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Dear Reader


This is a book for everyone – given that essentially we’re all the same . . .
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A big THANK YOU to everyone who has been involved in this book. To Duncan Proudfoot, who came up with the title and encouraged me on. To my editor, Hugh Barker, who picked up the ball and ran the extra mile with it; who did so much to help craft it. To The Brothers McLeod, who captured the spirit of it and enhanced it with their enchanting illustrations. To Chelsey Fox, who did what the best agents do. To GN, for his support and creative input, particularly the A–Z; for being there. To publisher Nick Robinson, ‘an unsnobbish gentleman . . . who preferred not to fish in the main river’, now gone but whose spirit of fine publishing lives on. To the pluckiness and determination of aspiring authors, who inspired, shocked and entertained in equal measure.




 


 


 


 


 


 


slush: partly melted watery snow; liquid mud, mire; excessively sentimental language, literature, etc. Slush or slosh, liquid mud, probably of Scandinavian origin, as in the Swedish slask, meaning wetness, liquid filth, and slaska, to paddle or wallow


Not to be confused with slurry or sloshed or slush fund


Akin to sludge, mire, ooze and slutch


pile: a heap of things of considerable height, laid or lying on one another [Old & modern French for heap, pyramid, mass of masonry, from the Latin pila for pillar, pier, mole]


Not to be confused with pile, as in a dart or arrow or a heavy javelin carried by a Roman foot soldier. Nor down nor hair. Nor haemorrhoid (usually plural)


Akin to pile as small castle or tower


slushpile or slush pile: the term for the accumulated stack of unsolicited manuscripts sent to a publishing house with a view to publication. Note unsolicited, as in unsought, as in uninvited, dispatched by aspiring authors unrepresented by a literary agent, who would otherwise match author to publisher


origins the resemblance of a pile of typescripts, all black ink and white paper, to slushy snow. Or perhaps a nod to the leftover nature of unsolicited work – not part of the mainstream publishing event, left to melt and vanish without trace


purpose to discover and publish previously unpublished voices




Who’d Be a Slushpile Reader?


Sammy Looker was Constable’s long-serving slushpile reader. He joined the firm in 1923 and was still there four decades later. Looker by name, Looker by nature; with a name like that, he had to be searching for something, and in his case it was authors.


It was Looker’s job, and the ongoing task of those who succeeded him, to read and assess the unpublished work that arrived each week, to report favourably on anything that showed promise or otherwise recommend rejection. Looker’s colleagues knew when he had passed them a manuscript to consider as some of the pages would be stuck together with the fishpaste from the sandwiches that he liked to eat while reading.


Slushpile reading was, and remains, a job akin to panning for gold. You might spend years knee-deep in earth or mud, caked in it up to your armpits; panning, sifting, squatting in a flowing river; finding nothing, until one day Bingo! Mining records from the days of the California gold rush describe finds on land so rich that sometimes gold in excess of £50,000 might be sifted from a single pan. Wealth like that, whether in gold prospecting or book publishing, is rare – as Pulitzer Prize-winning author James Michener recalled from his own personal experience.


Michener had at one time worked as a slushpile reader, a role he later talked about during an interview with author and New Journalist Tom Wolfe. When Wolfe asked Michener if he had ever worried about the competition from up-and-coming writers buried deep within the slushpile, Michener replied that if Wolfe had ever read a slushpile he would know that there was little to worry about.


Michener’s view might sound jaundiced, but most slushpile readers start off jaunty and full of optimism, hopeful of striking publishing gold. But, at some stage, there is a rude awakening – with submissions that just don’t fit a publisher’s list, genres that individual firms don’t publish (a fact easily established before sending); topics too esoteric and noncommercial; proposals overly academic for a trade publisher with a commercial readership and vice versa; submissions that are well written but poorly targeted; good ideas but badly executed; the quite off beam or simply preposterous. So the time has come for a ruminative rummage through the slushpile, to sample its wonders and its weirdness, its comedy, its tragedy and all points in between.
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Part 1


An idea’s formed, the imagination engaged, research done, midnight oil burnt and book written (or at least a synopsis). Thereafter the next step on the publishing journey might be an exploratory enquiry, some preliminary research via writers’ handbooks, bookshops or online, to establish a suitable publisher and their preferred submission procedure; then followed by a carefully tailored letter to introduce oneself and one’s work. This is the perfect opportunity to present oneself and one’s treasure in an ideal light, to tempt the publisher to take things further – but sometimes the best-laid plans can go awry . . .





 


 


Dear Reader


Let’s get straight to the point – I am sitting here, in a garden shed, of all places . . .


The main character in the novel I’ve sent you is an impoverished wastrel – which makes him unfortunately similar to yours truly. But you can help me to take that first step away from the brink of the void.


I anticipate your swift response and look forward to working with you.


Yours sincerely
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I am working on a project about the migration of fruit and vegetables across the globe throughout history, and, at the same time, on the endearing story of a transatlantic hot-air balloon race for mice and other rodents and on the travails of an appealing, accident-prone mongoose and extra ferret-y adventures.


So that I can allocate my time most efficiently, which one do you think you would want to publish first?


In the improbable circumstances that your interest might be piqued by my account of a bucolic village whose inhabitants include an embezzling vicar, a lady novelist of a certain age and a gin-soaked elf, I should be pleased to let you see more.
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For many years I have been debating with myself whether to try to write. The idea filled me with longing but I lacked the self-belief to sit down and try. But, as with so many things in life, a tipping point can be reached where you wake up one day and say, My God, I really am going to give this a go . . . 


A Mr Thompson gets in touch – he had been expecting contact about a submission he had e-mailed to the reader a week earlier and was impatient to hear back. Would someone give him a call, please? The receptionist jots down his phone number, followed by a password, something like Flymister (she didn’t quite catch it), the name of a Cliff Richard film (she thinks, although she might well have misheard him). A password? Mr Thompson explains he has been receiving death threats and will only respond to callers who use it.
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Dear Sir or Madam


Nothing is as it first seems . . .
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I am enclosing some chapters of one of my tales for your perusal. The various storylines make it a story within a story with further layers of narrative curling ever inwards like a nautilus shell. I would be honoured if you would allow me to bestow a new ambience on your corporation.


Dear Sirs


One legitimate question that might be asked is what makes me want to write creatively in the first place?


Firstly let me say that I have no interest in either fortune or fame. However, I have an understanding of the temptations of vanity, and I will admit that seeing my name in a bookshop or library would bring a quiet sense of satisfaction.


But the truth is I simply feel compelled to write. I don’t know if it is fate, the spirits or simple vocation but I have a strong urge to put pen to paper and to have my story published.


Your assistance would be greatly appreciated.


Yours faithfully
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Dear Madam


In the hope that I might distract you from the hamster wheel of human existence, I have something to show you that is guaranteed to make your ears prick and your eyes bulge.


I am submitting a proposal for the book Dog Tails: Paws for Thought. Animal stories are perennially popular, and this one has every element of a bestseller in the making. It includes tales of life-saving dogs, rescue dogs, cartoon dogs. Plus a few shaggy-dog stories to boot.
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Of the various readers who’ve finished my little book so far, all say there have been no unpleasant side-effects or troubling contra-indications.
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Celebrity cookbooks are all the rage. Unfortunately I am not a celebrity, indeed most people on my own street would not be able to tell you my name. But I think it’s about time that someone distinctively anonymous like me brought out a new recipe book for all the other interested unknowns out there.


There are many like me, who love eating and cooking. And my approach is unique and aimed at them. It’s brimming with budget meals that are easy to rustle up from everyday store-cupboard ingredients. Even so, the dishes themselves aren’t cheap, just inventive and imaginative. I’m an audacious cook, and the book will reflect that. I am enclosing a taster range of a week’s recipes. Day 1: Spag Bol Soup, featuring Spag Bol flavours (Italian food, yum!), Sandy Bay Tuna (one of my all time favourite seaside resorts & it’s fine to use tinned tuna), plus, to finish, a clever, satisfying little pud, Rhubarb Pie with Eton Mess.


Lord of the Rungs: A Book of Ladders is what it says it is; intended as both a DIY handbook and a tribute to an unsung hero of the everyday.


Where would we be without our ladders?


With tips on buying, using and storing garden ladders, domestic step ladders, easy-stow loft ladders, extension ladders, platform step ladders, telescopic ladders, trestle ladders, step stools, window-cleaning and fire-escape ladders, hedge-cutting tripod ladders – in aluminium or wood. Includes safety tips.


Plus a look at the more esoteric Christmas Tree ladders, cat ladders, pompier ladders, orchard and turntable ladders as well as ceremonial ladders, like the Javanese sugar-cane ladders of Indonesia, used symbolically in a life-affirming ritual to indicate confidence and determination in life.


And when it’s time to replace it, you can always recycle your old ladder, giving it a brand-new lease of life as a bedside table, a bedroom-storage hanging rack for your clothes, shoes and accessories, a kitchen stand, a towel rail in the bathroom, a bookshelf, perhaps hung horizontally, in the living room or for wall storage, an airing rack in the laundry room. If you’re really inventive you could even transform it into a decorative piece, a stylish sculpture for your home or garden; wire it up as a ladder light, for wall or ceiling; use it as signage, for example, wrapping it in knitting squares if you run a wool shop or decorating it with flowers for a florists. All this and more. We show you how to make the most of your ladder in a book with wide appeal, both practical and aesthetic.


As they say, the ladder of success is best climbed via the rungs of opportunity.


[image: image]


Modames


The laptop witch preparng this work had some qwerks I did not sea due ov my not pacient person and hurry. Any big errors are not conseqwnt bad noledge inglish but computer and speed – planely.
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Some people wonder how they would cope if their book became a runaway bestseller. If there did happen to be a pot of gold at the end of that particular rainbow, I believe that I would have the wit and experience to handle it.
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My Flavours of the Globe is a collection of the many and varied recipes I have developed through experimentation and guesswork in the kitchen and on the barbecue. It will be fun and stylish with a dreamy delightful feel to it – fully illustrated with fabulous colour photographs not just of each dish but also of the exact spot in which the inspiration for the dish first came to me, whether it be a beachfront taverna in Old Naxos Town, or the wonderful Flower Forest in Barbados . . .


A business proposal, You Can Do It: How to Build Your Dream, arrives as a finished book, bound in blue loop-pile carpet, a square left over, perhaps, from carpeting the sender’s bathroom, possibly a nod to blue-sky thinking or just the colour of a favourite football team.


A worthy successor in the Darling-you-shouldn’t-have-gone-to-so-much-trouble stakes arrives a week later, wrapped in bright-green AstroTurf, although this is a sports-book proposal, something along the lines of my life as a cricket fan.


Note to self: you can’t judge a book by its cover.
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Us book lovers are desperate for something different, something fresh. I think my moment’s come, and I would want you to push my work all over the world, on Kindle, in print, across the whole fandango . . .
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I am sending you the first in a proposed new series, provisionally called Life of Pies.


Life of Apple Pie. Featuring recipes and a social and cultural look at one of the world’s favourite pies. From English Bramley Pie to French tarte Tatin, German Apfelkuchen, Greek Milopita, Italian Crostata di mele and American Hot Apple Pie, this is one popular fruit pie. In the US there is even a National Apple Pie Day every May, which just about pips everyone to the post: the nation that ate all the apple pies.


Market: For anyone who likes pies – and everyone likes pies.


More in the Life of Pies series:


Life of American Pies: US’s National Pie Day is 23 January and America has a big pie history and some great pies, including Shoofly Pie and Mississippi Mud Pie, Hoosier Sugar Cream Pie, French Silk Pie (quintessentially American and runner-up in the 1951 Pillsbury Bake-Off), Key Lime Pie and many, many more.


Europe’s Pie Chart: from German Zwiebelkuchen (Onion Pie), Amish Sauerkraut Surprise Custard Pie and Black Forest Cream Pie to Greek Galatopita or Milk Pie and Portokalopita or Sweet Orange Pie.


And crossover pies featuring such classics as Tourtière, the French–Canadian Meat Pie. In preparation: Cream Pies; Tasty Tarts; Meaty Pies; Humble Pies.


Hiya


There is most certainly a desire to read more ghost stories of a supernatural nature. And my story is unique. It is a spook romance, featuring a dazzling beautiful boy, who journeys into death on the back of his madness, and an apocryphal beast, a shape-shifting Xanthus, an immortal horse with the power of speech.


But beyond its central story of beauty and the beast, it also involves a spiritual journey and life in faraway lands, inviting us to question the core of our existence: where we have come from and why we are here.
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My grandson is in the middle of his gap year . . . Would you like to publish his e-mails? Everyone who’s read them says they are riveting.
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Nearly every single living, breathing person in the world will want to read this book!


I wonder if you would consider my story of Marilyn M and how & why she died? I am now in the evening of my life and before I go I would like for other people to know of what actually occurred. There are many, many books on MM, and people never tire of her or of her story. I thought that you might find my thoughts on the events and the reasons enlightening – and of interest to a wider public.
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