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DEDICATION

For all the Jane Austen fans who’ve ever put a pen to paper—or even just thought about it.
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INTRODUCTION

What Is Bad Austen?

One afternoon, during a session of “We should publish a book on …,” our editors came up with the answer: Jane Austen. Who doesn’t love Jane Austen? But this had to be a special book. A book that hadn’t been done before. A book that would appeal to a lot of readers. A book that, in fact, made fun of Jane Austen. (She’s dead—she can’t sue us.)

The thinking went thusly: “There is a Bad Hemingway contest. There is a Bad Faulkner contest. There’s even a Bad BulwerLytton contest! Why not a Bad Austen contest? Surely as bad as we can make Hemingway be, Austen can be made worse?”

And so it was born, the Bad Austen Writing Contest, in which entrants turned their hands to penning scenes of a “classic” Jane Austen novel that never actually existed. We solicited Austen parodies on a blog (www.BadAusten.com) and collected the best into this book.

What were the rules? They were simple:


	Sharpen your wit, let your imagination run wild, and write a scene (no longer than 800 words, please!).

	You are free to determine plot, characters, and setting.

	Our only requirement is that the style must parody Austen.



Of course, we did have some legal mumbo jumbo as well, but that was basically it.

We also gave some guidance about entering the contest: To enter, write a 500- to 800-word scene that is a parody of Jane Austen’s writing. Possible themes can include, but are not limited to: horror and the supernatural, sex, science fiction, fantasy, romance, and mystery. The scenes may use Austen’s characters or original characters created by you or drawn from real life (e.g., celebrities, sports figures, politicians, etc.). The scenes can parody themes, language, or characters and may be drawn from any of Austen’s novels.

We found that many people saw the word sex and immediately got to work. So we have been reading about sex for weeks now, and as editors are unusually celibate creatures, this has led to some whining among the staff, and also some—well, that’s pure speculation, so never mind.

Once we had read every single entry (some of them several times, with the door closed), we picked the one story we felt represented the pinnacle of bad Austen writing. It is probably best if we don’t go into detail regarding how this selection was accomplished; suffice it to say that the process involved some arm wrestling and a few heated words, but no long-term damage was sustained by any of the parties.

We also picked the runner-up entrants to be published in this book, though admittedly this was a less rough-and-tumble enter- prise as they did not have to be ranked in any particular order (imagine the carnage if they had). All told, we’ve included more than fifty stories for your enjoyment.

We saw that writers had submitted stories that split neatly into three categories (editors like categories): Austen-era entries, present-day entries, and mashups involving vampires (and sundry other creatures). This suggested to us a tripartite structure to the book (editors like parts). Thus, you will find that Part 1 contains stories that take place in the nineteenth century, Part 2 contains stories that take place in the present day, and Part 3 contains mashups of Austen and other beloved story lines.

We hope you enjoy!
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The Winning Entry

Our distinguished panel of judges selected the following story as the best of the best, or the worst of the bad, whichever. The lucky winner not only receives the glory of being selected as the winner but also gets some cold, hard cash. We know Austen would appreciate that.
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STEPHANIE WARDROP

Kyle Richards might quarrel with her, but Camille grammer could find no quarrel with herself.

In her own surgically lifted eyes, Camille always deserved the best treatment because she never put up with any other—from women, at least—though it was beyond her how a former child actress like kyle could be so insolent in her wit to a woman of her character, age, and situation. But upon reflection, and after consulting with her makeup artist and three of her four nannies, she realized that only jealousy, that plague upon the feminine half of the populace, could explain kyle’s incivility, that and only a party could put relations to right, or at least educate kyle in respectable decorum.

The first invitation went out to Lisa Vanderpump, well known for her wise management of a series of dining establishments in the spa towns of Cheltenham and Bath, as well as her equally wise semireplacement of her graying husband with a mini Pomeranian. (ken Vanderpump was no cad, certainly, but saddling a good lady with such an unfortunate last name was almost unforgiveable.)

Upon hearing Camille’s voice on the other end of the line, Lisa suppressed a shudder, then smiled as widely as the Botox would allow.

“What a lovely idea,” she cooed as she waved away Cedric, her permanently shirtless permanent houseguest. “I am excessively diverted. But how has kyle affronted you this time, darling?”

“I confess I cannot fix on the hour, or the spot, or the look, or the words, which laid the foundation. I was in the middle before I knew that I had begun,” Camille sighed as she looked out the window past the gardens below. “But I do recall her saying something about people only ‘tolerating’ me because of my famous actor husband, kelsey.”

“Oh, Camille, darling, do not vex yourself over such a trifle!” Lisa cautioned with her usual good sense. “For what do we live but to make sport for our neighbors, and laugh at them in our turn?” She recognized, after all, that it was not fair to expect Camille to feel how very much she was kyle’s inferior in talent and all the elegancies of mind. The very want of equality, Lisa reasoned, might prevent Camille’s perception of it.

“Precisely why I thought a little pool party would be most agreeable! I know the sight of myself in a bikini never fails to raise my spirits—as well as those of most of the men around me,” she tittered behind her hand. “We’ll just get the girls together for a few drinks, a few hands of whist, and perhaps you will play the pianoforte?”

“That is so thoughtful, Camille,” Lisa approved as she attempted to wrestle a miniature sombrero onto the tiny and recalcitrant head of her dog.

“Well, Lisa, there is nothing I would not do for those who are really my friends. I have no notion of loving people by halves! It is not my nature.” Camille sighed at her own munificence.

“Of course, dear. Cheers!”

Camille next dialed the number of Adrienne Maloof, the most exotic and accomplished of her friends, who broke from her kickboxing routine to accept the call, however reluctantly. While certainly one of the more amiable members of society, Adrienne well knew that Camille grammer was the natural daughter of nobody knows whom, with no settled provision of her own—though she would soon be eligible for a 50 million dollar alimony settlement due to her famous husband’s perfidy—and certainly had no respectable relations. granted, she had a little beauty and a little accomplishment as an MTV dancer and featured player in a few soft-core porn productions, but these honors led most of Adrienne’s set to view Camille with the disdain for the vulgar normally reserved for the Misses kardashian.

“Oh, Camille,” Adrienne said rather hesitatingly. “Are you quite certain this is the soundest of plans? Angry people are not always wise, you know.” And Camille was, despite her affectless smile, one of the angriest people Adrienne knew. Surely this party would prove once more that vanity working on a weak head produces every sort of mischief.

Camille paused, sensing a polite and cowardly dodge in the offing. obviously, even the incomparable Ms. Maloof was not immune to that most pernicious of female maladies.

“I have no wish to incommode you,” Camille assured her, “but do come.”

Before returning to the kickboxing ring—and breaking her husband’s nose for a third time—Adrienne promised she would at least try to make the engagement, though privately she could foresee any number of fortuitous obstacles to this plan.
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PART 1

The Books Jane Never Wrote

Of the many entries we received in the Bad Austen contest, a fair number of them were set in Austen’s era, although we have our doubts as to whether events could have actually occurred as alleged in any of these stories. That reservation notwithstanding, here, for your amusement, are those stories set in Austen’s time that we felt sure you would enjoy.
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FREYA SWANSON

Upon hearing the news, Miriam Cauldwell could scarcely believe that anyone could have mistaken Colonel Prickett for a pheasant. She could not think of two entities more dissimilar, and yet, someone within the hunting party had shot the Colonel dead upon his estate, Perfunctory Hall. The very idea that a man with so distinguished a military career could be killed by a neighbor who mistook him for a game bird was too abhorrent for words.

“And the boy to whom it is entailed? What of him?” great Aunt Lavinia demanded of Mrs. Cauldwell, Miriam’s mother and her only niece.

“The boy is a man; Colonel Prickett’s second cousin, a Mr. Samuel Farthingale.”

“Yes? Well, what of him?”

Miriam bemoaned the listing of Mr. Farthingale’s vital statistics, which everyone seemed to keep repeating for her benefit. The day before the accident, a man from London named after a petticoat would have been fodder for every person in _____shire.

Sudden ownership of Perfunctory Hall, however, made him the most handsome man in creation. Unfortunately for Miriam, twenty years of age and still unmarried, Lavinia appeared to see Mr. Farthingale as her last great hope.

“—and is a very successful businessman in his own right.”

“What business is that, Mama?” Miriam asked, with no interest whatsoever in the answer.

“He imports cloth, dear,” said Mrs. Cauldwell.

“Cloth? Mr. Farthingale imports cloth?” cried Miriam. She could not believe it; Mr. Petticoat imported petticoats?

“Ring the bell for tea, dear,” said Mrs. Cauldwell in such a tone as to assure her there would be no sort of merriment concerning the Colonel’s heir.

The first opportunity for society to see Mr. Farthingale was at the funeral. He was pronounced a dignified mourner, and all the more handsome for looking so well in black. He was polite, if a little distant, but that was to be expected after a loss in the family. Most everyone in the county believed he would be married by Christmas. When Epiphany passed without a whisper of engagement, necessary measures were taken. Great Aunt Lavinia, dowager Empress of _____shire, would hold a ball at Hammerstone.

Hammerstone was an imposing estate littered with medieval fortifications and the ghosts that supposedly haunted them and was therefore impossible to make inviting from the exterior. Upon entering, however, the foyer led to what everyone simply called “the junction.” It was here that medieval masonry gave way to neoclassical columns, and Lavinia’s well-appointed home truly began.

It was a glorious ball, but Miriam was the only person truly enjoying the evening, for the most important guest had been delayed in London and would either be very late indeed, or not appear at all. Having at least temporarily escaped being paraded about like chattel, Miriam danced, and laughed, and was inadvertently quite charming. Lavinia looked upon it as a terrible waste; what was the point of being witty and gorgeous in front of married men and dour clergy? In the course of the evening, it became apparent that Lavinia had taken several glasses beyond prudence, resulting in her telling the Right Reverend Cummings that, yes, absolutely, their Lord and Savior would greatly enjoy a good novel.


DID YOU KNOW?

Jane Austen was born at home in the Steventon parsonage, Hampshire, England, on December 16, 1775, the seventh child of the Reverend George Austen and his wife, Cassandra (née Leigh). One more child would follow Jane three and a half years later—a boy. Jane would then have six brothers and just one sister, the beloved Cassandra. The large family lived on a clergyman’s small salary supplemented by earnings from the boys’ school run by Mr. and Mrs. Austen. The rectory was also a working farm, with fields of crops, a dairy, and a poultry yard.



Miriam had greatly enjoyed that conversation and felt no remorse for quietly prodding her great-aunt further into the discussion at the time, for the Reverend was always a good sport and had a quick wit himself. After, however, it became clear there was no reining her in now she was begun, and poor Mr. Farthingale had thought it polite to put in an appearance, regardless of the lateness.

“Oh, huzzah! He is come! Miriam! Where are you, child? He is come!” Lavinia did not wait and made straight for her unsuspecting guest.

“Mr. Petticoat! We were afraid you would not come! How was London? Is your business complete? of course, it is—here you are. And in such a lovely vest! You are a handsome devil, Mr. Petticoat! Where is Miriam? You come with me, sir, we will find her!”

By then she had hold of his sleeve and dragged him across the ballroom. Miriam slipped behind the musicians and made for the foyer before her overly enthusiastic great-aunt could embarrass the young man any further, but Lavinia spotted her and shouted across the room for all to hear, “Miriam! Stop at the junction! I’ll bring him to you!”

Miriam could not respond, nor could she disobey, and dutifully waited, hiding behind a column.

“Come, sir, this way!” Lavinia shouted as, sleeve in hand, she dragged him back across the ballroom.

“Yes, um, perhaps I should greet the other guests?”

“other guests, what? No, no, no, to the junction, my boy, Petticoat, junction!”
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BRANDY HEINRICH

Elizabeth was quietly reading at the feet of her sister Jane, who was working on a dainty piece of embroidery. The sisters had been retired to the drawing room in companionable silence for most of the morning, each deep in thought, reflecting on the events of the previous evening at the ball in Meryton. Jane was fondly thinking about the charming Mr. Bingley, while elizabeth’s thoughts weren’t quite so charitably inclined toward Mr. Darcy’s detestable behavior toward her. Their twin reverie was broken by the excited shouts of younger sisters Lydia and kitty, who bounded into the room accompanied by chants of “A visitor! We have a visitor!”

kitty beamed and twirled her skirts while Lydia concentrated on fixing the satin ribbons in her hair. Jane, thinking that perhaps Mr. Bingley had come to call, quickly settled herself back on her settee in what she hoped was a beguiling pose. Mr. Bennet, roused from his study by his boisterous daughters, stalked into the room, trailed by his wife. Mrs. Bennet fussed at her younger daughters, prattling on unheeded about a Big Blue Box and a ridiculous cravat. “Really. I’ve never … so inelegant. And to come to call on a family of our society, dressed in such … untidy attire! What will the neighbors say?”

Elizabeth inquired after the whereabouts of their mysterious visitor, caught up in her sisters’ infectious excitement. Mr. Bennet, having seated himself by the window and in the midst of lighting his pipe, gestured expansively. “Says he’s a doctor….” At which point, he was interrupted by his wife going on once again about blue boxes in the lane and nattily dressed gentlemen masquerading as country physicians, to which her daughters paid no mind. Lydia clapped her hands in childish excitement, exclaiming “La! A doctor!”

At that precise moment, the drawing room door opened, silencing all of the assembled Bennets. The man standing in the doorway adjusted his bow tie and cleared his throat. “Ah. Yes. I do apologize, but I’ve only just realized I’ve come at a bad time, and—” to which the girls politely demurred that it was, in fact, a perfectly reasonable time and, as social obligations dictated, bade him to sit with them. Mrs. Bennet quickly sent a crestfallen kitty to arrange tea for their impromptu gathering.

The stranger, looking quizzically at an instrument resembling a flameless candle, explained, “Well, you see, I seem to have arrived a bit early. I should be here later in the narrative. Right about the time Miss elizabeth Bennet realizes the nature of her true feelings for Mr. Darcy.”


DID YOU KNOW?

Jane Austen’s mother was very proud of her high connections. She was born Cassandra Leigh, and many of the Leighs had become nobility themselves or married into the aristocracy. Moreover, her uncle Theophilus Leigh held the esteemed position of master of Balliol College at Oxford University. Mrs. Austen was certainly clever enough herself to justify a suspicion that Jane’s intellect was the greatest manifestation of a Leigh trait.



Elizabeth issued a shocked declaration of her intention of never having any kind of positive feelings toward such as man as Mr. Darcy. Mrs. Bennet took up her daughter’s discarded book and proceeded to fan herself quite vigorously, having worked herself up to an almost apoplectic state at such an idea as her dear Lizzie and the arrogant and aloof—and very wealthy—Mr. Darcy.

Having made another unintended social faux pas, the stranger retreated from the room into the hall, where Mr. Bennet, who was also intent on making his escape, joined him. At that moment they were passed by Mary Bennet, so intently reading aloud from a well-used copy of Fordyce’s Sermons that she did not seem to even see the oddly attired stranger and quite passed him by without even an acknowledgment.

Apologizing for his daughter’s lack of manners, Mr. Bennet took his guest by the elbow. “Young man, now that you have sufficiently shocked and scandalized the women of my household, let us retire to the study so that you may tell me all about that marvelous contraption of yours. You say it has something to do with time….”

[image: figure] Hubris and Humiliation [image: figure]

MARIA HOPE

“In vain have I struggled. It will not do. I must have you!”

The last thing in the world Elizabeth Bennet expected was to see Mr. Darcy walk into the parlor where she sat alone, having excused herself from dining at Rosings that evening. His proposal of marriage caused even greater surprise. Although she thought him a jackass whose sensitivity could fit neatly within one of the thimbles in the sewing basket she had laid aside as he entered, she listened with a calm demeanor. Only by reminding herself, “I am a gentlewoman. I am a gentlewoman,” was she able to refrain from a display of anger at his unbridled audacity.

But his appalling proposal grew worse. She watched him in silent amazement, doubting her ears but eventually having to acknowledge she was hearing correctly. If the way to win a woman was to tell her that loving someone with a family like hers was a horror exceeded only by his expectation of the gnashing of the teeth and tearing of the hair this announcement would incite within his own family, then Mr. Darcy most certainly would have succeeded. Unfortunately for him, she was not the woman for whom this method of wooing would be successful.

Since she could see he truly had no idea of the true consequence he was wounding, she decided to find in his injury to her the means of retribution. She let him finish. Seeing his obvious assumption at his conclusion, that she was his for the asking, nearly made her lose it.

She endeavored to stay her course. Hoping this would be just enough poetry to kill whatever vague inclination he had for her, she turned her rejection into doggerel. “But, sir, you yourself own it true. I am certainly not good enough to be a wife for you.”

Mr. Darcy, who was leaning against the mantelpiece with his eyes fixed on her face, seemed to catch her words with surprise, and then condescension.

“But, my dear—” he began, only to be interrupted by her quick interjection, “No, sir. Really, I cannot accept your proposal. I am not good enough.”

“But you must. I insist!”

She drew a breath before offering her counterproposal. “Sir, have me you will, but not as your wife. Come to me tonight for the time of your life. My window faces the lane, and it will be open. Don’t disappoint, climb up my trellis, I’m hopin’.”

He heard with shock, disbelief plain upon his face, and—the reaction that eventually overwhelmed those feelings—keen interest. Wanting to assure that he understood correctly, he said, “You would take me to your bed? And you a maiden?”

“You have told me all the reasons you shouldn’t marry me, and yet, you insist you must have me. Is this not a better solution?”

He changed colour before her eyes at the proposal. The man who spoke forcefully before, words flying from his mouth in arrogant haste, now seemed indecisive.

Seeing this, she seized the initiative with a subtle sweetness and gentleness of manner designed to lull him. “If my willingness to bed you without marriage provokes some change in your feelings, then it’s probably exactly as you thought—that you liked me against your will and have now returned to reason. But we certainly both agree, I am a most unacceptable choice to be your bride.”

Elizabeth hoped this would silence him forever. to her dismay, he replied with no little assumed tranquility, “I will come to you as you offer, and when I am finished, you will not be able to deny yourself my lifelong association.”

He continued, following her earlier example in rhyming, “once you have had the best, there is no returning to the rest. once you have lain in my arms, no other will do. You will beg me to marry you.”

Unable to help herself, Elizabeth felt her mouth drop open. The man did, indeed, exceed her expectations. She had thought she was angry previously, but now she found herself nearly biting through her tongue to hold back her words. When she felt she could speak calmly, she allowed herself only to say, “tonight then,” and quitted the room.

On her way to the bedroom where she had been sleeping while a guest at Hunsford Parsonage, Elizabeth smiled as she passed the bedroom whose directions she had given to Mr. Darcy.

Mr. Collins slept there alone most nights, except for Saturdays when his wife, Charlotte, visited before returning to her room. Since tonight was Friday, Elizabeth could know for certain that Mr. Collins would be alone to receive Mr. Darcy as he climbed into the window.
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MARGARET FISKE

On a brisk morning, late September in North trollop Downs, the cold breath of autumn plucked the first tender leaves of summer from their branches. Once again, ’twas time for Orientation Day at Tartfield Academy.

A new crop of pigtails, fresh from the hedgerows, filed into the lecture hall in their crisp pinafores and settled on the polished oak benches with their slates poised to record the lessons that would ensure their matrimony to suitable husbands.

As a rather striking woman clad in plum took the podium, the clank of heavy chains could be heard securing the exits. “Welcome to tartfield, ladies. I am your head mistress, Absinthea Pillock.”

“Good morning, Mrs. Pillock,” chimed the pupils.

The head mistress slammed her merry-widowed fist on the lectern with a clamorous ferocity. “Nay! You shall address me properly as Miss or Mistress, never Missus. Nor should you assume that you shall become wifely candidates based solely upon the fact that your fathers produced the tuition to enroll you here.

“The grim facts are threefold: Firstly, many women will never march the chapel aisle. Secondly, those who do wed often find their husbands unsupportive and must sustain the household by their own means. Thirdly, the world is full of widow makers galore.

“While most finishing programs produce graduates full of fraudulent hope for an impossible future, Tartfield faculty foster no such false expectations. Traditional schooling makes girls far too clever for the pastoral oafs of the township, yet still beneath the affections of gentry.”

The girls squirmed nervously in their seats.

“When do we begin pianoforte, and the embroidery of silk ribbons, and china painting?” asked Alice Singletwit.

“Never,” replied Absinthea. “Such frippery earns you an early, unmarked grave in Potter’s Field. However, if you merely remove that paintbrush from the undecorated china plate and rub it elsewhere, you will achieve happier results, Missy.”

Prim Jenny Periwinkle’s lower lip trembled anxiously. “What exactly are we to learn here?”

Mistress Pillock continued with a rejuvenated vigor. “We teach real-world skills for survival in a manless domicile. First-semester curriculum presents Introduction to Gutter Sniping, Recognition of Items One Cannot Afford, How to Nurture Multiple Cats as Substitute Kin, and tutorials on Cottage Maintenance for Dunces.

“Second session expands on these themes with informative lectures about Staving Off the Scythe of Death by Resale of Other People’s Rubbish, Embracing Your Inner Crone, and Cuisine Derived from Things You Can Catch (which features the preparation of hearty dishes such as Rodent étouffée and Mayfly Surprise Casserole). Also, we cover Ways Not to Waste one’s Primary Childbearing Years Governing Other People’s Offspring for a Pittance.

“Trimester courses focus on the corporal delights and development of one’s Sza Sza Szu. You will leave here with the scruples of a barn cat, eager to strut the cobblestones for profit. Highlights are to include Working the Maypole 101, Overcoming One’s Gag Reflex, and Advanced Mistressing.”

“My father shan’t like these topics,” said Eliza Frost frigidly.

Absinthea tittered. “Poppycock! Your father had the prudence to send you to our academy. He understands that many a gentleman prefers a bit of tartar sauce on their cod, a little something-something that may be absent on the wife’s home menu. So, tart you up, we shall. Here, you will be kept abreast of the latest methodology for snaring a weaker woman’s spouse. Here, you will master the art of trapping a bachelor at the altar by the fabrication of hysterical pregnancy or other vile trickery.

“Today, we shall finish with a preview of the Classical Male Anatomy Laboratory, which offers scholars a rare opportunity for hands-on experience.”

Although most of the audience was gingerly weeping, Miss Pillock did not cease.

“Observe,” she said, thrusting a lever. A curtain dropped, exposing Custodian Dobbins in a state of jubilation, sporting only a grin and a hickory pointer. Little Mary Goodhead swooned and fell into the aisle, splayed in a most salaciously undignified fashion.

“Marvelous!” said the head mistress. “You’re catching on already.”


DID YOU KNOW?

Girls’ schools make several appearances in Austen’s novels, and Austen never has much good to say about them as institutions of learning, although she shows sympathy for the women who work in them. Mrs. Goddard, who runs the boarding school Harriet Smith attends in Emma, treats her boarders with great kindness, but she cannot be doing much for their minds. A much harsher reference to such places appears in the fragment of a novel Austen began that we know as The Watsons. Emma Watson protests that she “would rather be a teacher at a school (and I can think of nothing worse) than marry a man I did not like.” Her sister Elizabeth replies, “I would rather do anything than be a teacher at a school…. I have been at school, Emma, and know what a life they lead; you never have.” This exchange also certainly shows that many women were faced with nothing but bad options when it came to figuring out how to provide for themselves in life.



OEBPS/OEBPS/images/pub.jpg





OEBPS/OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
The Worst Stories Jane Never Wrote

Edited by PETER ARCHER AND JENNIFER LAWLER






OEBPS/OEBPS/images/pIII-01.jpg





OEBPS/OEBPS/images/p7-01.jpg





OEBPS/OEBPS/images/common.jpg





OEBPS/OEBPS/images/p1-01.jpg





