Possible cover of book (with the title, etc., added):
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These would be the stamps on the envelope on the cover:
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Note:  All text in book would look standard as that of a manuscript being sent out for consideration.

Picture of the “front” 

of a paperclip 

in top right corner

Sometime in Unrelenting February 2016
Lucy

Amazing Bigwig Publishing House

New York City 
Dearest Editor at Amazing Bigwig Publishing House Lucy, 

Yes, this is a letter.  And, yes, with my illustration of a flying girl.  But she wanted to come along.  And I’m trying to jolt you.  Plus I have no internet connection and might not for days and days and I need to propel this thing forward.  That is, Do Something.  Not ironically, the mail guy is still coming.  We put our mailbox on a chair beside a gargantuan pile of snow.

Thank you for liking (I heard love in there but maybe I’m quoting someone else and I don’t want to push it) and continuing to consider publishing my manuscript.  Here is an updated/tweaked draft—I know you said you wanted to give it an additional read.
On another note, I have seen fleets of snowplows, in this, The Blizzard of 2016, and, quite frankly, plows strapped to the front of anything that moves:  mopeds, bikes, people, dogs.

They say this record storm is because of our depleting ozone

and there’s more to come, like

marathon droughts.  Maybe a Tsunami or two.

But enough with the small talk, let’s get to the point:  

I’m not past begging, Please, please, please, please, please, like one does when one prays (or has a gun held to their head), because you’re professional at saying no.   You people consider it your craft. 

Back to my train of thought:  

If you reach out to the “people” you have in mind, to see if you can get everyone “on board,” please speak of me excitedly and

soon

and please advise.

You guys will make millions, I swear.  

Let’s get this thing off the ground while there’s a world that has a ground to get this thing off of.  (The Aquarian Age is loaded with nuances.)
Yours in solidarity (which I know is assuming a lot), 

Kitty

Katherine McCord, et al. (voice is a confusing thing)

encl:  hope, and a lifetime of heart (okay, I admit, and some really “bad choices”) and writing peril to get to the manuscript you have in your hands

cc:  The Universe, God, all Black Holes
P. S.  Why don’t I have a literary agent?  I would be stabbing myself if I fessed up as to why, but I’m good at that and heal quickly.  Here’s nothing:  I didn’t go to Yale; couldn’t afford writer’s conferences before, during and/or after grad school because of “circumstances,” and even more importantly, I’m socially inept/unapt/inapt (try saying it three times in a row if you are bored.  I swear to god they are all in the dictionary and mean the same thing), like Social Anxiety Disorder (let’s try this:  ) unfacile (I swear it’s in the dictionary too, my grad school “language” being French to boot, one for which I got A’s and soaringly passed all tests but that I now keep on the downlow because it’s another thing I suck at in real life); and I was never found in the slush pile.

That is, no one wanted me.  Except my husband a.k.a. partner and my girls a.k.a.  children.  (
But writing?  This is why I’m alive to then be alive because of my family a.k.a. husband a.k.a. partner and girls a.k.a. children. (   

So come on already and publish me.

The world is waiting. 
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here and the standard 

title page of a manuscript,

and typical following 

manuscript pages 

as begin here: 
RUN SCREAM UNBURY SAVE
Literary Memoir
Katherine McCord

7490 Wind Swept Court

Sykesville, MD  21784

kittytom@comcast.net

443-280-5511

Run Scream Unbury Save
For Tom, Greta and Adi
PREFACE    (See also, “PREFACE,” page 70 (or there abouts))    I’m not kidding, go to page 70.  Or, if you are like me and anything out of the ordinary makes you nervous while you feed on the out of the ordinary, go to the next page and think about it, going to page 70, first.  And, if you are even more like me, don’t go to page 70 because you don’t like being told what to do and just go to the next page.  Especially because you abhor people who think they’re so “creative” when they are not but just in your face, which doesn’t make them creative.  And you want everything streamlined to art.  Art or nothing.  And you think going to page 70 where the preface is can in no way be art.  Finally, if it makes you happy, I wouldn’t go to page 70 either.  Too risky.  And I don’t want to fail you.  And if you don’t go to page 70, nothing will be lost.  I promise.  You’ll get there when you get there.  Srsly.  Proceed as normal.
(There may be some cross-referencing in this book.  Okay, there is.  But it will fall off.  And sometimes I’ll later contradict what I’ve said.  But all in good fun.  Like when I talk about guns.  I was raised around them.  Sometimes I remember shooting a lot.  Sometimes not.  Stuff like that.  Add in that we are kinda all-or-nothing in our family.  My “family of origin” if you’re into that.  More news:  I was the “lost” child.  ( If you’re not into that or don’t know what I’m talking about, it’s not your loss.  You’ll still understand.  Also, sometimes there will be entries with the same name.  I believe in organic learning.  So things change.  Also, too, forgive me, but don’t move forward from here unless you’re all in.  That is, you are good at letting go.  As in, just read, People, read.  Zone.  It’s better than any drug I’ve ever found.  It’s probably one of the reasons I’m still alive.  Lastly, yep, I consider you my friend.  Big deal, that.  My friends must hear me bring up some of the same things over and over again.  In various 12 step programs we’re told it’s a forgetting disease.  Whatever disease we currently have.  I figure living is just forgetting, over and over again.  Okay, next page.)
This page is purposefully blank so you can take a breath.  I like breaths between prefaceyish type things.  I let it go through my whole body, like I did with the preface and with prefaces I’m not talking about boring intros that explain various criticisms or why this author has edited the following as such.  I’m kind of burned out on all that kind of study.  Saturated would be the better word.  So take a breath and let it fall through your whole body.  Then proceed.  I will stop talking now so you can do it.

Since the page before was supposed to be blank I’m trying again.  This page will really be blank.  I am now shutting up.  Now we are blank.  

Promises, promises.  Welcome to my world, part one.  Actually, no one promised me anything.  It’s sorta been the other extreme.  I’ve gone after anything that can promise me nothing.  Such makes more sense to me.

ABOUT THE CIA    The phone rings after my on-air interview.  It’s Mom.  She was listening along with my aunt and uncle.  Well, she says, your dad wasn’t identified via a test for the CIA like you said.  He signed up while in the army.  Or something like that.  (This is news to me.)  Terry (my uncle), she says, said to tell you if you ever want to know anything call him.  Apparently he once bailed your dad out of jail.  One night, she goes on talking over my guffaws, your father and his buddies, fellow CIA, wherever we were at the time overseas, got drunk and made plans to scale the Chinese embassy wall.  You were tiny.  Little.  Then she goes, I was out of my mind with fear.  Well, yeah, I say, amazed by these details I didn’t have BEFORE I WROTE MY BOOK for which I was interviewed.  For which, let’s just say, I’d done my own intense interrogations and scaling of walls.  But I guess things are forgotten (by me) only to surface at extraordinary times, like just after you’ve done a gig on national radio and unknowingly gotten stuff wrong ABOUT THE CIA.  
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