Comments in blue.  Hover over the highlighted area to view that comment, or figure out how to see it another way.  ;P

Crazy

I stared out the window of the bus, slumped down in my seat, exhausted. Trees, houses, and fields passed me by 
as I ventured closer and closer to the end of my journey. 

Early this morning I had taken a bus down this forsaken mountain, on my way to my psychiatrist, to discuss my recent problems. 

The fact that I resented discussing them was not something Mr. Epps cared about; he would simply pass the time motionlessly and stiffly sitting up until I spoke. After all, he was being paid whether I uttered a single word during our sessions or not, so I could hardly expect him to care. 


Rant time!  ;P  In my life, I have seen several therapists.  (Court ordered to see if I was being brain-washed by my father.  O.o)  None of them ever did this.  I hate talking to them, and would refuse to do so.  (While trying to act maturely, since they were sending a report to the judge.)  They all asked normal questions, trying to make me comfortable.  They didn’t just sit there – they’d be fired quickly if they did.

Of course, there may be some who don’t do this.  I just find your description rather unrealistic.  You can still show that she didn’t want to speak.  Just have him ask small questions, desperately trying to get her to speak.


This meeting, as always, he sat in his large, brown, leather armchair, tapping his pen on his notepad, watching me silently over his glasses. I stared back, my mouth tightly shut, waiting for the clock to tick away the hours and free me from the psychiatrists intense gaze. 

When finally my double session was over I hurried out of the vast building, resenting every antique bit of it. It looked more like a protected monumental building or museum than a psychiatric clinic. 

My next stop was the mall, to grab a bite to eat before heading over to the central park, aiming to waste some time before returning home. 

Not that home was bad, but simply because the park, with all its trees and flowers, made me feel normal. I couldn’t be crazy; I was walking like any other normal person would, down a pebble path that winded its way past flowerbeds, ponds, trees, and bushes. 

I’ve cheated; I read the last few lines.  ;P  But now I can help you here!

I would expand a bit.  Show us how she feels about home.  Show that she felt invisible in the park.  No one judged her.  Stuff like that.

Also, apparently her home is bad.  And ditch some of the descriptions.  I don’t need to know that there are trees, flowers, flowerbeds, ponds, more trees, and bushes.

Why did everyone insist that I wasn’t mentally healthy? I hadn’t so far 
been able to even figure out what Mr. Epps expected me to talk about in these so-called sessions. The only problems I knew were not ones you discuss with a fifty-year-old man who is paid to listen to your, supposedly delusional, rants. 


In the seven sessions I’d been forced to sit through so far I’d spoken exactly twenty-two words to my psychiatrist. Beginning every meeting with a simple “Good morning” and ending it with “Good bye” accounted for fourteen 
of them. 

The remaining eight had been “I do not want to talk about it.” 

At the moment there was a three-week holiday, and unfortunately my parents had chosen this as the best time to decide that they thought I wasn’t sane. 

Fine, sometimes my thoughts were odd. 

Yeah, I wasn’t your typical sixteen-year-old girl, but I couldn’t help that I was more grown up than the rest of them. 

Okay, maybe I did come across distant, cold and lacking emotion, but that only means I hide them well. 

This could be much more powerful.  Use it to your advantage!  First, decide whether you want her to be crazy or not.  (And then let your reader come to their own conclusion.)  Make these have more to do with each other.  How are her thoughts odd?  How does she act, specifically?  Examples may help here.

Honestly, I couldn’t see what the fuss was about. My parents had asked me questions, which I’d answered with the truth, and yet they insisted I see Epps. 

2. No, I was not depressed.


4. No, I was nowhere near suicidal.


3. No, I never felt like hurting anyone, nor myself.


1. No, I wasn’t into solitude; I simply enjoyed some peace of mind. 

That’s the order I’d suggest.  Let them lead up to the other.  Peace of mind leads us to think depressed.  Depressed people often feel like hurting others.  They don’t believe her, continue pestering her, believing she is suicidal.  See?


What did they want to hear before they let it go? 

The bus brakes screeched violently, interrupting my thoughts, reminding me that I had a bus stop to look out for. I narrowed my eyes, scanning the countless empty seats before me. 

When had everyone debarked? 

I had taken a seat on the back row in the hopes of discouraging anyone from sitting down in my direct vicinity. I was not interested in getting to know the strangers I shared public transport with.  I’d never see them again, and therefore wasn’t planning to waste my time conversing with them. 


With several slight shocks the bus drove off again, the engine roaring louder than I remembered. Recognizing the road I lifted myself off my seat, pressing the circular red and white STOP! 
button to indicate that I wanted off the bus. 

The doors hissed open, and I swung my bag around my shoulder, making my way up the aisle. The bus driver lifted a hand in greeting, and I glanced at him, then raised my arm vaguely, barely acknowledging his gesture. 


As my converse 
hit the pavement, leaving behind the safe brightness 
of the bus, I felt my heartbeat increase, my breath forming clouds around my face. The walk from the bus stop to my home was merely five minutes, but I couldn’t help being paranoid. Feeling uncomfortable 
I started down the street, shivering in the sudden, cruel cold, my hand gripping the shoulder strap of my bag. 

The bus growled past me, soon vanishing around a corner as I steadied my pace at a relatively high speed. The soft sound of my converse
 hitting concrete was regular, and I clutched onto it, keeping my pace the same, listening for foreign sounds. 


A second pair of footsteps became apparent, and I stole a quick glance over my shoulder
, only just long enough to discover that someone was walking behind me. I tucked my hands in the pockets of my jeans, slightly hunching my back, trying to protect myself from the cutting wind that bit my face and hands into numbness
. 

The footsteps were at an equal pace with mine, and another glance over my shoulder informed me that I was only approximately five meters before my pursuer. 

If you do decide to use the ‘Tap.  Tap.  Tap-clap.’ thing, maybe this?

Tap.  Tap.  Tap.

Clap.  Clap.  Clap.

Show us that it’s the same speed.  Show us her obsession.

Well… pursuer? 


I cursed in silence, telling myself to toughen up and not be silly. Whoever was walking behind me probably had a good, non-stalkerish reason to be there. 

The footsteps sped up, I realized, and without even a second’s worth of hesitation I quickened my pace too
, closing my hand around the house key in my pocket. 


I am not going to act paranoid. 

That person is not following me. 


But what if… 

I sighed, shaking my head to myself. Maybe I was crazy after all. Was being paranoid the same as crazy? I couldn’t say.  Perhaps I’d have something to talk about to Mr. Epps tomorrow after all. 


At least that way we’d actually waste our money on something semi-constructive, rather than two people sitting in a room ignoring the hell out of each other. 

My mystery follower coughed, sounding close, 
and I felt my breathing become more rapid. Why did this person have to walk here at this moment? Why not five minutes earlier or later? 

Because he’s following you. 


I am not paranoid. 


I am not insane. 


Biting back an angry curse I was relieved to turn into my street, the footsteps echoing through the air around me. Before others began to claim something was wrong with me, I’d never thought of myself as abnormal. 


Maybe I was abnormal because I was told that I wasn’t like others. Because people stereotyped my normal characteristics into the list of crazy habits. 

My front door was meters away now, and I made a run for it, jamming the key into the lock and falling into my hallway. 
I spun, slammed the door shut, locked it, and flattened my back against the cold wood. 

My mom came up the stairs
, calling my name several times before appearing in my line of sight. Her expression was a complicated mixture of annoyance and pity, and I wondered to myself which of the two bothered me the most. 

‘Elle, what’s going on?’ My mother looked me up and down unsurely, halting her step over a meter from me, and then averted her gaze to the dark window beside me. 

‘Mom… did you see him?’ 


‘Who, Elle?’ 


‘This man! He was… I think he was following me…’ Comforted by my mother’s presence I pressed my forehead against the window 
and stared outside. There was nothing out there but an empty street. 

A pale figure lunged at the window, and I heard myself scream
, tripping over the shoulder bag I’d deposited on the floor and widening my eyes, in awe, at the face that was observing me with a scary mocking smile. The pale palms of his hands were pressed against the glass beside his face, his thin, long fingers spread slightly. 

I clenched my eyes shut. He can’t get through the glass. The door is locked. Mom’s here. Dad’s here. He can’t get through the glass… 

‘Elle?’ my mother sounded worried, but not so much as one could expect when a creepy stranger flattens his distorted face against your window. 

‘Get Dad! 
DO
 something!’ I wasn’t planning on opening my eyes anytime soon, knowing the image would haunt my dreams for weeks already. 

‘Why? Elle! What’s wrong!’ 

‘AT THE WINDOW
!’ I bellowed, turning my head towards her so rapidly that I felt a click in my neck
, then stared at her, avoiding the window. ‘THE MAN
!’

‘Elle… there is no one at the window.’ She kneeled beside me, resting her warm hands on my shoulders ‘Are you okay?’ 

With all my might I turned back to the window, my heart hammering my ribcage so severely I was certain it would break out. 

Nothing, no one, no white face and spidery hands.
 

‘No one was at the window, ever. I was standing here, looking, and… nothing was there, Elle.’ 

‘What are you implying?’ I bit back. ‘That I’m a psychosomatic raving lunatic or something?’ 

She shook her head unhurriedly
 ‘No, love, I don’t mean that. I mean that… maybe you should discuss this with Dr. Epps.’ 


Hearing my dad’s footsteps on the stairs I lifted my eyes to my mother’s round, kind face. ‘I did not imagine this.’ 

Remember what’s going on here.

· She’s still scared.

· Her parents think she’s insane.

· They’re talking to her like she’s insane.  (Why would she describe her as kind at the moment?)

· She’s angry.

· She is/isn’t actually crazy.

I think you’re jumping around with reactions a bit too much…

‘Elle…’ 


As my father noticed me, sitting on the ground, my mother leaning over me, he heaved a deep sigh. 
‘What is it this time, Elle? More faces in the mirrors?’ 

Oh, that was low. 

I glowered at him. ‘No, a man at the window.’ 


My mother rose to her feet, seizing her husband by the arm and leading him into his office, leaving me alone in the hallway. I forced my gaze to the window, hearing their whispers in the background. What small fragments of speech I could hear didn’t bode well. 


My mother spoke ‘Jack… she’s seeing things… not normal…. Dr. Epps…. the clinic might…. take care of it tomorrow’ 

Dammit! 

‘I AM NOT CRAZY
!’ I hollered, rigid with anger and fear. ‘I AM NOT CRAZY!’
 


My father appeared around the corner. 
‘Of course you’re not, Elle, you’re… troubled. I’m certain the clinic will do a terrific job of helping you.’ 


I was speechless. 

My own parents were sending me away. 

And all I ever did was tell them what I saw.

Jeez…that was long.

Just watch your emotions.  Have you ever been paranoid before?  (Probably not…but try and create the feeling.)  Explain it.  Noticing tiny things.  Senses on alert.  Etc. 

Ah, that’s all I can say.  Watch your punctuation in dialogue, and look over the thousand or so comments I made.  ;P  Oh, and check your spacing.

~JFW1415

�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Maybe reword?  Show us them whipping by.  A blur of green and brown.  Empty space.


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��A little awkward, and the perfect opportunity to stop starting sentences with a pronoun.  ‘So far I hadn’t even been able to figure out what Mr. Epps…’


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Good!  I really like this; I can totally relate.  (Except my rants aren’t delusional.  ;P)  But show it a bit more!  Expand on this feeling.


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Don’t you mean twenty-eight?  ‘Good,’ ‘morning,’ ‘good,’ ‘bye.’  At least use hyphens if you want them to count as ‘good-morning’ and ‘good-bye.’


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Random much?  Show this earlier.  Or tie it in.  She searches the front seats, maybe, ignoring the seats around her that had always been empty?


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Quotes.  (Since you like apostrophes for dialogue.)


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��New sentence, please?


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��That’s a shoe, right?  First, try not to label things.  It ages righting.  Also, shouldn’t the c be capital?


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��I didn’t get the impression that it was safe or bright.


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��New paragraph.  Also, show us!  Does she look over her shoulder?  Breath heavy?  Stick to the crowded area?  Eye untrustworthy people?  And where is she?  What time is it?  You’re leaving so much unanswered.


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��See comment 8.


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Expand!  Why’s she clutch it?  What’s she listening for?  Does she count her steps?  Maybe even show it.  ‘Tap.  Tap.  Tap.’  Then when a new pair of steps comes, show it.  ‘Tap.  Tap.  Tap-clap.’  Possibly?


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��That’s obvious.  She’s freaking here.  Act normal.  Change paths.  Backtrack.


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Show us that it’s cold earlier.  I had the impression of a dark summer/spring night.


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Show us that she’s now thinking that it sounds like she is crazy.  This doesn’t come off until the next paragraph.


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Suggestion: ‘also.’


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��As a weapon?  Apparently she’s still far away.


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��These are thoughts.  Present tense, please.


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��I’d combine this sentence with the next paragraph.


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Show us!


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Italics.


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Are these thoughts?  If so, show her tell the ‘Because he’s following you’ thoughts to shove off, and have her then think this.


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Combine this with the next paragraph.


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Show us!  What’s the difference?  Does she bolt the door behind her?  Does she now feel safe?  What?


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Up the stairs?  Okay…  *Shrug*  Actually, yeah, I did have a house like that once.  Never mind.  ;P


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Her parents think she’s paranoid.  She’s going to hesitate before saying this.


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Show us!  Is the glass cool?  Does she think she sees something?  What’s it look like out there?


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Good, but expand a bit more!  What’s it’s face look like?


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��I think she would yell a bit more.  Maybe ‘Get Dad!  Call the police!  Lock the doors!  Something!’


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��‘Do something!’


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Don’t use caps, please.  Exclamation points, well-placed italics, and ‘bellowed’ get the point across.


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��What’s it feel like?


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Again with caps.


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Suggestion: Nothing.  No one.  No white face, no spidery hands.’


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Different word please?


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Haha, love it.


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Who’s speaking?


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Awkward.


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��How’s she talking?  Sarcastic?  Angry?  Serious?


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Expand!


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Caps again.  Maybe ‘I am not crazy!’ I hollered, rigid with anger and fear.  ‘I am not crazy!’


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��See comment 41.


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Expand.


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��How’d he know what she heard?


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Combine to one paragraph.





