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Is there something wrong with me?

Oh my god, I have to be the best science fiction short story ever written. I’m filled with tons of amazing explosions, such rich, thick setting and my plot, wow. Even I was flat out amazed by its twists and turns and all that ships zooming about were just mind-blowing.

My writer, my creator, the great human mind that had given birth to me is just something else. I have no idea how he laboured over me and delivered me into the world so dutifully. 

My Creator wrote me for hours upon hours, making sure every single sentence, punctuation mark and word was just perfect for the story. He did so well and I cannot wait to go out on my adventures to these places called “markets and magazines”. 

I of course have no idea what my Creator means by those fun places, but I am so excited and I have actually just arrived at my first ever market. 

Thankfully I can see out of the thing the humans (and non-creators) call a “computer screen”. I have to admit that the woman’s “office” isn’t very nice. It might be covered in wonderful shelves beyond shelves of books and old back issues of her science fiction magazine but it is so dark and it lacks so much joy.

The back issues of the magazine were beautiful to look at with their bright golden, red and blue covers showing immense space battles, alien planets and even big bad scary aliens on the covers. 

Oh yes, this has to be the perfect place for my Creator to send me. He has to be so intelligent to find this market and send me there. This is just a pure goldmine of stories like me.

I really hope that my amazingness can bring her some joy on this clearly dark day. The woman herself looked beautiful and very pretty according to my story, she has long blond hair, a fit body and her white summer dress is just stunning.

There isn’t a hair out of place, a wrinkle on her wonderful face and her eyes are wise and well-aged like a fine glass of red wine. I don’t know what wine is by my Creator used the phrase and he does know best of course.

The woman opened me up and started to read my golden precious words and I heard other little stories moaning, groaning and complaining that the “editor” (whatever that is) is reading me first instead of them. They don’t know how clever and amazing I am.

I can’t understand why the other stories are so jealous because surely the editor will just read them at some point. They start whispering harsh words about me behind my back and my fictional stomach twists and churns and fills with butterflies. I hope I borrowed my Creator’s words okay.

“This is pretty good just not what I want,” the editor said. “I’m rejecting it,”

I was shocked. How dare she reject me. Me of all stories with my golden words, precious perfectly written poses and oh my god, I am just so amazing.

This woman clearly has no idea what she is talking about, I cannot believe this, this is incredible.

The view of the evil woman disappears and as the other stories laugh, swear and make rude electronic gestures at me as I’m “emailed” away back to my Creator, I just cannot help but wonder.

Is there something wrong with me?
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Thankfully because I am so amazing and I am God’s gift to storytelling and the literature world, my wonderful owner is simply allowing me to go back out into the world of markets and magazines, and I have such a good feeling about this one. I am perfect. I am golden. My story and words are precious.

I needed to remember those wonderful things in the face of this editor. I just cannot be rejected again.

When the editor opened up their computer screen again, I was surprised I was looking at a very young man who was sitting in a small bright white cubicle. Judging by the other stories behind me, they were saying that this looked like a “call centre” (whatever that was) or an “office building”. 

I didn’t really understand what they meant but this was scary. I could only see a very young man wearing a white t-shirt, jeans and a golden chain around his neck and I was so confused.

Where were the magazines? Where were the science fiction posters? Where was the joy? 

I really wished the first editor had bought me now so I could spend a little more time in her wonderful office. This little cubicle was just so ugly, cold and there was no science fiction joy in here.

I heard the science fiction story right behind me (some crappy little story about a little girl on an alien world. Like anyone would actually buy that piece of rubbish) poked me and I supposed he wanted to talk how all stories can to each other.

“How many rejections have you had?” the story asked.

I was surprised at how old, ancient he sounded but he had the voice of someone rewritten twenty thousand times so I knew he couldn’t be that bad. 

“Only one. I know this young man is going to buy me and then I will be exposed to hundreds of thousands of readers,” I said.

The story laughed. “Yeah right. I was written a year ago and this is my twentieth market,”

Well I didn’t want to be rude to the old story but he clearly wasn’t a very good story if twenty different people had rejected him. Not like me, I’m perfect, interesting and my words are golden.

“And you know that young man isn’t the editor right? We go to a place called a first reader so these humans filter out the bad stories,”

I wanted to do something called “shrugging” but I don’t know how that works but I just did it “mentally” as the humans say. That didn’t worry me because this young man would easily see my brilliance and pass me on to the real editor.

“This isn’t even close to the stories we want. Reject,” the young man said laughing.

I just looked at the young man. This was flat out impossible. How could this young man not want me, me of all stories. I’m fun, interesting and I have so many explosions inside.

That’s what happens in a good story, right?

What was wrong with me?

***
[image: ]


Two weeks later, I just sat on top of a whole group of electronic stories on my Creator’s hard drive. I stared out as so many pieces of code flowed around me, doing whatever my Creator wanted the computer to because my Creator was a divine being and I couldn’t question him.

He had created me for the purpose of bringing joy to readers, getting sold to a short story market and making him money. I had no idea where I had gone wrong.

I had been to another three markets and all three had auto-rejected me because they didn’t like my opening. It was just silly really because all good stories start with action, death and explosions to hook the reader so it is just amazing that those editors rejected me.

I’ve heard from other stories in the “slush piles” I’ve visited saying how editors just don’t know what they’re talking about and I have to agree. It is just so silly that these editors don’t understand pure talent, creativity and genius when they see it. 

Personally I just feel sorry for their readers because these editors are starving them of masterful stories that could change the way they see the world. But at least that stupid dumb story about the little girl lost on an alien planet got sold. That just goes to show the editor has no taste.

“Download started,” the computer said. 

I looked up and saw a large blue streak of code flowing past me and I realised that my Creator was watching a video of an online course or something. I clicked on the video and was surprised to see an old man with long grey hair poking out of a fedora hat, his black shirt looked reasonably good and his clean shaven face made him look a little younger than I would have normally guessed his age.

“Just because an editor rejects your story doesn’t make it a bad story. It means the story wasn’t to their editor tastes,” the old man said.

I was amazed because I had no idea that editors and readers had something called “tastes”. I know in my amazing story that humans had something about tasting food
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