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“The Footnote” (5,200 words) is a short story which I am currently submitting 

to various publications and contests, you may read the opening below: 

 

THE FOOTNOTE 

 

He had lately taken to rereading the stories of Andrej Remec. In the 

mornings he held the book open in his lap, his darkly ringed eyes gazing at the 

trees across the street. When he looked down at the pages he skimmed over the 

passages depicting fantastic metamorphoses and surreal dreamscapes, dwelling 

instead on terse descriptions of a street in Zagreb or an ill-fitting suit, or on a 

banal conversation between a bachelor and his landlady. He found himself drawn 

to these mundane details of an existence that mirrored his own, though far 

removed in space and time. 

Victor Kleiner was sixty-one, divorced and childless, and still worked as a 

proofreader at Schoresch Books. His body was of a slight but dignified build. He 

had a bald head and his long and gray face ended with a pointed chin. He might 

have been considered handsome were it not for his nose which resembled a dried 

plum soaked in water. 

He woke up early and, after spending an hour with a cup of coffee and the 

book and the trees, walked west to Astor Place, where he took the 6 train up to 

Grand Central and walked to his office on Madison Avenue. He was usually the 

first one to arrive. 
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Kleiner had joined the publishing house in 1968, while still attending 

college. He was hired as an errand boy, and within a couple of years moved up to 

the position of proofreader, but he did not advance further. Others who came to 

work for Schoresch Books moved up or moved on, but he remained in the same 

position and in the same small office. In recent years the younger workers often 

called him the head proofreader or chief proofreader, but in fact his title and his 

work remained the same. 

Schoresch Books was a small publishing house founded in the 1940s by 

Tobias “Tevye” Schoresch, a German Jewish businessman who immigrated to the 

United States by way of Palestine. A wealthy man without academic or religious 

education, Tevye nevertheless possessed an intellectual curiosity which drove 

him to publish works of philosophy and criticism, as well as fiction translated 

from German and Yiddish. 

By the time Victor Kleiner joined Schoresch Books it had already made a 

name for itself, publishing works by prominent New York intellectuals such as 

Sidney Hook and Isaac Rosenfeld. Kleiner himself was witness to Tevye’s 1969 

meeting with controversial social critic John Fineman, which laid the 

groundwork for the ultimately posthumous essay collection The Most of John 

Fineman, published by Schoresch Books in 1976. 

Fineman, a dynamic and charismatic man, began visiting the office 

regularly, once or twice a month, but rather than meet with any of the editors he 

would come into Kleiner's small office. He took a shine to the young man and 

enjoyed talking to him about art, literature, and current events. Upon leaving 

Fineman would drop off copies of his essays and articles for Kleiner to proofread 
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and comment on. Kleiner knew that not all of the essays were intended for the 

book, but felt that it was a privilege to lend any assistance he could to this great 

man, whose ideas had inspired him to pursue a literary vocation. 

Over the span of five years Kleiner read through Fineman’s countless essays 

and revisions, in addition to his usual burden of proofreading assignments. 

Sometimes they would meet to discuss his work over lunch. Fineman drank 

heavily, flirted with the waitresses, and complained about Schoresch’s constantly 

looming deadline, which he failed to meet time and again. 

Fineman's untimely death in a car crash was a serious blow to Kleiner and 

an inconvenience for the publishing house. The essay collection was far from 

complete and the rights to Fineman's important earlier essays could not be 

wrangled away from his previous publishers, who rushed to reprint them and 

capitalize on his death. 

Kleiner convinced Tevye that they could still publish a book, supplementing 

the essays they had with additional works published in newspapers and stand-

alone fragments. He also suggested the title The Most of John Fineman. Tevye 

realized that this was a labor of love for Kleiner and gave him the task of putting 

the book together. Kleiner delved into the project, serving more as a literary 

executor than an employee of the publishing house. He worked night and day, 

obsessively reading and rereading, examining every scrap and scribble for 

Fineman’s celebrated wit or insight, until Tevye eventually appointed an editor to 

bring the volume down to a reasonable length and usher it into publication, 

before Fineman was completely forgotten. The book was reviewed favorably, but 

underperformed in sales. 


