Xmas 2011

The dejection of rejection
The 23rd edition of the Literary Masterpiece ™
[image: image1.jpg]


 [image: image2.jpg]


 [image: image3.jpg]


 
 [image: image4.jpg]


 [image: image5.jpg]


   [image: image6.jpg]


 [image: image7.jpg]


 [image: image8.jpg]\




  [image: image9.jpg]


      [image: image10.jpg]


 

This was a momentous year in couple of ways, as you will see. 

But first, as our avid reader(s) know, I have been working on a book. A novel.  Fiction. The masterpiece is done; it is called “The Trophy Wives Club”, subtitled “A tale of billionaires, intrigue, sex, blackmail, and a gerbil named Jorge”.  It is like a Xmas letter, only longer and less Xmassy.  One of the recipients of this epistle suggested I concentrate on “grammar, style, content”, so it’s got some of that too.  I am now trying to find a Literary Agent to help find a publisher. I have twelve candidates (chosen from web research), and by the end of this weekend, I will have sent the last 3 submissions. So far my tally is 3 rejections and 6 silences.  If (when) this fails, look for the book to be self-published on Amazon early next year. Since Amazon doesn’t allow me to autograph your copy, you’ll have to imagine that. And since it doesn’t allow me to give you one for free, you’ll have to buy it. Now you know why you’re on this Xmas letter list. 

This got me to thinking about rejection.  It turns out that writers (or possibly only the ones trying to survive as writers) take rejection very seriously. It causes great angst. More words are written about rejection than the books being rejected, I suspect.  So this year’s quiz is all about rejection. Who got rejected? No peeking at the footnotes before answering. 
Jan: I am sent Boston where it is c-o-l-d; I think -15F. I remember cold. It was good.  Except when the planes can’t fly (too cold), and another blizzard is due. It takes many hours to get home, including a stay in LAX (no food, no wireless, no phone. I love LAX). Cousin Nigel visits in cloudy cold weather, but not Boston cold. 
“Dear Madam, I am only one, only one, only one. Only one being, one at the same time. Not two, not three, only one. Only one life to live, only sixty minutes in one hour. Only one pair of eyes. Only one brain. Only one being. Being only one, having only one pair of eyes, having only one time, having only one life, I cannot read your M.S. three or four times. Not even one time. Only one look, only one look is enough. Hardly one copy would sell here. Hardly one. Hardly one”.

Feb:  Might as well not exist, really. 
Knopf:  “impossible to sell animal stories in the U.S.A.” British publisher:  “…the choice of pigs as the ruling caste will no doubt give offense to many people, and particularly to anyone who is a bit touchy, as undoubtedly the Russians are.” 

Mar:  My sister Marjorie has a sudden attack of the getting olds.  So we go to visit. We see St Andrews under water (doesn’t stop the golfers) and my mother’s new flat. I get a parking ticket from S. Queensferry and I get writing advice from Hilary, one of which I pay attention to. 
‘I haven’t really the foggiest idea about what the man is trying to say… Apparently the author intends it to be funny – possibly even satire – but it is really not funny on any intellectual level … From your long publishing experience you will know that it is less disastrous to turn down a work of genius than to turn down talented mediocrities.’

Apr: The annual spring visit to Vegas, to check out the babes. Vegas doesn’t improve. (This is not an evaluation of the babes).  There is a minor marriage in London, after which the bridesmaid’s bum is discussed. 
‘My dear sir, I have read your manuscript.  Oh, my dear sir.’

May: I am rear-ended on the freeway. The damage was less than $1000, so trivial.
"You worthless, acid-sucking piece of illiterate s*t! Don't ever send this kind of brain-damaged swill in here again. If I had the time, I'd come out there and drive a f*ing wooden stake into your forehead. Why don't you get a job, germ? Maybe delivering advertising handouts door to door, or taking tickets for a wax museum. You drab South Bend c*suckers are all the same; like those dope-addled dingbats at the Rolling Stone office. I'd like to kill those bastards for sending me your piece... and I'd just as soon kill you, too. Jam this morbid drivel up your ass where your readership will better appreciate it." Post script: "Keep up the good work. Have a nice day."

Jun:  I see an up-and-coming young singer called (Sir) Paul in Vegas. Quite good. He just needs 3 good friends and he could make it big.  Niamh turns 3, and has a puppet show with her friends. It is apparently possible to keep multiple 3-year olds focused for more than 30 minutes. Who knew?
"We are very impressed with the depth and scope of your research and the quality of your prose. Nevertheless ... we don't think we could distribute enough copies to satisfy you or ourselves."

Jul: The first bocce of the year. It would have been earlier, in spring, except we didn’t have one of them. It rained every month all the way up to June. Did you know bocce courts grow weeds when it rains? Rowena’s friend Joy, husband David, child Claire, husband, and grandchildren came to visit. We celebrate Jul4 with the in-laws in Carmel. Sunsets and champagne.  Fiona loses a lot of weight, and in a remarkable coincidence, Young Lawson Frank Marshall arrives,  8lb 12oz, 21”’, hair>1”. His hair is good enough to allow him to enter the Republican debates (he is already smarter than most of them). He spends the rest of the year emulating his Uncle Neil, by eating.  (He also sleeps – barely- and poops, which we assume Neil did too, but there is no independent verification of that). 
"...she is a painfully dull, inept, clumsy, undisciplined, rambling and thoroughly amateurish writer whose every sentence, paragraph and scene cries for the hand of a pro. She wastes endless pages on utter trivia, writes wide-eyed romantic scenes ...hauls out every terrible show biz cliché in all the books, lets every good scene fall apart in endless talk and allows her book to ramble aimlessly ..." 

Aug:  The races at Laguna Seca. I get a ride in the 1929 Bentley of a Mr Brian Johnson, of a rock group called AC/DC.  I had heard of them, barely.  But I want the Bentley. We visit Iain and Cheryl in their new house in Nipomo, just south of Pismo on the Central CA coast. 
Sorry, Mr. X, but you just don't know how to use the English language."

Sep:  The big social event of the year, where Iain and Cheryl get wed in Arroyo Grande. The dowry involves a goat; we just can’t figure out who gives and who gets. The wedding is officiated by a Reverend/Saint you may know.  We all survive this. The flower girl is a 3yr old we all know; her bum is not discussed (although we have to report that she has been to The Potty now many times. At last!). Marjorie and Andrew observe the event (wedding, not Potty), and we also do the Tour Thing: Hearst Castle, and a melodrama (Boo! Hiss!).  We welcome the Masters to our family; may they survive it. (And it increases the circulation of the Xmas letter AND provides more book-purchasing opportunities.) After I&C return from honeymoon in Kauai, we have a big party in our back garden for all. Cousins Neil and Teresa visit from Oz for the event. 
"An endless nightmare. I do not believe it would "take"...I think the verdict would be 'Oh don't read that horrid book'." And "It is not interesting enough for the general reader and not thorough enough for the scientific reader."

Oct: Tinky Winky visits for Halloween. (This is the purple/gay one). Yes, TinkyWinky did drive back from work with the top down in the car.
“Too different from other juveniles on the market to warrant its selling.”

Nov: We go to visit I&C again, and take a trip to the loofah farm. They’re plants! I thought they were sponges. We go to Carmel for Thanksgiving with the in-laws – more sunsets over the Pacific and more champagne. We could get used to this.
"Readers in this country have a decided and strong preference for works in which a single and connected story occupies the entire volume."

Dec: Xmas sneaks up again, with no warning. You’d think they do something to warn you – like Xmas trees in the stores on Labor Day. Oh, wait. 
“I'm going to pass, but it's definitely humorous and I appreciate the look”. And “After careful evaluation, I have decided that I am not the right agent to represent your work.  Please do not take this rejection as a comment on your writing ability.  Given the large amount of submission I receive, I can only properly represent material that greatly excites or interests me.”

See me next year on Oprah, Good Morning America, etc. Until then, Merry Xmas from Alan+Rowena+ whatever other relative doesn’t do the Xmas letter thing. 

Bribery department: In the latest edition of Pimp My Write, Frau Professor Auntie Darcie  has lobbied hard for an hono(u)rable mention here, by a “donation” of chocolate-covered cherries. The rest of you should take notice of that.    
�  Look again. It’s not who you think.


� Frau Professor Auntie Darcie, a Teletubbie, and a ballet dancer. Or kitty-kat. And champagne.


� Also I have used the names of a significant number of you.  You’ll have to wait to see what I did to you. Don’t worry; nobody will ever know. 


� On an overly verbose manuscript by Gertrude Stein. I have to report that I’ve never read GS, but my money’s on the reviewer being right.


� George Orwell, Animal Farm. 


� Catch – 22 by Joseph Heller. Here I’m definitely with the reviewer. 


� Lady Windermere’s Fan by Oscar Wilde 


� Some poor unknown author. The reviewer was Hunter S Thompson, for Vanity Fair. 


� Jean Auel, author of "The Clan of Cave Bear". Here the reviewer was too nice, since Ms Auel is perhaps the worst ‘writer’ in the English language. 


� Jacqueline Susann's "Valley of the Dolls". It is depressing how right reviewers can be. 


� Editor of the San Francisco Examiner to Rudyard Kipling. 


� “The War of the Worlds";  "The Time Machine," HG Wells. 


� Dr Seuss


� Edgar Allen Poe


� Only one guess! Very disappointing. I think the HST style would be far more fun. 
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