bearings. The stars, the touch of the bark, the texture 

of the mosses, the tilt of the trees, the echo of the water. 

Yes! I can make out the road rumbling in the distance, the 

Kamouraska flowing close by. I can even hear a car hitting 

the bump before the bridge, at the point where the river 

swells each spring and the ice dams threaten the bridge 

with annual collapse. I pause, listening to the water’s 

gentle burble. 

‘Deep breaths, Raphaëlle. Calm yourself down, get 

back on track.’ 

I head towards the bridge, calling my pup’s name. 

She can’t be far from here. Then, a few yards away, I hear 

her gulping down water. I suddenly remember the ditch 

near the river, the channel I crossed earlier before 

plunging into the thicket. One by one, I retrace my boot 

marks through the mud, until I reach Coyote. Despite her 

suffering my maimed pup wags her tail on seeing me, 

between thirsty mouthfuls. Eventually she sidles over for a 

stroke. I fall to my knees, sobbing. Her snout is disfigured, 
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her neck’s streaked with dried blood, and her face is 

horribly swollen. She’s almost unrecognisable. It’s painful 

to see. 

I can feel hatred bubbling in me. This is real trapper 

territory. Hard core. I’ve never seen so many carcasses, so 

many baits in varying stages of decomposition. Hunting 

season hasn’t even started, yet there are pounds of fresh 

meat here, and the traps are newly laid. 

I force back branches to carve a path through the 

trees, towards the road. Coyote walks slowly ahead of me, 

her head sagging at a funny angle, her tongue lolling on 

the ground. Even with her injuries, my little dog is my 

guide. I can’t see further than a foot in front, my lifeless 

headtorch futile against the gloom. Finally, my boots hit 

the steep pathway leading down to Lionel’s chalet. Coyote 

sits down, as though to catch her breath, and promptly 

falls on her side exhausted. I scoop her up gently; she’s 

weightless in my arms. 

The hardest part is behind us. Time to go home, in 

from the darkness, so I can patch our wounds. 

 

* 

I soak my scarf in boiling water and start washing the 

crusted blood from Coyote’s neck. She’s dead to the 

world, lulled off by a snoutful of marijuana smoke. It was 

Hubert who gave me that tip for puffing an injured dog 

into dreamland. Cheers, buddy. It worked a treat. While 

she slumbers I examine the flesh around her throat, 

uncovering clumps of missing fur and pulling out thistles 

and stray bits of wire. 
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By struggling against the mechanism, not 

understanding that each bid for freedom was tightening its 

stranglehold, she’s amassed slashes all over her neck, ears 

and snout. Her fur is warm and damp. No more dried 

blood now, just clean wounds which I slather with thyme 

honey. Tough luck for tomorrow’s toast. It will help 

disinfect them and even if she licks her cuts, she won’t 

make herself ill. 

 I lay her on the couch, cocooned with blankets. 

She’s too bone-tired to stir. Part of me doubts she’ll 

survive the night, and my racing thoughts bar me from 

sleep.  

I mentally retrace my steps. I’m sure I could find 

my way back to the trapping site in the daylight, which is 

exactly what I plan to do. For a serious tidy-up. Lionel 

must have some wire cutters knocking around in his 

toolbox. I’ll cut the snares and clear up the mess. 

As for you, Mr Trapper, there’s a man-sized trap 

coming your way one of these days.  

Just thinking of the fur hunters makes me see red. 

The shameless way they prey on animals whose habitats 

are already being ravaged, treating the forest like one big 

open-air dump with their carcasses and sinister litter. Four 

centuries on from colonisation, and still we haven’t 

grasped that this country isn’t just a playground for us to 

exploit. 

Tomorrow, if Coyote pulls through, I’ll head into 

town. Our sheets are covered in blood, and the place 

where all the local villagers do their washing is gossip 

central. In the motel laundry room I’ll be able to chat with 

the hunters’ wives, then I can drop by the hunting supply 
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store while the dryer’s running. By comparing anecdotes, I 

might even come up with a name for my investigation. 

 You don’t know it yet, but I’m hot on your scent. 

Every good dog can develop a nose for blood. It’s just a 

matter of training, of learning to track down lost animals 

from miles away, to sniff out fresh meat before it festers, 

to identify wounded or dead game in the undergrowth. 

That’s how my hunt will play out, Mr Trapper. I’ll be right 

behind you every step of the way, like a bloodhound bitch. 
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The translator of this sample: 

 

Rosie Eyre is a freelance translator and editor based in 

North West England. She discovered her passion for 

translation while studying Modern and Medieval 

Languages at the University of Cambridge, where she spent 

four years specialising in French and Spanish language, 

literature and literary translation. She subsequently 

completed an MA in Translation Studies at the University 

of Manchester, winning the department’s Best Scholar 

Prize for her dissertation based on her translation of 

Alpheratz’s Requiem, an experimental novel written in 

gender-neutral French. In autumn 2020, she was selected as 

winner of the National Centre for Writing’s Emerging 

Translator Mentorships programme for Swiss French, 

leading to a six-month mentorship with Sarah Ardizzone 

during which she worked on Fanny Wobmann’s novel Nues 

dans un verre d’eau (‘Nudes in a Glass of Water’). Her first 

published book translation, of Julie Guinand’s dystopian 
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novel Survivante (‘Survivor’), will be appearing with 

Strangers Press in late 2021. Since November 2020, she has 

also been part of Rosie Goldsmith’s team at the European 

Literature Network, where she works as Editorial Assistant 

and Social Media Manager. 

https://www.eurolitnetwork.com/
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