So maybe you take your poems to your girlfriend, or your husband,

or your friend, and they all love them. You'e so calented, they tell

you. They actually cry. They say, I am going to keep these close t0 1) heart.

Bu
ht then you take those same poems t0 a creative Wr
$IO ' R
p, and those people say, I don't understand; what s his about? And You

2 . |
ave to get rid of all these clichés. This 15 SO sentimental. They poke an

one of your poems until what had seemed tO
ture now seems like an abused animal. There’s your PO¢
Are they right? Are they idiots? You don’t know. But iy
You take suggestion A, and ignore suggestion
to have contradictory suggestions-——-aﬂd Yo

Yc’urfPOEmS back to the workshop, or tO another
you teel they are as ready as they are going to get:

iting class or 4 work-
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ur poems tO the editors of several establishe( lite,
yo d

Now you send ven try The New Yorker. Sure, y,
kY

that publish poetry: You €

ary journals but your work is good. Your girlfriey,

jssions
robably get a lot of submiss101S; d
I;r'ied By the sixth or seventh draft, your workshop thought that gp.e i

ticularly troublesome opening had finally been smoothed out. Surely g,

New Yorker editors will recognize the power of your work.
' O a year Oor more—
After a very long wait—2a few monthstoay Our pocm:

come back with form rejections.

' Thank you for submitting your work to —

Dear
Unfortunately we cannot use it at this time.

Sincerely,
The Editors

In some cases, you simply never hear from the editors at all.

Either way, it’s as though the poems have fallen into a black hole, all
the love and energy you put in sucked right out of them.

Are the editors right? Are they idiots?

As you hacked through the jungle, you thought your butter knife
had been honed to a pretty sharp blade. You thought you were making
progress. '

Now, all you have to show for your hard work, your dreams of literary

fame and fortune, or at least recognition and a small check, your hopes

.- The -Philosopher’s Club, was a final-

s } o ”“‘r e o€ s Prize—there were three finalist
' S e S __ bo‘)k published—I was ecstati
¥Cision 1 went around thinking, P/¢**
ich ’ me. | tried to tell m}’self’ I

= o |

-
I.-"

-
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overy first-book competition in the United States (that was, and i ko
most first books of poetry are published by small presses and univ;rsi;
presses). [ racked up a lot of fees for copying and submitting, and a ot
of letters informing me that So-and-So had won the competition. Thank
you for submitting your work. Sincerely, The Editors.

You think you're ready. But most of the time, you are wrong. This is
what the rejection slips are telling you. They are telling you that a lot of
people out there are working very hard and writing very well. Possibly
they have been at it longer. Possibly they are more talented.

By the time The Philosopher’s Club was published, I was forty. I had
revised or outright jettisoned nearly half of the poems that had been
part of the book when it was a finalist for the Barnard prize. In the years
it took to publish The Philosopher’s Club, 1 wrote a better book, one I can
80 back to now and feel okay about, instead of wanting to track down all

the Copies in existence and burn them.
obstacles. But be

This i Not to say, Persist and you will overcome all once Has
Plient. Adrienne Rich once wrote a book titled A Wild Patience

| Tak‘en Me This Far. Wild patience is what you need. Publis}'ung is c:c-aI'IrllY
.p;tltiVE' Editors of journals receive thousands of SubmiSSIOnZ?lI:;th_
310 learn their craft before sendi 1g in their late-night 17> 4ch into
e e o

# . | _-... ‘[u_;_#__ ﬂlﬁg a 'pa_;rtlcll.lﬁr_

LT
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possibly miss, due to illnegs ¢,

o immediately—0T 0
where 1n this mix gy,

editor will responcl t
r human reasons. Some

a hangover or several othe

your own poems.

Of course editors are selecting acco
rsity journal, graduate students, and not longtime

work. You can’t always know. Maybe yoy;
quite. You don’t get out of the jup.

rding to their own taste. Of course.

in the case of a unive

editors, may be reading your
.. @ b

work is ready. But assume that 1t 11 t,

gle easily. You'll need to sharpen your blade even m |
ning to a friend on the phone about a rejection—

have published several books;

Ore€.

Once, when [ was whi

everyone gets rejections, even writers who
. ’ <4 ]
even Pulitzer Prize winners—she interrupted me and said, “Oh, Kim,

butch it up.”
This is good advice for a sensitive poet.

i’'m only a wooden writer

The logic of publishing is this:
Just because a poem is rejected doesn’t mean it’s bad.
Just because a poem is published doesn’t mean it’s any good.

And: The work is more important than the publication, but you may
not really understand this until you are published.

; Also, it s actually easy to get published. Somewhere, By someone
| =53 __'The'fPr oblem is that this won’t be enough. You will want to be published

ewhere else, somewhere better. Your first publication was in a sta-

. pledlocal zine, and now vo . .
. PR ORERG andnow you want to see your work in an established lit

e Yonaua .I.:%__%'thﬂtj- you will wonder why you didn’t win the
R T i T P blished in the journal. Next you will want

)OO} e L Hﬂ"-..;__' Sl edq .
S -_feel d pressing need to achieve a €&
s Hat the first wasn’t g fluke. You will want

qr : .. s - E‘T-F}E i’ i
T | _'- L b

21 grants and fellowships and endowed

o e h b [N
70U will 1
Yy 111 1
S e B
;._1r .-.-'
i [

“ally want eternal youth.




gut if Y0

ﬂ)rthiﬂg
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t published, nothing | have Just said will
{ ve
4 are not y ral to want to share you, Wor
[t’s natu
l].i'
to YO

Kin Print, tq have i
ditor, but don’t fall prey 6 yyjyqs
byane
rtl'fffr

I call the Pinmcchin
iter! Make Me a reg) Writer!
> | 'm only a wooden wrj
e
ju ome: Pu e important.
e work 18 MOT
The

Let thi

when you start cmllectmg I‘E}f:ctmm,
ave }’{Ju}

a Sd

mantr
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