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NAMED A BOOK OF THE YEAR BY THE OBSERVER, INDEPENDENT, FINANCIAL TIMES, EVENING STANDARD, STYLIST, GRAZIA, ELLE, HARPER’S BAZAAR, FIVE BOOKS AND BURO

‘A brilliant read to lose yourself in’ Sunday Times

‘A novel pervaded by a genuinely unnerving sense of anxiety, dread and unease ... Reaches a gloriously near-unhinged intensity ... As Sudjic so expertly illustrates, sometimes there’s not a lot of difference between taking and losing control’ Financial Times

‘Crisp and vivid ... A slick and subtle writer ... finely attuned to the nuance and doubleness of language’ New Statesmen

‘Sudjic’s depiction is assured and deft … A fragmented unsettling story, and an interesting meditation on modern relationships, families, guilt and what happens when escape starts to feel more like exile’ Independent

‘A vivid picture of disintegration and suppressed trauma’ Mail on Sunday

‘Asylum Road shows Sudjic confidently expanding the reach of her fiction, with an unerring instinct for asking timely questions’ Observer

‘A brilliant, scalding novel that is both intimate and restless, restrained and unpredictable. Sudjic’s prose is as elegant and searching as ever; her evocation of trauma and longing is sharp, intricately layered, impossible to forget’ Megan Hunter

‘Sudjic’s writing is hers alone and in this unsettling, disturbing and piercing novel, she tells the unravelling of Anya as she faces up to a past she’s tried to run from and a present that demands too much’ Stylist, Best New Fiction 2021

‘One of the best novels published in the last few years and the first great Brexit novel ... In the elegance of her sentences, the erudition and scholarship worthy of a historian, her dark humour and her ability to so eerily needle into the pulse of the moment, Sudjic reminds me of Don DeLillo’ LA Review of Books

‘Is Anya’s point of view breaking down, or breaking free? And how might we tell the difference? Asylum Road asks this both of its heroine and, in so doing so, of the form of the novel itself’ Times Literary Supplement

‘Truly jaw-dropping’ Esquire

‘A novel for our times, full of raw emotion and visceral description ... A book about the gaps in our collective experience, and the tension that fills them. It’s about memory and identity and things left unsaid’ Spectator

‘Taut and propulsive ... masterful and wicked’ Daily Telegraph

‘I can safely say that no one conjures anxiety like Olivia Sudjic. She has written a strange and sophisticated novel, and the experience of inhabiting the mind of her narrator is both terrifying and numinous’ Avni Doshi

‘Looks at what happens when love and social conventions collide’ Evening Standard, A look ahead to the best new books in 2021

‘The hot summer builds to a startling climax’ Grazia, The 30 Best Books We’re Looking Forward To Reading in 2021

‘Olivia Sudjic’s powerful novel pulses with the strange, fragmented, apocalyptic rhythms of our uneasy present and uncertain future. Visceral and tender, brutal and unspeakably alive, Asylum Road digs into the soft heart of our hard times, into intimacies upended by the anthropocene and pulled taut by omnipresent crisis’ Alexandra Kleeman

‘If positive reviews from the likes of Avni Doshi and Daisy Johnson don’t sway you, Sudjic’s unsettling, but nonetheless brilliant prose should’ Buro, Books to look forward to in 2021

‘[A] piercingly clear look at a modern world grappling with immigration and history in post-Brexit Britain, through the prism of a couple on the verge of making life-changing decisions. Exploring otherness and the borders between men and women, nations and families, it’s edgy, unsettling and yet incredibly sensitive’ The National, Anticipated books to look out for this year

‘Sudjic singularly conveys a feeling so specific to our time – a feeling only her prose can name, and which the reader will instantly recognize. The unsettled, unsettling atmosphere of this book resonates perfectly with its larger states of migration – to or from one’s history, one’s nation, one’s loved ones; away from or towards one’s darkest impulses. Smart, edgy and exacting, Asylum Road leaves so much unsaid, and shows us the consequences of that’ Caoilinn Hughes

‘Chilling’ Elle, Your 2021 Reading List

‘[A] sly, unsettling and supremely accomplished story about a former child refugee from Sarajevo named Anya, whose life in Britain dramatically unravels after she gets engaged in her early thirties’ i paper

‘Bold, astonishing and original. Sudjic explores relationships in post-Brexit Britain with her trademark precision and lyricism’ Zeba Talkhani

‘An impressive novel; Sudjic’s cool affect and sense of detachment provides cover for a growing sense of urgency and alienation’ Five Books, Notable Novels of Spring 2021

‘Asylum Road is an exceptionally intelligent, sensitive, and thoughtful novel about 21st century life. With subtlety and control, Sudjic powerfully examines the consequences of Brexit, immigration, and historical trauma. With the energy of a thriller and an emotionally raw finale reminiscent of Elena Ferrante, Asylum Road is a very special book indeed’ Julianne Pachico

‘Writing with the offbeat intensity of Deborah Levy, Sudjic offers a discomforting dissection of one woman’s fractured identity. Atmospheric and unflinching, Asylum Road reveals how the places we seek refuge can ultimately prove to be as toxic as the traumas we flee’ Ruth Gilligan

‘A swelter of trauma and neurosis, Asylum Road is a thrilling, bruising read. Sudjic’s prose scythes through political, sexual and class constructs to expose the cruel and fatuous power plays that can undo us at any moment’ Shiromi Pinto

‘Asylum Road masterfully probes the tensions between the identities we inherit and identities we craft. Sudjic’s writing coagulates feelings of anxiety and insecurity into an embodied, wrought and visceral experience. Asylum Road is that rare novel that dares to probe at uncomfortable questions without flinching from the unwelcome answers that are revealed’ Alex Allison

‘Electrifying ... A taut, disquieting story ... In precise, elliptical prose, Sudjic paints a powerful portrait of a psyche damaged by war and family schisms. A meditation on identity and belonging, Asylum Road speaks to our unsettled times’ Culture Whisper

‘Olivia’s latest novel, Asylum Road, is a piercing story of trauma, identity and the notion of borders – between families, nations and that meandering line between control and uncontrol, order and absolute chaos. The prose in Asylum Road has a cadence that carries you along with a taut urgency’ TOAST Magazine

‘Weaves the tale of a young woman on the brink of marriage, who is haunted by the trauma of her past in the battle of Sarajevo’ Harper’s Bazaar, 10 Best Books of 2021 So Far

‘Disturbing and unsettling, there is much about this novel that will compel you to read on. A taut, compulsive second novel rife with wit from the critically-acclaimed Olivia Sudjic, there is a definite Elena Ferrante influence on this work, but that makes it nothing less than riveting’ The Fountain

‘This is a story about beginnings, endings, and the collapse of time between the two … Each page thrums with anxiety and insecurity, pushing inexorably towards one final, terrifying journey’ Women & Home

‘[A] powerful and thought-provoking read’ Refinery29

‘It has something of the lightness of Rachel Cusk, but is loaded with the weight of Balkan history which cannot be suppressed … an excellent, suspenseful look at how seeming perfection can hide trauma and, ultimately, dissolution’ Arts Desk




 

OLIVIA SUDJIC is a writer living in London. She is the author of Sympathy, her 2017 debut novel which was a finalist for the Salerno European Book Award and the Collyer Bristow Prize, and Exposure, a non-fiction work on anxiety named an Irish Times, Evening Standard and White Review Book of the Year for 2018. Her writing has appeared in publications including the New York Times, Paris Review, Financial Times, frieze, Guardian and Granta.
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Between the fear that something would happen and the hope that still it wouldn’t, there is much more space than one thinks.

Ivo Andrić

A specter is haunting Western culture – the specter of the Balkans.

Maria Todorova
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1

 

Sometimes it felt like the murders kept us together.

I’d suggested taking a break, which turned into the holiday, to remedy our real problems – but I knew we’d need one more for the road. They distracted me from my thoughts, from his silences. Murders and holidays were a quick fix that worked.

We drove through London as another body disintegrated, reaching the tunnel at dawn.

Maybe it was ghoulish, my fixation with true crime, but I hate tunnels, and being underground, and the channel one is fifty kilometres.

He knew that about me almost from the start. On our first proper date I went to meet him at the Olympic Stadium. It was 2012. He had tickets for the opening ceremony. Since moving to London I’d avoided the tube and it was July then so I walked, following my phone north across the river, a route which turned out not to be a bridge. That tunnel was designed to curve so you can’t see light at the end – so horses wouldn’t bolt. As the ceremony began he asked if I wanted his sweater, he could see how badly I was shivering.

 

Inside the tunnel, the episode ended. We got out, ignoring signs to remain in our vehicle, into the throat that had swallowed us beneath the waves. There was a loud rumbling, but it didn’t feel as if we were moving in any particular direction.

Luke hunched over, then pushed his chest out several times. Something cracked. He was stiff already and we hadn’t reached France. The complaint was directed at me because I couldn’t share the task of driving. I said nothing, showing him alleviating stretches, manipulating him with my hands. The people in the car behind seemed to be staring at us. I felt Luke constrict as he became aware. Maybe they were listening to something as well, I reasoned, their intense concentration focused elsewhere. But I felt paranoid, post-homicide, and we shut ourselves back in the car.

When’re you going to learn again? I mean actually take the test.

I sighed and shut my eyes.

I’ll pay for it this time. Start when you’ve got the thesis done.

It was him behind the wheel and I did not have a licence, true, but it was really me who was actually driving. I remember being set on happy-ever-after. It amuses me now, how I thought about it as a physical place at the end of a long road. A place where I could unpack, lie down and never have to move again, and the future became an ending.

 

Eventually everything stopped, quietened, the car rolled forward a little. We drove out into pale sunshine, a sparse landscape, exposed. He grimaced and tapped the visor down but the brightness came from the road. A shining white fence rose on one side of us and, along it, dust from the ground, or mist. A delicate velvet sheen hovered just above
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‘Sudjic possesses a preternatural sensitivity to the crackling

electric currents that run beneath the surface of things’

‘As treacherous and unexpected as a hairpin bend”
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