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Dedication

To Jenny, Alice, and Anthony




Epigraph

—but dearer are those who reject us as unworthy, for they add another life: they build a heaven before us, whereof we had not dreamed, and thereby supply to us new powers out of the recesses of the spirit, and urge us to new and unattempted performances.

—RALPH WALDO EMERSON
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The Feminist

If you ask him where he went to high school, he likes to boast that, actually, he went to an all-girls school. Which is sort of true—he was one of five males at a progressive private school that had gone co-ed just before he’d enrolled. People always reply: Ooh la la, lucky guy! You must’ve had your pick. Which irritates him, because it implies that women would only date him if they had few other options, and also because he hadn’t dated anyone in high school. (In junior year a freshman girl had a crush on him, but he wasn’t attracted to her curvaceous body type, so he felt justified in rejecting her, as he’d been rejected many times himself.)

Still, the school ingrained in him, if not feminist values per se, the value of feminist values. It had been cool, or at least normal, to identify as asexual. And though he didn’t, he figured it was a better label than “virgin.” His friends, mostly female, told him he was refreshingly attentive and trustworthy for a boy. Meanwhile he was grateful to learn that female is best used as an adjective, that sexism harms men too—though obviously nowhere near the extent it harms women—and that certain men pretend to be feminists just to get laid. When he graduated, he felt slightly sheepish about never having even kissed anyone. Everyone knew, though, that real dating started in college, where nobody would be aware of his track record.

But in college, he encounters the alien system of codes and manners that govern flirting, conveyed in subtextual cues no more perceptible to him than ultraviolet radiation. Learning in high school about body positivity and gender norms and the cultural construction of beauty had led him to believe that adults aren’t obsessed with looks. This turns out to be untrue, even among his new female friends, who complain about how shallow men are. Now that he’s self-conscious, he realizes he can’t compete along conventional standards of height, weight, grip strength, whatever. How can he hope to attract anyone with his narrow shoulders?

The women he tries to date offer him friendship instead, so once again, most of his friends are women. This is fine: it’s their prerogative, and anyway, lots of relationships begin platonically—especially for guys with narrow shoulders. But soon a pattern emerges. The first time, as he is leaving his friend’s dorm room, he surprises himself by saying: Hey, this might be super random, and she can totally say no, but he’s attracted to her, so did she want to go on a “date” date, sometime? In a casual and normal voice. And she says, “Oh,” and filibusters—she had no idea he felt that way, and she doesn’t want to risk spoiling the good thing they have by making it a thing, she thinks it’ll be best if they just stay . . . and he rushes to assure her that it’s valid, no, totally valid, he knows friendship isn’t a downgrade, sorry for being weird. Ugh!

Right? she replies, dating’s so overrated and meaningless in college anyway, and she knows that he knows he’ll find someone who deserves him, because he’s great, really great, so thoughtful, so smart, not like these SAE sideways-hat-wearing dudebros, of course he must already know that, and she really appreciates it. Then he thanks her for being honest, because it proves she respects him, and don’t worry about him, he gets it.

He does get it. It sort of kills him, but he knows his rejector was only trying to spare his feelings, since men often react badly to “hard rejection.” So he validates her condolences and communicates them back until she’s convinced he’ll be fine. “Grrr, friend-zoned again!” he says, shaking his fists toward the ceiling, and they laugh together, and hug, and he walks back to his dorm at sunrise.

He gets into bed and sighs. While he’s confident he handled everything respectfully, the girl’s praise only reminds him that none of his ostensibly good qualities are attractive enough to even warrant him a chance, which makes them seem worthless. He also suspects her flattery was . . . exaggerated, and a bit . . . patronizing? Like, if she didn’t think friendship was a downgrade, she wouldn’t have said she “just” wanted to stay friends. By persuading him to reject himself, was she simply offloading her guilt? He stews at the one-sided familiarity of the situation: once again, he’s got to be the one who accepts, forgives, tolerates, pretends not to be wounded, pretends he has stopped hoping—all this sapping emotional labor to preserve his dignity and assuage her guilt, and also because he doesn’t want to spoil his chances of dating her in the future, since it’s her prerogative, after all, to change her mind.

Still, he respects her decision. He gets out of bed, feeling compelled to check in and let her know where he stands, so he composes a long postmortem email, reconstructing everything that happened from the beginning, assuring her that he knew nobody was to blame for a lack of attraction, and that if it isn’t clear, yes, he is interested in her, but he’s not one of those fake-feminist guys who snubs any woman he can’t fuck, so, sorry if this is completely graceless and exhausting, by no means is he making his embarrassment her problem, he just wants to get everything out in the open. He hits send.

An hour later he sends a second email: Just out of curiosity, could she say a little about why she rejected him? It’d be really helpful for him. Is it because he’s narrow-shouldered? Is that a dealbreaker for her? Because he can’t help that, as she knows. Or is it a specific thing he did or said, because if so, they could discuss that, clear up any miscommunication. Anyway, he’ll be fine, hopes everything’s cool—and if she ever changes her mind, he’ll be around!

Considering his tremendous effort to be vulnerable, it seems unfair, rude even, when a day passes with no reply. Fearing that he might not receive one at all, he writes a third email clarifying that she’s by no means obliged to reply, though if she wants to, he’d love hearing her thoughts. He is somewhat annoyed when she again doesn’t reply, though he’s glad to have given her that option. At least nothing’s been left unsaid.

This exact scenario happens four or five more times, with different women. Later, when he relates these incidents, lightheartedly, to his other female friends, they assure him he’s interesting, smart, thoughtful, good-looking (though they never say hot). They say nothing’s wrong with him. “It’s so bizarre that you’re single,” they say, trying to mollify him with optimism, as if their romantic experience has made them experts in his lack of it. But they have no experience of having no experience. He figures that even bad relationships are better than none, since they prepare you for future relationships, and heartbreak is romantic and dignified, whereas rejection only makes you a loser. Short of abuse, their worst case would be to be in his position.

Anyway, he doesn’t want pity; he wants not to need it. All of his female friends have rejected him before, though not always explicitly: more often, when he’s out with them in public, someone will mistake him for a boyfriend, which gives him a sky-blue moment of joy before his female friend laughs, blows a raspberry, and says, “Oh my god, ha, no way, that’d be like incest!” But he takes these insults nobly, and later consoles himself by masturbating to the idea of having incestuous sex with them. Sometimes he drops hints to his friends to set him up with their friends, but for some reason they never follow through.

He decides there must be other ways to stand out and be attractive. He cultivates academic achievement in his Gender Studies major, surmising that status and intellect will enhance his appeal. But, just like in high school, he finds himself overlooked even with the paucity of men in his major, and outside of it, the rich, handsome, and broad-shouldered guys still get all the attention.

Then again, so do the terrible and ugly ones! His female friends keep dating these guys with cratered skin, awkward manners, poor hygiene; talentless schlubs identified by their hobbies and tastes; philandering worms; controlling, abusive dirtbags. Even his gay first-year roommate had a girlfriend back in high school, before he’d come out. And yeah, maybe these guys all deserved love—but surely no more than him? At a house party, one friend talks about going home with a guy the night before who said all he wanted was to sleep beside her, then around 1 a.m. she awoke to him grunting as he ejaculated on her leg. When she cussed him out, he claimed he was “overcome by raw animal passion” and “couldn’t help it,” and she still let him stay. “Whatever, we’ll probably be married in three years,” she says, rolling her eyes.

He’s about to insist she shouldn’t devalue herself by deploying sarcasm to suppress trauma, that she’s been violated and shouldn’t be out tonight—and is astounded when everyone, including her, starts laughing. He joins in, figuring that this is some cathartic part of the healing process, even though it sounds to him like a clear case of sexual assault. Even more confusing, he’d asked her out once before; so, a literal rapist is more appealing than him? He keeps silent as another female friend says, “Men are dogshit.” And sure, fair, he understands they mean the patriarchy and not him specifically—but why’d she say that with him standing right there, unless he didn’t count as a man to them? Not wanting to seem fragile or impugn their judgment or center the conversation on himself, he says, “Ugh, yeah, we’re total dogshit,” and files this incident away in a thickening dossier of unfairness, a piece of insurance he will be able to use as evidence of their own imperfect principles if they ever try to call him out in the future. Privately, too, he reasons that if they’re going to keep dating assholes, what do they expect.

Later, gut-checking himself to make sure his concern for his traumatized friend is legitimate, he texts her: hey, I’m around if you need to talk about what happened. or even just watch trashy TV :) whenever wherever!

She doesn’t reply.

Dragging his virginity like a body bag into his mid-twenties, he watches a certain amount of domination-oriented porn, probably due to internalized sexism, though he’s read that porn is a safe, healthy venue to explore kink, that sexuality is neither a choice nor shameful, especially if the studios follow good labor and aftercare practices. His female friends agree. He does not mention that he seeks out actresses that resemble them, which he deems victimless and acceptable as long as he consumes it critically, demarcating fantasy from reality, and maintaining his sensitivity for the performers.

He’s more worried about physical desensitization: he doesn’t use lubrication, since his roommates would overhear it. He comes to prefer the intensity of this “dry” method, but feels the friction is somehow eroding his psyche, and possibly dulling the nerves in his penis. Resolving to wean himself by using a condom while masturbating, he wonders in what other ways touch, or the lack of it, has warped him. He’s read about that study of baby monkeys who were denied soft physical contact and grew up disturbed and sickly. It’s hard to believe chastity was ever associated with purity, when it feels like putrescence, his blood browning, saliva clouding with pus, each passing day rendering him more leprously foul. What about those venerable virgins like Newton, Dickinson, Kant? No, their virginity was a matter of will. They believed God loved them for it.

At lunch one day, two of his male coworkers offer unsolicited dating advice, relishing the chance to showboat their sexual proficiencies. He’s too honest and available, not aggressive enough—friend-zone shit, they say unironically. Don’t be a fucking pussy is all! You gotta challenge them, be a puzzle for them to work out, that’s how girls’ brains work, it’s evolution. They offer grotesquely specific advice about eye contact and hair touching. Learn palmistry, they say, bitches love getting their palms read.

Then they ask him how he makes a move; he says he asks first. “Wait, you ask if you can kiss them? My man,” one says, laughing and slapping his back, “you don’t ask.” With jagged touchiness, he calls them out, insisting that consent is nonnegotiable, that even if they’re joking, or especially if they’re joking, it’s textbook rape culture.

“Well, what makes you think you can speak for all women,” one says, smirking. “You’re a guy too. Why do you know better than us what women prefer? Especially considering they’re dating us.”

He’s not speaking for all women, he says—unsure of how he’ll answer, but certain he has something to say—he’s . . . speaking, as a man, against men who’re speaking against women.

“Go ahead then,” his coworker laughs, “ask your female friends what they think.”

He composes a long email reporting them both to HR, and later that night, bristling, he calls his QPOC agender friend from his college co-op, whom he’s always gotten along with, in part because he’s never been attracted to them. He repeats what his coworkers said, performing their dialogue with a “dumb guy” voice. His friend says, “Well, that’s gross,” and makes him swear never to become a mind-gamey asshole, going on to say that the so-called friend zone is a sexist canard that lets losers (like who, he wonders) blame their own unattractiveness on women.

He agrees, then asks if it isn’t true that some guys simply lack charisma or attractiveness, and are thus more prone to getting befriended?

“Maybe,” they say.

He asks his friend if mind games work.

“Sure, sometimes,” they say, “that’s why they’re so common. But they never lead to anything good.”

Never? he asks.

“Okay, yeah, shit’s complicated. Some people are old-fashioned, or mistake abuse for affection. Doesn’t mean we should encourage it.”

He asks if it’s wrong to ask permission to kiss someone.

“Depends more on how you ask.”

He asks if they personally would prefer it.

“No, but I’m not all women. I’m not even a woman.”

He asks if they believe most women would prefer it.

“Who knows! Every woman’s different and things are always changing. Listen, I’m not sure what you’re trying to get out of me here. Again: I’m not a woman.”

Sure, he’s aware of that, he replies, but it’s important to him, especially as a cisgender heterosexual white man, to avoid placing the burden of educating him about women’s experiences on a woman, which is why it’s so great to have friends of other genders.

His friend says, “Yeah, I guess.”

He thanks them for taking his call so late at night.

In spite of his QPOC friend’s ambiguous advice, he decides that more experience will improve his odds. So he resorts to online dating, cropping out his narrow shoulders from his photos and carefully wording his bio:


He/him/his (or whatever pronouns you are most comfortable with). Unshakably serious about consent. Abortion’s #1 fan. Loves books, Thai food, a glass of vinho verde on my balcony, endless conversation . . . and did I mention books? 😋 I can usually be found haunting the bookstores and bakeshops of our fair burgh, when I’m not dismantling the imperialist male supremacist hetero patriarchy. But I’d also be fine saying “To hell with it!” and staying at home for an Agnes Varda marathon sesh followed by discussion . . . and perhaps a wee snogfest? 😉 I *always* do my own cooking (thanks Mom!) so I’ll make a killer brunch for you! Trans women are women, duh. All races, ethnicities, and body types—but NOT all ages—very welcome! Mutual GGG.



He suspects some of it risks sounding tryhard, but he prefers sincerity and clarity over fake mystique, and what reasonable woman wouldn’t be attracted to a vocal ally? He sends thoughtful, grammatical messages, like a link to a Psychology Today article about limerence, followed by: Fascinating topic. I’m a total sucker for the intersections of psychology and romance. Would love to talk it over at the public venue of your choosing! The few dates this brings only yield more rejection: three postpone indefinitely, then ghost; three more are no-shows. One leaves while he’s in the bathroom.

Dating online, he realizes, one has to choose between fraudulence, or the sort of honesty that can’t compete with fraudulence. But then he thinks: Isn’t the idea that women don’t know what’s best for them sexist, informed by his own petty resentment? Troubled by this paradox and unable to sleep, he texts his QPOC friend and asks them, Be honest: Has he actually been a creep this whole time? Is he . . . is he a dudebro, and has he, therefore, deserved to be single for the last thirty years?

His friend texts back, ok but can you really count the first 16 years, then adds that he should feel weird about his concerns, but he hasn’t done anything, and a real creep probably wouldn’t agonize so much over whether he was a creep, goodnight.

Then he replies: But if agonizing about being a creep is what proves he’s not a creep, and he stops worrying about being a creep, wouldn’t that make him a creep?

His QPOC friend doesn’t respond. He’s still unnerved, though relieved someone who was once female-identified has given him a pass.

He withdraws into work. Whereas before he only went out in hopes of meeting someone, now he stays in so he won’t have to see anyone: the allopreening couples, the untouchable women, the broad-shouldered men; even a passing whiff of aloe lotion on a woman’s skin makes him feel structurally unsound and shivery in his linings. When he does go out in public, he avoids looking at any woman’s face, convincing himself it’s respectfully uncreepy, but aware in the gloomy sub-basement of his mind that the real reason is because if she is beautiful, then the image of her face, and the question of how he might have introduced himself, and the beautiful life they might have had together, will torment him for days.

At age thirty-one he has sex. One day on social media he happens across the girl, the woman, he rejected in high school. She’s cleaned up; her body type is no longer curvaceous, and he likes how in all her photos she wears a skirt and leggings, a thin dark cardigan over a blouse—a personal uniform suggesting fidelity to figured-out principles—but dislikes how her dyed red hair pinches off in a tiny bun that reminds him of the meaty tail-nubs on docked pit bulls. Though that’s fixable. Seeing that they live in the same city, he messages her and suggests they meet.

She shows up forty minutes late, which he forgivingly tolerates, knowing that women’s time is taxed by the pressures of female grooming. For about fifteen minutes their catch-up chat is small even if promisingly pleasant. He insists on paying for drinks, joking that it’s not chivalry, it’s reparations for sexism. He soon regrets it, however, because on her third whiskey ginger (and his first), she starts rambling about some guy who dumped her ages ago, then jokes about her eating disorder. Every few minutes her face scrunches like she’s about to cry, then reverts weirdly to normal. Her blouse untucks, and when a guy playing pool nearby positions his cue close to her face, she slaps it to the floor.

Lonely as he is, does he deserve someone unstable? He’ll have to reject her again, like in high school. What will he say? That he doesn’t want to waste her time, that he thinks she’s super great, but he doesn’t feel a spark? Having seldom been in the position to reject anyone else, he feels terrible for having to inflict on her the same pain he’s always felt himself.

Hours later, he still has not figured out a compassionate enough way to phrase it, and at this point, as they’re leaving the bar, he decides he might as well kiss her goodnight for the sake of casual experience and then let her down nicely over text message. He asks if he can kiss her.

She says, “Uh, no.”

He asks why not.

“What do you mean why not?” she says. “Because I don’t want to. Who the fuck asks ‘why not’? Fucking asshole.”

He wonders if she is testing him. He asks if she is testing him. This time she gives him a two-armed shove, sending him to the ground, and instead of yelling, she smiles like a sock puppet and says, “Oh my god, are you wearing shoulder pads?”

Getting up, he briefly considers shoving her back, though not as hard as she shoved him, since that would not be fair. But before he can do anything, she is doubled over and clutching her calves in laughter, and when she recovers she says, with unbelievable nonchalance, “Okay, wait, I’m sorry, dude, I didn’t mean to push you that hard. Come on, is this happening or what?”

The sex disappoints; her moans and arches feel contrived and uncomfortably “dirty,” and when he tries to maintain eye contact in missionary position to establish a bond, she closes her eyes. Something—maybe his dulled penis nerves?—keeps deferring his orgasm, until she gets impatient and pushes him away. He acquiesces, not having finished, his embarrassing frustration mitigated only by the unburdening of his virginity, and the prospect of telling everyone about it. To reassure her that his sexual awkwardness was not her fault, he tells her she’s beautiful. She waits nearly ten seconds and replies, “Uh, you have an interesting mind.”

After this incident, he develops thoughts of self-harm, which are sharpened by his awareness that rejection, loneliness, and sexual frustration are nothing compared with institutional and historical oppression. His sadness, he knows, is a symptom of his entitlement, so he is not even entitled to his sadness.

As a thirtysomething, he feels too young to give up but too old to adapt. His self-reliance has ossified into a lifestyle of craved, defended solitude. He can’t imagine having to share a bed every night, not being able to read or wake up or leave parties whenever he wants. No, this is not mere solitude. Solitude is fine, inescapable aloneness is not. Taking trips and seeing movies and attending events all seem pointless without anyone to experience them with, so it feels like his life cannot progress or even truly begin until he has found someone who will return his love.

And as he’s aged, has his intimacy with his female friends deepened? Did these friends, who always maintained that romantic love was overrated, who said friendships were what mattered in the end, provide him an alternative to romantic love? No. After all his years of talking them through each and every breakup and gendered work dispute, sending them thoughtful gifts and memes, loaning them money for rental deposits, taking their dating app photos, reassuring them of their beauty when they hated how the photos came out, and supporting them when they were fighting with their boyfriends, after all that, these female friends of his have all moved on to cohabit, marry, and breed. Even if they’re miserable, at least they’re living real lives, with partners who prioritize them above all others. Lately he sees them once a month tops, even though he’s known them far longer than their partners have. They’ve all stopped inviting him to dinner parties because It was a couples thing and you would’ve hated it, which, while true, was still exclusionary, backed by the hegemonic and regressive institution of monogamy. He realizes that these female friends have, at last, completed their long-term rejections of him; that, without ever having had a girlfriend, his life is strewn with exes, friends without benefits. But he can’t complain about his friends to his friends. His male coworkers would roast him or pretend to sympathize yet secretly think he’s a pussy. And his female friends might think that he’s passive-aggressively implicating them, and also that he’s a pussy.

Since any rejection now paralyzes him with rage for weeks, he stops dating. He resents his married friends, his contently single friends, his unhappily single friends who nonetheless have






























































Remarkable Praise for Rejection

“One of Tulathimutte’s primal topics is online culture and its diseased repercussions, and he writes about these things in the way Anthony Bourdain wrote about restaurants, Hunter S. Thompson wrote about motorcycle gangs, and Molly Ivins wrote about water-headed Texas politicians. He’s alert, in other words; he’s tanked up, bleakly funny, and always stropping his knife. . . . Tulathimutte is a big talent and he is clearly just getting started.”

—Dwight Garner, The New York Times Book Review

“Not until I picked up Tony Tulathimutte’s Rejection did I realize how fun it could be to read a book about a bunch of huge fucking losers. . . . It’s a thrill for the sickos among us, the king being Tulathimutte, who gives loserdom its own rancid carnival. Tulathimutte understands the project—both his own and that of his characters—with diagnostic, comprehensive hyper-precision; as you behold his parade of marketplace failure and personal pathology, he’s ten steps ahead of any reaction you could muster. . . . One of the foremost fiction writers exploring the subject of his own generation.”

—Jia Tolentino, The New Yorker

“A master comedian with a virtuoso prose style has produced an audacious, original, and highly disturbing book. . . . An incandescent satire.”

—Giles Harvey, The New York Times Magazine

“Maybe ‘love’ is too soft-focus of a word for the mix of awe, exhilaration, and, occasionally, nausea I felt while reading about the book’s unlucky protagonists. . . . Tulathimutte writes with virtuosic brio about loneliness and humiliation. I found myself perversely heartened by his depraved genius. His book is what I needed to read this year: bleak, funny, and utterly ruthless.”

—Jennifer Szalai, The New York Times Book Review

“The closest thing to reading David Foster Wallace I’ve encountered since we lost him. It’s upsetting and hilarious and impressively deranged.”

—Chris Hayes

“The funniest book I’ve ever read.”

—Bowen Yang

“Flayed open by the author’s scrutiny, these characters blister off the page, all of them electric in their rage, their alienation, their tragicomic grossness. Paired with a deft metafictional coda, their voices coalesce into a unified theory of rejection. Perverse, profane, and profound, Rejection will make your skin crawl.”

—Esquire, “Best Books of the Year”

“A blistering collection of interconnecting short stories, Rejection takes a magnifying glass to the mind in the internet age.”

—Vogue, “Best Books of the Year”

“Startlingly good. . . . There’s a volatile thrill to the writing that owes to the electricity of the language but also to the collision of extreme registers. The psychic torment of these characters can be as disturbing as graphic horror stories; it can also be snortingly funny.”

—Sam Sacks, The Wall Street Journal

“Gutting. . . . Cleverly satirizes a heartless world while nailing what stings so much about rejection.”

—Time, “100 Must-Read Books of the Year”

“One of the funniest books I’ve read in years and a smart take on how the internet breaks our brains.”

—NPR, “Books We Love”

“Satire is alive and well, as evidenced by Tulathimutte’s flamboyant collection. One protagonist takes to an incel message board after failing to convince women he’s a feminist. Another sabotages his first potentially serious relationship with a man out of fear he’ll be rejected for his kink. A throbbing heart beats at the center of the hilarity and ribaldry, making this irresistible.”

—Publishers Weekly, “Best Books of the Year”

“Rejection could be the year’s feel-bad book, but Tulathimutte’s inventiveness, his intellect, his sense of humor, and his precise style make his characters’ mortifications a pleasure to read. . . . Like [Philip] Roth, Tulathimutte knows desire can be as ludicrous as it is urgent; like Roth, he likes a good dirty joke. . . . [Rejection] deserves many and enthusiastic readers.”

—Matthew Keeley, The Boston Globe

“It’s the funniest, darkest thing—it’s like Dostoevsky’s Notes from Underground meets Instagram.”

—St. Vincent

“Obsessively readable, acerbic, Foster Wallace–inflected.”

—Vanity Fair

“Tulathimutte’s unnerving depiction of angry losers in these interconnected stories is hard to look away from.”

—Vulture, “Books We Can’t Wait to Read This Fall”

“A suite of linked stories about raging losers in the internet era, with the prose-dial turned up to gasp-inducing Nabokov and Amis levels. . . . One of the boldest works in recent memory.”

—Karan Mahajan, Granta

“If our chronic online existence is like shouting into the void, then Rejection is the void shouting back.”

—Luke Gair, The Sewanee Review (staff pick)

“I’m not sure I’ve ever read a more gleefully merciless book than Tony Tulathimutte’s brilliant novel in stories. . . . Tulathimutte is a connoisseur of the humiliating desires that lurk within all of us. Luckily, he’s also outrageously funny, which makes it impossible to put the book down, even when the cringe threatens to annihilate you.”

—Jessie Gaynor, Literary Hub

“A hilarious, disgusting work of genius.”

—Leah Abrams, Interview

“Blazingly perceptive.”

—Cat Zhang, The Cut

“Scathing, satirical. . . . A feast of schadenfreude for the hardy reader, and rest assured that the author isn’t about to let himself off the hook. Absolutely merciless.”

—Chicago Public Library, “Best Books of the Year”

“Brain-twisting, incisive, and laugh-out-loud funny.”

—Angela Hui, Electric Literature

“Tulathimutte is unafraid to write the most disturbing, disgusting, and delightfully deranged things. Each time you think the characters have hit rock bottom, they pull out a shovel and start digging more. . . . An inventive and shameless story collection for the chronically online.”

—Kirkus Reviews (starred review)

“The prose is consistently sharp and funny as Tulathimutte cuts to the truth of his characters’ dilemmas. It’s a first-rate exploration of yearning and solitude.”

—Publishers Weekly (starred review)

“Phenomenal. . . . Few writers dramatize the effects of being perennially online as astutely and engagingly as Tulathimutte does here. Rejection is thoughtfully and artfully constructed and outrageously entertaining.”

—Booklist (starred review)

“Tulathimutte has written one of the most brilliantly funny works of fiction since Paul Beatty’s The Sellout. Reject it at one’s peril.”

—Shelf Awareness (starred review)

“Sounds unbearable, a human centipede of misery crossed with a brain worm becoming an Ouroboros. And yet it works. And it’s funny. . . . This frantic anticipation of critique would be so annoying if it wasn’t also so smart.”

—Madeline Leung Coleman, Vulture

“Predictable scripts are suddenly made uncanny again in this collection. . . . Each narrative accelerates and accelerates before spectacularly crashing, as if self-annihilation is the only way out for characters who feel so entrapped by circumstance and category that they have nothing left to lose.”

—Jane Hu, The Washington Post

“Tulathimutte’s linked story collection plunges into the touchy topics of sex, relationships, identity, and the internet.”

—The Millions, “Most Anticipated Books of Summer”

“Tulathimutte is incredibly attuned to the awkwardness of modern life, and can spin the most cringy, painful moments into brilliant satire. Rejection is a collection of very smart stories for the very online; in exploring “rejection,” Tulathimutte digs into the most basic of modern fears.”

—Literary Hub, “Most Anticipated Books of the Year”

“Tulathimutte is utterly inimitable. Rejection is fast and funny, a delirious convergence of the haptic and uncanny.”

—Raven Leilani, New York Times bestselling author of Luster

“Rejection is unrelentingly brutal and gut-bustingly funny and spares no one—not you, not me. Tulathimutte is a pervert and a madman and a stone-cold genius.”

—Carmen Maria Machado, author of Her Body and Other Parties

“Tony Tulathimutte’s supercharged prose and profound existential comedy reveal something true at the heart of our desperate human condition. Rejection is a book of mad, madcap genius.”

—Garth Greenwell, author of Cleanness

“I could compare Rejection to the work of Nabokov, in its stylish and blazingly original skewering of convention; or to that of Roth, in the daring with which it plumbs the darkest depths of the human psyche to excavate what is most vulnerable about us; or to the worst (by which I mean best) Am I the Asshole post you’ve ever read on Reddit, in its commitment to embodying its characters at their neediest and most candid and therefore most delectable. But to do so would be to sell it short. I finished Rejection breathless with admiration. It is—Tulathimutte is—that rare thing in American literature: truly original.”

—Vauhini Vara, Pulitzer Prize finalist and author of The Immortal King Rao

“The stories in Rejection ring with audacity like a siren. The characters within are deliriously shocking, toxic, transgressive, but due to Tulathimutte’s extraordinary talents, the most frightening moments in the collection—those which make this book feel truly dangerous—are those of empathy. It’s this vertiginous event, feeling like I’m leering on from behind the safety of a glass wall, savoring the thrill of moving in for a far closer peek than I’d ever dare in the wild, then suddenly realizing I’m the one behind the glass, a complicit specimen who’s just been collected via the author’s mastery that will have me reading and rereading this book until I die or can no longer stand it. Tulathimutte is peerless.”

—Alissa Nutting, author of Made for Love and Tampa

“From the opening sentence of Rejection, I was cannonballed into the twisted, obscene, pleasurable world of pure genius. It’s actually sick how Tony Tulathimutte has managed to make his prodigious, byzantine mind so compulsively readable and immaculately accessible, not to mention how, again and again, his deranged humor crosses over the threshold of the ordinary and into the astral realm. Read this book and you too will develop a fetish and taste for Tulathimutte’s gift for satire and insight into the human condition. You’ll never read a book like this again.”

—Jenny Zhang, author of Sour Heart

“Uproariously funny and overflowing with decidedly feel-bad vibes, this novel-in-stories skewers modern vices ranging from group texts to dating apps with precision.”

—San Francisco Chronicle

“Profane and profanely hysterical. . . . [Rejection] is so exactingly acidic, so entertaining in its pathos and humor, you’ll wonder how someone can so immaculately peer into the soul of millennial disorder in the way that he does. . . . I have never laughed as hard reading a work of fiction, maybe ever, while also being challenged by the clarity of its tragic dream. Under the micro-scope, Tulathimutte observes and scrutinizes the anatomy of our delusions, supercharged as they are by the internet. . . . Rejection is brain-meltingly good.”

—Wired

“Don’t let the profanity of Rejection fool you—this is serious fiction. . . . [Tulathimutte’s] fancy prose style reminded me of Nabokov if Nabokov had been born late enough to become obsessed with porn instead of butterflies.”

—Mike Jeffrey, The Los Angeles Review of Books

“Tony Tulathimutte’s Rejection follows a cast of chronically online characters yearning for intimacy, approval, and connection in real life. As they navigate repeated rejection—from dating apps and social media feeds to bedrooms and bars—the characters in these seven connected stories lay bare the awkwardness, isolation, and occasional delusion, of life and love in the internet age.”

—2024 National Book Award judges’ panel

“Tulathimutte’s deft approach to writing these interconnected narratives is nothing short of brilliant.”

—James Yu, The Brooklyn Rail

“Tony Tulathimutte’s facility with verbal stunt-piloting borders on the dazzling.”

—BookPage

“Absurd, ridiculous, and shockingly funny, Rejection never eschews poking fun at itself alongside the feminists, narcissists, and internet lurkers it so effortlessly satirizes. It’s a shocking, silly, and brilliant book.”

—Our Culture

“Searing, intensely depressing, absolutely hilarious.”

—KATU
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