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REJECTION
SLIP

By Ben Singer

The atoey e desperate

" opew

wist on le?

[ IT DOW T'll be right with
S you" Jackson left the oifice
and reappeared in a few min-
utes with & paper cup, which he pro-
ceeded Lo drain, “No
Tor vou?”
“Well,
you a story and—
“Fine,” the editor
away. “If you'll just leave
“Hul Mr. Jackson, LIl be leaving
for my vacation in a few days, and I
cerlainly uunt enjoy it—not knowing

looking

said,
it with—"

the editor said wearily,
“levs see it...”

“Hi, Dor-Y," called Gor-T, lhe cen-
sor tielh (,mlmy
“Have the judges reached Lheu Al:-
cision yet?”

“Yep. And whal da you think?”
"hat?”

“They accepted it.”

*“No! What imbeciles. Wait 6l I'm
promoled to magazine judge; LT
show ’em how lo grade a story. Of
course, production’s your line—you
wouldn't really care what they let
through.”

“Production men bave morals too,

a gon oo che M

cd to be disc.en? about

it

a deci

Gor-T; don’t Jet the old judge fool
vou. I agree with you about that yarn
—1I'll bet hall of our subscribers will
trade their printios in for new models,
figuring their seis have gone hayiwire,
when Ihat story comes through”
“Remind me to put in a good word
for you next time the old judge has
me on the carpel. By the way—spe-
cally what did you think was wrong
with the story?
“Characterization,
mid-twenticth-century editor was
completely incredible, Who would be-
lieve that the whole responsibility for
a format's slories lay with one man?
Who would believe he had the power
to influence the thought of hundreds-
ol-thousands of readers? Any outfit
that tried that would get the max-
imum penalty, nowadays; they just
couldn’t have been that primitive in
the old days.”
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of course; that




Gor-T nodded and then aald,
“Don’t repeat this, but personally, T
think the scribe who wrote Ii—has
his time-periods mixed up.”

“No!™

““Yes. Bul there’s no sense in telling
that lo the judges; they'd ask who
sm I, a lowly censor, to enalyza
scribes. They might even send me off
1o & social-super-egotorium for &
cheek.”

“Yeah. They might. Remember
what happened to Mor-T? He got an
avocation permit and staried writing
non-fiction. Even though the Supreme
Judges handed down a decision that
non-fiction was legal—they still held
the right to restrict its quandty; af-
ter all, the basis of our whole econ-
omy, our enlire society, is flction.
Well, Mor-T was turning out an ar-
licle every fwelve or fijteen months,
In short, he became a—" He paused
nervously and looked around, "—a
hack,” he whispered.

“Careful how you use that word,
Dor-Y. 1i anybody hears, you mlghl
be sent off 1o a sh
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wherein 8 soclety ls controlled by
symbolism, is nothing more than an
exiension of tho old saylng, Monkey
see, Monkey do.’”

“How did she ever get It through,
anyway?”

“Lel's see...us 1 remember ft,
seclor led:mum slipped L into n
prime sequence; that was before we
had automalic verifiers, The damn
thing got a readership of seventy-lwo
percent because he threw her thing ln
on the middle of a good novel, then
stepped up the power to maximum,
But they got their just deserts; Bos-
ton Prime banished them to an art
colony—you'll get a kick out of this
—an art colony on the coast of CaH-
fornia.”

“I pity them, All that warm weath-
er—ugh! Well, I suppose they deserve
It. That’s life.”

Clang-gnip-gnop. Gor-T  jumped.
“There goes the deadline bell; gotta
get lo the phraseology d
Look, I'm supposed to go over that
vneu-_hed story and Iron out sny das-

school. But go on; wheu is Mor-T
now?>"

‘ \ccording lo the grapevine, he’s
been turned over to a literary agent;
8nd 1 hear the agent has been bearing
down on him. Sent him through & su-
pervised story-writing school three or
four times already; (rom what I hear,
every time the instructor asks him a
question, he answers with—tha
clicke.”

Shocked, Gor-T shook his head.
“You mean—" he lowered his volce,
“—who, what, and why, when and
where?”

“Yep. And, listen to this, I hear
they might even give him the Blus
Pencil treatment—like they did with
that female reformer, Ger-T."

“I remember her—a real crackpot.
She kept throwing ideological
ioto her stuff, Claimed our whole so-
cial structure was wrong. 'Govern-
ment’, she wrole, ‘should not be meve-
ly words on paper; this system,

gerous Talk It over with
you at Sin's Sin Tavern aiter presy
time. Okay?”"

“Okay.”

“Hmmm, Are you serlous about
this?”

“I am, Mr. Jackson.”

“Well, I've seen crackpot storles
before, but this takes the cake. I'm
busy now, so why don’t you dmg
back In & couple of months, or yearsi
We mlght have an opening ln file thir-

"I( you don’t want an opening right
pow, finish reading my story. Thix
lnny-llve polnting st you ls guaran.
teed to work even on editors.”

“Since you put It that way...”



o8 XN IR
like figments of his own warped im-
sgination?” Gor-T asked, heaving the
manuscript down for the filth time,
“How do we know we're nol?”
Dor-Y answered, reaching for bis
r.
“How do we know? Pinch me.
Ouchl 1s that proof enough?”
“.\'ape, even pain can be synthe-
sized.

"Are you trying (o (ell me thal a—
a whim can have an imagination?
What f{oolishness!”

“Maybe. Think of all the dream-
within-a-dream sequences you've cen-
sored; and what about subtleties-with-
In-subllelies? They amount (o obvia-
tlon, don't they?”

“WVell, you may not believe in your-
self, but T'd prefer lo believe mysell
more believable than that anthropo-
morphic science-fiction editor. If it’s &
choice between me and that kouckle-
head character, 1 pick me. After al
you actually believe that hog
sbout fantasies-within-fantasies, then
why can’t the characters have free-
dom of choice? I choose to believe
that we are real and that these—these
ligments,” he poinled to the manu-
script, “are figments.”

“Yeah, but what il that ancient
science-fiction editor prelers Lo believe
us [antasy and bimsell real? Where'll
that leave us?"

“Hmmm, Maybe we'll cancel each
other out—or will we?”

“Yes, unless we lind some way to
write him out of the story. Gol any
[dea how that can be done?”

“Why yes, I think I do, since he's
the prime character. Good thing the
authorcharacter is secondary.”

“How?"

“Remember, the author-character
had a weapon with him. I[ he blasts
the editor into oblivion, the editor
will have no choice; (hen we can dis-
miss him from our minds m only lic-
ton.” Gor-T started to laugh.

“Then how can be get rid of us?"
Dor-Y asked.

“Rid of us? Obl I forgot all about

&=

Scilemce Fiction

tiat, Lile moronic scribe \\hu cr:zled
this monstrosity should be made a
[ree-lance! If the editor writes usout,
he'll destroy our whole social system.
All he has (o0 do is destroy our func-
tion d then—who kno

i grab your
and start re-writing, fast!
Before he gets wind of what's up.”

He raised the pistol and simed it at
Jackson. “I notice you don't like my
story, so—" ...He raised the pistol
and, leveling it at Jackson, said. “I
notice you don't—""

“Forget about grammar -nd punc-
tuation, there’s no Lime to 1! Those
science-fiction editors were devious
sons.”

“Wait! Hold It,” Jackson said.
“I'N buy; just let me change the end-
iy "

“Well..."” the writer said, lowering
the gun.

“Two cents  wordl” the editor

whispered.

“Two cents & ward! For two cents
& word, I'd write my own obituary.
Sold!”

®
To Some Fulurs Scribe: As.I sh

slaring st my typewriter, I wonder il
{Torn To Page 1]



Rejection Slip

1 effectively ended the possibility of
your Interfering again with the pub-
lication of my work. I have suspected
all along that it was you who

me (he sgony of remaining unpub-
lished.

You have been writing rejection
slips inlo the story of me. Well, T
think I dealt you a death-blow in this
Iast story; you were just written oul
of existence by the characters in my
story, the aspiring writer and the ed-
ltor who feared for his life.

Now il the editor to whom I sent
the maouscript only realizes the
uruth—that he is being controlled by

(Continued From Page 68)

» L hack somewhere and some-
fime, then I shall never receive anoth-
er rejection skp, If, on the olber
hand, he doesn’t believe—

Here comes the mailman.

Thank you for the opportumity of

examining vour manuscript. We Jecl,

however, tiat the characters in your

story were not real emough 10 warrant

belief on the part of our readerskip.

We do hops that you will continus to
submif. .
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