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LOVE AND MALARIA
By
Laura Darby

All rights available
SYNOPSIS
"Laura Darby’s compelling memoir of her adventures in the Congo reminds me a little bit of when I first arrived
at Gombe National Park in 1960 - in what is now Tanzania. Gombe was wild and unknown then, and Laura’s
book brings back memories of some of my own wonderful early days in the field. Laura’s story is fascinating.
Coming to terms with life - and love - in an isolated forest was a real challenge. Some ten years ago Laura
worked for the Jane Goodall Institute – since then she has accomplished so much and I am so proud of her." Dr
Jane Goodall Ph.D., DBE, Founder - The Jane Goodall Institute & UN Messenger of Peace.
After working in Africa for years, Laura Darby thought she’d experienced the heights of adventure, from
braving Kenyan roads being jostled around in the back of pickup trucks and collecting crocodile blood in
Uganda to being evacuated from the Democratic Republic of Congo (DRCongo) to Rwanda. Had she only
known what to expect when heading deep in the jungle of rural Congo, she might not have brought Adam,
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who had never set foot in Africa before. It took them six days, 12 hours a day by motorbike, weaving through
the jungle, to reach Aketi — a small town with no running water, internet, electricity, or law. But the journey
there was only just the beginning of their adventures.
Tasked with caring for five chimpanzees who were waiting for the opening of a sanctuary that would never be
completed, Laura and Adam were stranded at the edge of the world and battled corrupt officials, malaria,
cultural difficulty, malaria, toilet spiders, and so much more malaria.
As Laura faced these hardships she also struggled to bear the weight of responsibility in caring not only for five
orphaned baby chimpanzees, left to fend for themselves after the brutal murder of their groups as a part of
the bushmeat trade, but also for the welfare of her malaria-prone partner. There is no gauntlet quite like a
Congolese adventure and the travails of Aketi brought with them a whole new set of life lessons.
What recourse does one have when the most basic things that one expects are absent? When the people you
would normally trust to help you save chimpanzees are the very people who are fighting you to destroy
them? Laura had to learn quickly how far she was willing to go to save chimpanzees when the life of the man
she loved was on the line.... In 2016, their story was featured in an hour-long NBC special report with Richard
Engel. Laura Darby is a Primatologist and fervent conservationist. She lives in Nairobi with her husband Adam
where she works to protect great apes from within the United Nations System.
ABOUT THE AUTHOR
Laura Darby is a Primatologist and fervent conservationist. Laura worked with the protection of great apes
from within the United Nations System. Laura grew up in New York City and was educated at Columbia
University. After cataloging human skulls and running PCRs at the American Museum of Natural History, Laura
traded New York's concrete jungle for the real thing starting in 2002.
Laura has lived in Uganda, Kenya and across the Democratic Republic of Congo, treading the line between
bravery and stupidity, while researching disease transmission between chimpanzees and artisanal gold and
diamond miners. Laura now lives in Maryland with her husband and twin boys.
FOR FURTHER INFORMATION CONTACT:
www.jacarandalit.com jay@jacarandalit.com. helen@jacarandalit.com
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Close to the Bone
By
Lisa Ray

All right except Indian Subcontinent
SYNOPSIS
This is the story of Lisa Ray.
Accidental actor. Poet. Writer. Activist. Seeker.
The book is a first person account of a rich and varied life experience, honest and deeply moving. Funny and
charming. And always real. In your face, gut- wrenchingly real.
Lisa entered the Indian Entertainment Industry at 16, as one of India's first supermodels. A pioneer, if you will,
of reverse immigration. Lisa gave it all up to be a student and live a student's life in Europe; London, Paris and
Milan. All the while, continuing her work as a celebrity as an excuse to maintain a heartfelt connection with
India.
Lisa’s memoir takes you on a panoramic journey that captures the complexities, aches and triumphs of a multilayered, multi-national, unpredictable and unexpected search for personal meaning. Lisa’s story takes us from
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movie sets and the Oscars as part of Deepa Mehta’s definitive film, Water, to a spiritual quest that took her all
the way from Milan to the Himalayas.
Lisa writes about her diagnosis at 37 with Multiple Myeloma, an incurable blood cancer. And how she
discovers untapped mental, spiritual and physical resilience. And then, in the midst of all this, Lisa finds love
and stumbles into a new landscape of meaning.
This is her story.

ABOUT THE AUTHOR
A life-long activist, Lisa Ray has had a long and serendipitous global career in the entertainment arts spanning
multiple countries and film (Oscar nominated Water) television (Top Chef Canada) and modeling (video for
Nusrat Fateh Ali Khan’s ‘Afreen Afreen’) Her entrepreneurial activities include starting her own yoga studio
and a line of ethical perfume. When diagnosed with a rare blood cancer in 2009, she choose to publicly share
her experiences in a blog called ‘The Yellow Diaries’ which led to her first book commissioned by Harper
Collins, to be published in 2018. She has become a high profile advocate for Cancer Awareness and Wellness
through public talks and writing. Her poetry explores themes derived from an identity-bending, nomadic
experiences, the culmination of a life of no fixed address. Lisa’s upcoming acting releases include A.R.
Rahman’s first production, ’99 Songs’ and an original Amazon series, ‘4 Shots More Please’. Lisa recently
announced the birth of her twin daughters via surrogacy as a way to normalize fertility options and choices for
others. Her memoir, Close to the Bone, was published to acclaim in May 2019 in India and she recently signed
a three book deal with her publisher, Harper Collins India.
FOR FURTHER INFORMATION CONTACT: JACARANDA LIT.
www.jacarandalit.com jay@jacarandalit.com. helen@jacarandalit.com
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Sister Nature
By
Jess de Boer

All Rights Available
Synopsis
The challenge of our generation is regeneration - and this is that story.
Sister Nature follows the real life adventures of a Kenyan beekeeper-turned-farmer on a mission to counteract
the gloom that clutters so much of today’s conversation concerned with the future of our planet - and the
misapprehension of young people as bearers of such responsibility.
From honey hunting in the last remaining pockets of rainforest in southern Ethiopia to planting gardens in the
depths of Kenya’s largest slum, this story culminates in the arid lands of Northern Kenya where a mighty
restoration project has begun to connect the people with the dust beneath their feet. This book embraces the
concept of “The problem is the solution” and charters a fresh course for humanity away from a system fueled
by excessive consumption and into the realms of epic re-design.
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This is an adventure into restorative action. Confronting the challenges of our stagnant education systems,
unsustainable food production techniques and the growing disconnect of our youth, merging fact and science
with hard won wisdom in an easy to read tale of proactivity - and hope. It is a summoning call to get up off our
chairs and out into the natural world where we must set our minds and hands to shaping our future that, by its
very definition, remains wide open to interpretation.
This is an invitation to view the world through a different set of goggles.

ABOUT THE AUTHOR
Jess de Boer is a farmer, beekeeper and lifelong student of the soil. Born and raised in Kenya, she is dedicated
to promoting and producing sensible, ethical practices in agricultural and production landscapes. Jess’ first
book ELEPHANT AND THE BEES was published by Jacaranda Books in London.
FOR FURTHER INFORMATION CONTACT:
www.jacarandalit.com jay@jacarandalit.com. helen@jacarandalit.com
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MY PASSAGE TO INDIA (or A GOOD INNINGS)
The Memoir of Annabel Mehta as told by Georgina Brown

World rights available
SYNOPSIS
Annabel Lancaster has fascinating stories to tell – all of them unusual, one of them absolutely unique. ..
As a young woman more than fifty years ago, she met an Indian student in London and left upper-middle-class
swinging Sixties England to marry him and start family life in Bombay. Years of work dedicated to improve the
lives of inhabitants of some of that city’s worst slums has her deeply immersed among the poorest in India.
However, Annabel also has another very different role, one that is absolutely special – her daughter Anjali is
married to Sachin Tendulkar, the greatest-ever cricketer in the country where cricket matters most. So
Annabel is the loving mother-in-law to the most worshipped sportsman on earth. A small indication of what
that means: seven years after his retirement he has 30 million followers on twitter. For him no outing can be
private.
This a story of India in several dimensions – the life of an English woman abroad, the grim reality of abject
poverty seen at close quarters and an intimate portrait of “The Little Master” batsman and the extraordinary
experience of being part of his world.
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****
Annabel Lancaster was born in wartime Solihull in 1940, the youngest of four children of a Midlands
businessman. Like most children of her upper-middle-class background, she was educated at a girls’ boarding
school from where, as an exceptionally gifted pianist, she won a place at the Royal College of Music. But she
loathed public performance and, having got involved with Rugby Club charities, decided to become a social
worker. It was an unusual choice at a time when posh girls tended to become secretaries until they became
wives.
The same was true when she got a job at the Lyons factory in 1962, assembling Swiss rolls in order to fund her
Social Administration studies at the London School of Economics. There she met Anand Mehta, a young man
from Bombay studying for a master’s degree in economics, who later returned to India to run the family
business – and become an international bridge champion.
They fell in love and in1966 Annabel married him, having arrived on a boat at the Gateway of India in Bombay,
bringing her Morris 1000 with her. The young couple lived with his extended family in their bungalow in South
Bombay and had two daughters.
Annabel began working for an NGO, Apnalaya, dedicated to improving the lives of the poorest of India’s poor
in one of Mumbai’s most appalling slum neighbourhoods on the edge of the city’s largest rubbish dumps. She
received an MBE for her charitable work in 2017.
One daughter died at the age of 6 as a result of an allergic reaction to a prescribed drug for an infection. In
1990 her daughter, Anjali, a medical student, began dating – in secret - a 17- year-old cricketer named Sachin
Tendulkar, who was already playing for India. By the time they married in 1995 Sachin was the most famous,
richest cricketer in the most fanatical, populous, cricket-obsessed country on earth – a son-in-law like no
other. For the past three decades, Annabel has spent half her time in the slums, the other within the ambit of
a sporting god, experiences that have given her a unique perspective on the extremes of life in the
Subcontinent. In this book she will reflect on all things India.
Foreword:
“I made two major decisions in my life, both against the wishes of my parents. “I took the road less travelled
by… and that has made all the difference.” My mother loved Robert Frost’s poem, but she was less
enthusiastic about my choices. Until years later.
Leaving England on November 1966 and taking the boat to India was the defining moment. But had I not
abandoned the idea of becoming a concert pianist – my first, big, independent decision – I would never have
gone to the London School of Economics and I would never have met Anand Mehta. And none of this would
ever have happened.
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I can picture the woman I might have become, dressed in a twinset and pearls, teaching my grandchildren to
play Chopin Etudes in an airy drawing room in Worcestershire. Instead, I am wearing a bright-pink cotton
shalwar kameez and a mangalsutra necklace. Today Anand, my husband of more than 50 years, and I are going
off with our daughter, Anjali, her husband, the world-famous cricketer Sachin Tendulkar, to watch our
grandson play cricket for the Indian under-19s at Wankhede Stadium in Mumbai.

Selected chapter extracts:
WHO AM I?
I belong to that distinctly British genus of women who went to boarding school in the Fifties. I sleep with the
window open; my hospital corners are second-to-none; I would still win the Tidiness Cup.

My posture is

excellent, even at the age of 79; I can knit badly and I can pack expertly; I can eat anything put in front of me. I
seldom make a fuss and I have never made a scene. Occasionally I catch myself using the word ‘super’.
My father was a typically Victorian paterfamilias. Doubtless he loved his two daughters, Gill and me, but he
treated us very differently from his two sons. We had much less attention. We didn’t need educating in the
same way. Not much was expected of us. That would be shocking in Britain today, though such gender
inequality remains the norm in contemporary India.
MOTHERS-IN-LAW:
In England, mother-in-law jokes have always been an old-fashioned revue-show staple. Here in India, the
relationship between the wife and her mother-in-law is never a joking matter. In India, you don’t just marry a
man, you marry his entire family, and your happiness rests almost entirely with your mother-in-law. I was
lucky with mine. My own mother=in=law was not. Her husband’s mother wouldn’t let her sing or play tennis
or paint. Another woman I knew was not allowed to smile or laugh. My husband’s aunt was physically and
sexually abused by her husband under the same roof as her mother-in-law, who chose to ignore her screams.
WHEN ANJALI MET SACHIN:
Anjali began dating Sachin when he was 17. She was four and half years older. They kept it a secret, even from
me, for two years. The rest of the world only learnt about them when they got engaged on his 21st birthday.
Anjali has sacrificed her career as a doctor for her husband – a high price to pay. She subordinated everything
to keep Sachin in the right frame of mind to play his best cricket. She has always known exactly what she’s
wanted. Indeed, she was one of those children who, even at the age of two, was more poised and more
mature than her own mother.
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I once asked Anjali what carried her through those first years of their relationship when she was doing
paediatrics and she said “I admired Sachin for all he had achieved and for going off and playing in front of the
world, and he admired me for studying medicine.” She was the first doctor to come into Sachin’s family and
was treated with tremendous respect, as doctors always are in India.
CASTE:
Caste in India is a bit like accents in Britain, but a million times more pernicious. Anand and I have never talked
about which caste he belongs to (although I know), because it is not a detail I am concerned with.
BEING SACHIN:
Sachin went shopping with Anjali in Oxford Street and was mobbed by a crowd. Somehow he got into a taxi
and came home. I have never seen him so shaken.
PRIVACY AND MODESTY:
Anyone who needs or craves privacy won’t survive in India. There is none. If you share a secret with an Indian
woman she will tell it to her mother, who will go straight off to the Willingdon Club. Very soon the whole city
will know it.
Sachin will not allow Anjali to swim in their own swimming pool in front of the servants…….. He doesn’t like her
legs to be bare below the knee, though I think that now, at the age of 50, she is beginning to rebel…… You will
seldom glimpse a cleavage in Mumbai, but the most modest women wear sari skirts that sit on their hips,
midriff spilling over…..
I love the ‘Namaste’ greeting, hands pressed together, palms touching, fingers pointing up, thumbs close to
the chest. It’s called Anjali Mudra in Hindi and it means “I bow to the divine in you”. But what is most striking
about it is that it feels intimate while strictly avoiding physical contact. It is a world away from the English thing
of shaking hands or kissing on both cheeks or an all-embracing hug.
PLEASE AND THANK YOU:
There is no word for please in Hindi. There are two words for thank you - but no one ever uses them.
POVERTY:
A lot of Indians live shockingly blinkered lives. If your home is in South Bombay and your driver sticks to the
main roads, you could well believe that there are few poor people in India. I knew a little beggar girly who
lived on the streets nearby in Breach Candy and who suffered from congenital dislocation of the hips, a
problem that can be operated on. I got the local orthopaedic hospital to agree to do it but because she was
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only 12 she needed her parents’ permission. They refused it – her condition made her more attractive for
begging. The movie Salaam Bombay includes a scene in which children are kidnapped and mutilated to make
them more effective beggars. It is entirely based in truth.
Indians tend to blame other people for everything that is wrong with society and seldom reflect on what they
might personally be able to do to help. They believe that that is the government’s job. A sense of civic duty is
rare in this culture.
LSE:
The LSE was a revelation. It was so refreshingly multi-cultural and there were very few of the public-school
types I’d been surrounded by my entire life. There were certainly no posh English girls like me. Hassan came
from Pakistan; red-haired Barry Scott, whose father was a plumber in Leeds, was my best friend; Reg too was
working class; Ravi was an Indian from East Africa and the first person I knew to make an arranged marriage to
a girl from his village in rural Maharastra. They had never met before she came to live with him and spoke not
one word of English. Bert came from St Kitts and told me that whenever he played cricket and hit a six, it
inevitably landed in the sea. We all used to go to the Friday evening hop at the Three Tunnes Bar, and one
foggy night when there were very few people there I met Bert’s friend Anand Mehta. We went to India House
where you could have ameal for two and sixpence. It was the most awful thali with some rice, yellow gravy
and mixed vegetables, but it was filling. The Indians were the chaps I was most drawn to. We had the same
sense of humour.
THE EMERGENCY:
In 1975, the Indian prime minister, Indira Gandhi, declared a state of emergency that lasted for 19 months, in
order to tackle the ‘internal disturbance’. It was the most appalling chapter in modern Indian history and I saw
the full horror, up close and personal.
IS SACHIN OUT?:
Whenever Sachin was caught or bowled out, it always felt as if the game was already all over. But it was more
than that. It was almost as if he represented everyone’s hopes for the country itself. Somehow Sachin’s
performances at every game of cricket reflected the state of India in the 1990s.
The poet CP Surendran once remarked that while other batsment walk out to bat alone, when Tendulkar came
to the crease, “a whole naiton, tatters and all, marched with him to the battle arena. Here were one-billion
hard-pressed Indians with just one hero.” From the start of his brilliant career, Sachin has been treated by his
fans as a living god. Hearing them fill the arena with their chants of “Sachin, Sachin”, at once so informal and
yet so worshipful, still gives me goosepimples. These days he’s not even playing, though they still chant his
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name, knowing that he’s there in the stadium with them, just another spectator, just like them. But unlike
them, he is a god.
DEATH:
I have seen many dead babies chucked into the Ganges. My first intimate experience of death in India was
seeing the ravaged little body of my husband’s cousin, crudely stitched following a postmortem and laid on a
bamboo stretcher in our house. For Hindus, death is not the end but the beginning. I don’t see it that way
I didn’t want to see my daughter once she was dead. I don’t believe that a body has any meaning. I believe in
nothingness. Death is the end for me. I wanted to remember Tara as she was alive. I didn’t want a cold kiss.
When I die I would like my body to be thrown on the dumping ground.
OLD TIMES:
There is no such place as an Old People’s Home in India. Families take care of their elderly relatives. They are
not left with strangers :
ABOUT THE AUTHOR
Georgina Brown is a British journalist and theatre critic who has worked for The Independent and The Mail on
Sunday for more than three decades. She recently moved to Mumbai where her husband is the British Deputy
High Commissioner and HM Trade Commissioner for India and South Asia. She is on the board of Literature
Live, the Mumbai Literary Festival.
FOR FURTHER INFORMATION CONTACT:
www.jacarandalit.com jay@jacarandalit.com. helen@jacarandalit.com

