
	
	

Famous	Rejection	Letters	
	
	
From	Howard	Moss	at	The	New	Yorker	to	Sylvia	Plath:	
	

November	7,	1962	

Dear	Miss	Plath,	

	
I’m	 sorry	 we	 decided	 against	 these	 poems.	 We	 like	 the	 second	 section	 of	
AMNESIAC	 very	much,	 but	 cannot	 see	 any	 relation	 between	 it	 and	 the	 first	
section.	Perhaps	we’re	being	dense.	But	would	you	think	over	the	possibility	of	
printing	 the	 second	 section	 alone	 under	 that	 title?	 If	 you	 would	 care	 to	
resubmit	it	that	way,	we’d	be	happy	to	consider	it	again.	

Thank	you	for	sending	these	poems	to	us,	and	we	hope	to	see	others.	

Sincerely,	

Howard	Moss	

	
From	 an	 unnamed	 publisher	 to	 Robert	 Galbraith,	 who	 is	 actually	 J.	 K.	
Rowling,	upon	submission	of	The	Cuckoo’s	Calling:	
	

Dear	Robert	Galbraith,	

Thank	you	very	much	 for	giving	us	 the	opportunity	 to	consider	with	 interest.	
However,	 I	 regret	 that	 we	 have	 reluctantly	 come	 to	 the	 conclusion	 that	 we	
could	 not	 publish	 it	 with	 commercial	 success.	 At	 the	 risk	 of	 “teaching	 my	
grandmother	to	suck	eggs,”	may	I	respectfully	suggest	the	following:	



Double	check	in	a	helpful	bookshop,	on	Amazon	or	in	the	twice	yearly	“Buyer’s	
Guide”	 of	 the	Bookseller	magazine	 (order	 via	 newsagents,	 or	 available	 in	 your	
local	 reference	 library)	 precisely	 who	 are	 the	 publishers	now	of	 your	 fiction	
category/genre.	
	
Call	 the	 publishers	 to	 obtain	 the	 name	 of	 the	 relevant	 editor;	 it	 is	 rarely	
productive	to	speak	to	her/him	in	person.	Nowadays	 it	 is	perfectly	acceptable	
to	approach	numerous	publishers	at	once	and	even	several	imprints	within	the	
same	group	(imprints	tend	to	be	compartmentalised).	

Then	send	to	each	editor	an	alluring	200-word	blurb	(as	on	book	jackets;	don’t	
give	 away	 the	 ending!),	 the	 first	 chapter	 plus	 perhaps	 two	 others,	 and	 S.A.E.	
The	covering	 letter	 should	state	as	precisely	as	you	can	 the	category/genre	of	
fiction	 you	 are	 submitting—again	 a	 helpful	 bookshop	may	 be	 able	 to	 advise	
you.	

Much	 vital	 information	 can	 be	 found	 in	The	 Writer’s	 Handbook	and	The	
Writers’	 and	 Artists’	 Yearbook,	 but	 remember	 that	 details	 of	 an	 imprint’s	
publishing	 policy	may	 be	 out	 of	 date,	 and	 acquiring	 a	 literary	 agent	 is	 even	
harder	than	finding	a	publisher!	Owing	to	pressure	of	submissions,	I	regret	we	
cannot	 reply	 individually	 or	 provide	 constructive	 criticism.	 (A	 writer’s	
group/writing	course	may	help	with	the	latter.)	May	I	wish	you	every	success	in	
placing	your	work	elsewhere.	
	
From	Peter	J.	Bentley	of	Bentley	&	Son	Publishing	House	to	Herman	
Melville	upon	receipt	of	Moby	Dick:	
	
First,	 we	 must	 ask,	 does	 it	 have	 to	 be	 a	 whale?	 While	 this	 is	 a	 rather	
delightful,	 if	 somewhat	 esoteric,	 plot	 device,	 we	 recommend	 an	
antagonist	 with	 a	 more	 popular	 visage	 among	 the	 younger	 readers.	 For	
instance,	 could	 not	 the	 Captain	 be	 struggling	 with	 a	 depravity	 towards	
young,	perhaps	voluptuous,	maidens?"	
	
From	Moberley	 Luger	of	 publisher	 Peacock	 &	 Peacock	 to	 Ernest	
Hemmingway	on	receipt	of	The	Sun	Also	Rises:	
	
If	I	may	be	frank	—	you	certainly	are	in	your	prose	—	I	found	your	efforts	
to	be	both	tedious	and	offensive.	You	really	are	a	man’s	man,	aren’t	you?	I	
wouldn’t	 be	 surprised	 to	 hear	 that	 you	 had	 penned	 this	 entire	 story	
locked	 up	 at	 the	 club,	 ink	 in	 one	 hand,	 brandy	 in	 the	 other.	 Your	
bombastic,	 dipsomaniac,	 where-to-now	 characters	 had	 me	 reaching	 for	
my	own	glass	of	brandy.	



	
	
From	Donald	A.	Wollheim	at	Ace	Books	 to	 Stephen	King,	upon	 receipt	
of	Carrie:	
	
We	are	not	interested	in	science	fiction	which	deals	with	negative	utopias.	They	
do	not	sell.	

	
From	 editor	 Marc	 Humblot,	 to	 Marcel	 Proust,	 1912,	 upon	 receipt	
of	Swann’s	Way:	
	
My	dear	fellow,	I	may	perhaps	be	dead	from	the	neck	up,	but	rack	my	brains	as	
I	may	I	can’t	see	why	a	chap	should	need	thirty	pages	to	describe	how	he	turns	
over	in	bed.	I	clutched	my	head.	

	
From	publisher	Arthur	C.	Fifield	to	Gertrude	Stein,	upon	receipt	of	The	
Making	of	Americans:	Being	a	History	of	a	Family’s	Progress:	
	

Dear	Madam,	

I	am	only	one,	only	one,	only	one.	Only	one	being,	one	at	the	same	time.	Not	
two,	not	three,	only	one.	Only	one	life	to	live,	only	sixty	minutes	in	one	hour.	
Only	one	pair	of	eyes.	Only	one	brain.	Only	one	being.	Being	only	one,	having	
only	one	pair	of	eyes,	having	only	one	time,	having	only	one	life,	I	cannot	read	
your	M.S.	three	or	four	times.	Not	even	one	time.	Only	one	look,	only	one	look	
is	enough.	Hardly	one	copy	would	sell	here.	Hardly	one.	Hardly	one.	

Many	thanks.	I	am	returning	the	M.S.	by	registered	post.	Only	one	M.S.	by	one	
post.	Sincerely	yours,	

A.	C.	Fifield	

	
From	publisher	 Angus	&	Robertson	 to	 a	Mr.	 F.	 C.	Meyer	 of	Katoomba,	
Australia:	

Dear	Sir,	

No,	 you	may	 not	 send	 us	 your	 verses,	 and	we	will	 not	 give	 you	 the	 name	 of	
another	publisher.	We	hate	no	rival	publisher	sufficiently	to	ask	you	to	 inflict	
them	on	him.	The	specimen	poem	is	simply	awful.	In	fact,	we	have	never	seen	
worse.	

Angus	&	Robertson	Ltd.	



	
From	Harold	Pinter	to	Tom	Stoppard:	

05	November	2001	

Dear	Tom,	

Thank	you	for	your	invitation	to	host	a	fundraising	dinner	in	the	private	room	
of	a	top	London	restaurant.	

I	would	rather	die.	

All	the	best,	

Yours,	

Harold	Pinter	

	
	
	


