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Slush Pile


Addie looked up at the Manhattan skyscraper from her position on the sidewalk in front of the huge revolving glass doors leading to the corporate offices of Open Book Publishing House, owned by Publisher Peter Pepperdich, whose signature was reflected on her internship paperwork. Manhattan was a long way from Stanford. She was young. Pretty but plainly dressed. And she had an 1Q of 180 but she was also a bit psychic.

“Lady, ya got the right place? Meter’s runnin’ heyah!” yelled the cabby. 

Addie turned, her chestnut curls bouncing like a television ad, mouth lolling open. “Of course!” She turned and handed him a twenty. “Keep the change.” She grinned as she looked up. Her yellow and black sundress flew embarrassingly high when the city breeze whipped up while the white linen jacket hid her sunburned California shoulders from the heat. 

“Fare’s twenty-three fifty.” The Brooklyn cabby whined, bobbing his head side to side. 

“Oh!” Addie dug in her wallet for another $10 bill and the cabby saluted her and took off. 

Addie stepped forward and let herself be swept into the swiveling doors and pushed into the cool air conditioning of Foshay Tower, Manhattan. It looked like a bank building inside. Cool stone walls, marble floors, polished wood and chrome lining every flat surface. She signed in at the desk and hobbled in her spike heeled white sandals to the elevator bay for the 24th floor. 

Mountains of gray suits, white shirts and red or blue ties shifted to give her room. Why do they always get out of the way and make the woman go to the back of the elevator? She mused. They just have to get out of the way again to let her out at her floor. 

After a dozen stops and starts, the metal doors parted at the 24th floor and Addie got out. She could feel the two suits left behind watching her ass as she leaned out, looked this way and that, confirming the right floor, and then stepped out into the hallway. Then she felt them oogle her legs, then the swish of her skirt. She could hear them holding their breath, so as not to appear too obvious, although by trying not to make that heavy breathing sound, they made their predatory nature twice as obvious. 

Welcome to New York, she told herself. 

The Open Book Publisher reception area consisted of a dozen fat squarish cushion chairs and two fat cushion loveseats, commercial quality, and a slick cherrywood desk manned by a studious looking receptionist with square glasses inspecting anyone who ventured in. The far wall of the room was composed of picture windows peeking into a conference room and a large conference table and another wall of windows and beyond that were the spires and pillars and tops of the buildings of downtown New York City. 

But all Addie could see were the floor to ceiling bookshelves on the left and right walls featuring the firm’s award-winning offerings, best sellers in every genre over a hundred years of being one of New York’s finest literary publishers. She recognized the names on the spines. Icons of authorship in every genre, but one. 

Hers. 

“Hello. You must be Adrianna Medvedof. I’m guessing because of the tan.” Said the receptionist, Delores, who looked like a kindergarten teacher, brown hair in a tight bun, a tiny bit too-much-makeup for her age as seemed to be the case with all New York women long in the job. 

She held out her hand. Addie took it and gave her a hearty shake. 

“Call me Addie,” she said warmly.

The woman cocked her head. Obviously, she liked spunk. Also, very New York, Addie had heard. 

“And you can call me Della for Delores. I’m a big Earle Stanley Garner fan,” she said. 


“Aha. Perry Mason. You’re named for Della Street. I liked that character. So...”


“Spunky!” they both said in unison. And laughed. 

“I can see we’re going to have a good time together this year. You’re from ...” She took Addie’s paperwork. 

“Stanford.”

“Aha. Creative writing. You know one of ours was there...”

“Scott Turow. One of my favorites, too.” Addie interjected. 

Delores didn’t like being interrupted. But she liked Addie. So, she smiled broadly and let it go. “Mr. Pepperdich will be busy all day, he’s in the middle of something hot, but he’s assigned you to an editor already, Candy Bracherhart. She has the slush pile duty this year, and last year for that matter...coffee?” She began leading Addie down the left hallway. 

Addie looked down the right hallway behind her. She sensed she was getting farther and farther from Mr. Pepperdich’s office. They passed a portrait of the many CEOs the firm had over the years as they went down the hallway. Pepperdich was first, with his pencil-thin moustache and bow tie. It would be at the corner of the building of course. The biggest office on the floor. She would have to...

Addie shook her head. “I do tea...” she said. 

“We have a lovely collection of herbal teas, sparkling waters, even flavored decaf Keurig coffees.” She waved a hand to the left to indicate the staff room door half open, chattering employees, the smell of brewing Hazelnut coffee, chocolate and mint liquid flavorings, even some fresh bakery goods warmed up in the microwave and shared around. A few faces looked out as she looked in. The men noticeably tracing down her body to her legs and then letting their eyes go back to their own business. 

“Sci fi.” Dell waved to the right.

“Literature.” To the right again.  


“And Romance.” She waved to the left. Toward the inner of the building. No windows. So that was NYC sexism. No windows for the women. 


Dell stopped, turned, and leaned into the doorway of the Romance office, which was half open. A woman with dark curly hair turned in her manager chair and peeked out the door. 

“...and the slush pile. Addie, meet Candy Bracherhart.” Dell pushed the door open and Candy stood up. She was a slim tall pretty woman if dowdy in a dusty colorful loose-fitting cotton dress to her ankles, cheerful colorful plastic jewelry and comfortable slipper type indoor shoes. 

She advanced towards the door. 

“See you around, California!” Dell said and handed the paperwork to Candy. 

“Come on in, Addie.” Candy said, warmly. Her energy was like being introduced to your grandmother for the first time. Loving, comfortable, pink like mother love.

“Good to meet you!” Addie stuck out her hand and advanced into the room grinning until she saw the mountains of paper stacked on the floors all around the desk and into the next room. She took a sharp breath and held it. She stepped to the right into the second interior room. There was a coffee pot with hot water in it, surrounded by herbal tea and it smelled of chamomile, orange, incense and lavender. And disorganized paper manuscripts clipped and stacked to the ceiling. Two laser printers hovered in the corner, one spitting out a ream of black and white, the other blinking “out-of-toner.”

Both rooms being interior, there was no natural light but plenty of cheerful cheap floor lamps with double bulbs in them, at the head level and the chair level, and comfortable chairs with pillows and multicolored throws. No desks. Addie’s breath escaped. 

“This must be the slush pile.” Addie said, sadly.  Her empty hand fell to her side. 

“Oh.” Candy sounded apologetic. “Yes. But. It’s really not as bad as it looks. There’s the freedom of sitting where you want as you want...”

“After this internship and approval of this manuscript, I’ll have a Masters’ Degree in creative writing. From Stanford.” Addie murmured. 

“Just like Scott Turow.” Candy sparked. 

“Yes...”

“It took him a great personal adventure or two before he became a best-selling writer you know. Art ...”

Addie interjected, “... is often earned by some awful personal trauma.”

“No one knows why.” Candy finished. 

“I hope you don’t mind me saying but...” Addie pointed at the other offices. Men in expensive suits sitting in executive leather chairs, not manager chairs, their offices flooded with natural sunlight, a tray of coffee they did not make themselves sitting on their desks while they lounged scholarly like cigar-smoking smoker-jacket wearing characters in some of her books. 

“Of course. Shall we get to work?” Candy rubbed her hands together and smiled energetically. 

Addie sighed.  

“Ms. Bracherhardt...I don’t know if you know how I’m getting paid.” 

“It hasn’t come up.” Candy cocked her head. She nodded. “Call me Candy.”

Addie flinched. “Mr. Pepperdich promised to help me perfect my manuscript. It’s fantasy, or close to that genre. Did he talk to you about it?” 

“Oh, that. I guess I promised to help you. Mr. Pepperdich may have been unclear. He doesn’t actually write or edit much anymore. He’s working on something hot, his office is always closed. But you’ll be better off with my advice anyway. Why don’t we do a pile of slush and then get a slushy from the staff room and then get to your manuscript after the workday is done?”

“I see.” Addie said. 

“So, Mr. Pepperdich isn’t actually paying you? It’s an unpaid internship? All the way from Stanford?”

Addie nodded dejectedly. 

“Well, we have a year. We’re in New York. We’re both young, good-looking and single. Let’s make the best of it.” Candy slipped her arm into Addie’s and brought her into the slush room. “Well, wherever your intuition leads you, let’s dig in!”

******
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After sixteen 12-hour days of training and practically sleeping in the office, hunting through hundreds of manuscripts, Addie had found two really good novels that she presented to Candy.

“Brilliant!” she said, when she handed them back three days later. “We’re going to be rich.” 

Candy celebrated by ordering in Chinese. As they draped the colorful throws around their shoulders against the encroachment of the night and peeked into the hallway to see the dying sunset through the windows of the Sci fi and Literary head editor offices, Candy paused her chopsticks to ask Addie to explain how she made her deal with Pepperdich.  

Between nibbles on the goodies, Addie told her story. “He was looking for an unpaid intern obviously. I told him I needed a salary. He said the experience was gold. Addie put her finger under her nose to simulate a moustache. “The interns never find anything in the slush pile but it teaches them patience, editing skills, and markets. Important skills for a future editor. You’ll thank me!” She pushed out her chest and waffled side to side grinning like a maniac. 

Candy laughed hysterically and choked on a shrimp. Addie slapped her on the back and she spit it out. 

They both laughed hysterically putting their fingers under their noses, doing an impression of the boss. 

“Working on something hot!” Candy said and burst out laughing. 

“What? You want a salary? How about a pizza instead? It’s New York pizza. The best! You’ll thank me.” Addie pushed out her chest like Superman and waffled back and forth. 

Candy giggled til tears came. 

“I told him about my manuscript and my writing requirement for my Masters. I thought I was offering to work six hours of unpaid overtime for every hour of editing I get for my manuscript. He countered with twenty hours. So given it takes 16 hours to get through a manuscript this size, I’d say I owe you 10 weeks of work for one pass through my novel.”

Candy chewed and swallowed. She put out her hand, palm up and wiggled her fingers. “Gimmee.” 

Addie flinched. She dug out her manuscript and handed it to Candy. Candy blitzed through it speed reading in a matter of hours, nibbling on Chinese in between chapters. “Not bad. But see here’s an example, you need to show and not tell.”

“What does that mean?” 

Candy looked at her askance. “Addie. What’s your book about?” 

“It’s a fantasy about a woman writer with ...ahem... psychic powers.” 

“Well, Pepperdich himself would never look at your stuff, because he doesn’t actually edit anymore. It’s the editor who recommends to the publisher to buy the manuscript and sign on the writer and then the same editor spearheads the publishing and marketing, so yeah. He doesn’t even believe in the fantasy genre. Ghost, spirits, elves, unicorns, witches? Nuh, uh. And he doesn’t believe in psychic phenomena. So, he could never promote it, see? He isn’t a believer.”

Candy approached Addie on the couch and pinched her chin. “You, future author, need an editor who is a believer.”

Candy lifted the coffee table lid to reveal a hidden space to put valuables and pulled out a box of Honey Bon Bons and popped one in her mouth, then offered the box to Addie. “Ten dollars for three, better get ‘em while they’re hot.” Addie glanced and shook her head. “All the way from Minneapolis. Bees live on the roof. Not kidding. You’ll love it. You’ll thank me!  Ha!” 

Addie laughed and took one. Her eyes lit up when she bit into it. Chocolate on the outside, honey flavored with
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