Repercussion REVIEW
Introduction 

“Honey, you can’t do this.” 


The man ignores her, folding the aged
 paper gently in his hands. He folds it one way, then the other, his motions slow and precise. 

“It’s murder.” The paper rips as he pulls the two halves apart. His lips are pursed. 

“Honey!” She’s frantic now, but he doesn’t look up, he doesn’t acknowledge her
. He picks up a pen.

“You are killing two innocent boys.” The words come out slowly as she struggles to make him understand. 


as her heart beats, and she sees defeat looming in the distance, struggling to make him understand.
There’s a click as a black nub appears at the tip of the pen, gleaming with ink. He lowers it to the paper and begins to write the message. It’s replayed in his mind so many times that the words come naturally. 


“They’re not innocent.” He speaks

, but he does not look up. His hand glides across the paper flawlessly, and he acts as if she weren’t there
. “They took away our Sarah.”
 


She lets out a whimper at the name. “No, honey, they didn’t. She left on her own accord.” 

He smiles, a crooked half smile that brings 
fear to her heart. “She would never leave without their urging.” 

He looks down at the words he has written. It’s repeated twice – once on each half of the paper. 


You have ten minutes to live. 

Six hundred seconds. 

What will you do with them? 


Matthew 

The paper’s right there. Laying
 on the table. Mocking me. 

I tell myself that it’s just a joke. Some kid from school was being a moron and stuck this in my mailbox. It can’t be real. But I know it is. 

“Matt?” The voice comes from the hall. I don’t answer. I just stare at the paper. 

“Matt! Are you in there, man
?” 

The doorknob twists, but he can’t open it. My lock shields me from him. 

He stops struggling with the door, but he doesn’t leave. “Matt, come on. Let me in, man.” His voice is softer now. I can picture him out there. Leaning against the door, his baseball clutched in one hand – the dork never went 
anywhere without it. 

“Fine, man.” His voice sounds irritated, and I know he’s rolling his eyes. “I’ll just go, 
then.” 

I glance at the letter but don’t move to hide it. “Wait.” I stand and walk to the door, my steps echoing in the bare apartment. I open the door. 

He’s still there – he wouldn’t have left. 

“Took you long enough, man.” He walks past me, leaving me in the doorway. He sits on my couch. His feet go up on my coffee table, and mud stains the light wood. 

“So, what’s up, man?” he asks. 

“Nothing,” I lie. I look over at the paper. “Nothing.” 

“Cool.” He tosses his ball from hand to hand, whipping it side to side. 

“You going to stand there all night?” he finally asks, looking up at me. I step into my apartment and close the door behind me, the lock clicking into place as I press my thumb against it. 

Am I keeping out death
, or locking it in?

Am I barring out death, or trap it in? 


“I just had a crazy-ass game, man.” 

Was it just coincidence that he came right when the letter said I would die? Would he be my killer? 


No. He wouldn’t. 

“You win?” I already know the answer, but he expects me to ask anyway. 

He grins, tossing the ball up with a twist. He catches it. 

“Hell yeah. Seven to zip. We left ’em crying, man.” 

I nod and look at the paper again. 

How will the sender know when it’s been ten minutes? Is he watching me? Was he waiting for me to open the letter? How much time do I have left? 


I glance at the clock, but I have no idea when I opened the letter. My eyes fall back on the little paper – the one that’s caused my insanity – rather than stay on the clock that’s slowly eating away my minutes. My life. 

“Matt!” 

I jump. “Yeah?” 

“What’s up with you, man?” His eyes follow mine. “What’s that?” 

He’s stopped throwing the ball now. He stands up and goes for the letter. I let him. 

Did he get one, too? Is this how he wanted to spend his last ten minutes – bragging about some game to me? 


‘Cause it sure as hell wasn’t how I wanted to spend mine. 


He reaches across the table and picks up a piece of paper. On the front, there’s a picture of Sarah, her beautiful blue eyes – they’re gray in the picture – staring up at the reader. Underneath is a physical description of her, and a cash reward for anyone who has any information on her whereabouts. 

He picked up the wrong paper. 

“Shit, that’s a lot of money!” 
he says, skimming over the words. “Her father’s pretty messed up right now, huh, man
?” I shrug. “It’s not like we could have done anything, man. She wanted to run, so she did.” 

His explanation is just as much for him as it is for me. Neither of us believes him. 

He tosses the paper back on my table, and it joins the pile of junk. It blends in among the other clean white papers. 

The yellowed
 one sticks out. It catches his eyes and he picks it up, skimming the words. His face falls as he reads. “Shit, man.” 

He sinks down onto the chair I was in before he arrived. He holds the paper – the flimsy little piece of paper – in front of him. 

I stand just feet from the door. 

“Guess he got really mad, huh, man?” 


I shrug. I guess he didn’t get one. 

At least not yet. 

“You think it’s from him, then?” 
He looks up at me. His eyes have suddenly become dead. 

His ball still sits on the couch, forgotten. Unmoving. 


“Who else would it be?” 

He nods. “Shit.” That’s all he can do. That’s all he ever does. Swear. 

He’s whispering now. “How long’s it been?” 

“I don’t know. Almost ten minutes.” 

He stands, the wooden chair creaking as he shoves it back. “We’re in deep shit, man.” 

“We?” 

He nods. The paper is still in his hands. “I was there, too, man. Remember?” 

I remember. How could I not? “Yeah.” 

He drops the paper, and it falls to his feet. “If he’s after you, he’ll be after me, too
.” He doesn’t seem aware that I’m there anymore 
– he’s just thinking out loud. “I’ve got to go…” He walks past me, his shoulder brushing against mine in the tight space, and his hand closes around the doorknob. 

“It’s just a joke,” I say. He freezes. 

“You wrote it?” His voice is pleading. 

I shake my head, then remember that he’s facing the other way. “No, but her dad won’t do anything. We didn’t do anything wrong.” 

The room’s so quiet I can hear the knob jiggling beneath his shaking hand. “Whatever, man. I’m outta here. Hope you make it longer than ten minutes.” 

He doesn’t look back at me, and I don’t watch him leave. My eyes are locked on the couch. 

He opens the door and walks out. A warm breeze reaches me – I always keep my room too cold. 

The door hangs open behind me, but I don’t turn to close it. I can’t take my eyes off the couch. 

His ball is still on it. 

“You didn’t spend your ten minutes very constructively, now did you, Matthew?” 

I don’t turn, and I don’t jump. I’ve been expecting this. My ten minutes were dying fast. 

A bullet is clicked into place, and the gun is pointed. I can see what’s happening in my head. Sarah’s father, his face wild, unshaved. His arm shaking in the air. His eyes glued on my back, waiting to put a bullet in it. 


“Do you know what I’m going to do, Matthew?” 

I answer, because it’s the only thing I can do. “Kill me.” 

He chuckles, and he seems human for a moment. But only for a moment. “Correct.” 

How much time do I have left? Two minutes? 

Two seconds? 

“Is there any way you can escape this death, Matthew?” 

I know what he wants to hear, so I say it. I always do. “No.” 

He chuckles again. “You know, if you’d only been this reasonable when she came to you that night, I may not have this gun in my hands right now.” 

My eyes are still on the ball. It’s disgusting, really. It was the first ball he ever got a home run on. Seven years ago. 

“Do you know that, Matthew? Do you know that you could have easily saved yourself?” 

The ball has seen more than I ever will. It gets the thrill of rushing through air, through space, at a hundred miles an hour. 


“Yes.” 

The man steps closer, until I can feel his breath on my neck. The metal of the gun is cold even through my shirt. “If you’d told her to go home, you’d live to see another sunrise.” 

Even if I’d told her to go home, I’d never get to fly through the air at a hundred miles an hour. 

“But you didn’t.” 

I’ll never feel that thrill; I’ll never feel like my entire body is being ripped from me, leaving only my soul. Leaving only sheer happiness. Bliss. 

“What did you do, Matthew? What did you tell my Sarah?” The gun digs into my back. 

I’m weak, so I answer. “I told her to run.” 

The man’s breathing is heavier now. It matches the second hand on the clock. “Yes, Matthew. You told her to run – away from me. You took away my Sarah.” 

He pauses. He’s waiting for me to cry, to ask him to stop. To beg for mercy. 

I give him nothing. 

“Now I’ll take away you.” He rams the head of the gun deeper into my spine. 

I hear him pull the trigger. I feel the bullet blast into me, a sharp pain in my back, my body go numb. 

My eyes are still on the ball. It has had so many adventures I’ll never be able to experience. 

I fall to my knees, and it disappears from my view, leaving only the letter. 

The letter. The thing that started this all. 

Or was it the phone call? 

Or Sarah’s first beating? 

Or before all of that, millions of years ago? 

When’s it all start? 


I don’t have time to think about it. The letter fades from my vision, and I close my eyes. 


Impressions
I really enjoyed that! Honestly, I thought the bit with the letter at the start was very intriguing and the confusion waxed in my mind, but this all added to great idea you had going on, and left me in mystery as to what was going on. Originally, I thought maybe your MC was a super bad guy, but as you built up the character development I began to see otherwise. Something like that is so hard to achieve in what… 1500 words? Really, whatever I didn’t comment on, I thought was great, and saw no obvious errors.
At the start, I thought I would be critiquing for hours, but I was being very picky, and to be honest, there are no major problems I had with this. I loved your general sentence fluidity, and the great paragraphs where Matthew just recapped through his life, regretting.

BUT
What I would say, is that I found in some parts, the ending especially, a bit slow. A simple way to counteract this would be just make a few more, short, snappy sentences. Actions here, may not speak louder than words because Matthew isn’t scared, he isn’t panting and so it may not fit. Try adding a bit of anxiety though, as, he is human, and is about to die, no matter how brave he is. On the same note, I did feel this wasn’t very realistic, or at least, the MC. I felt… he was too emotionless, even through shot you may be sweating or have bone white skin etc.
With the other guy, we at least need a name. I don’t think we can really relate to him without some informality, and the old pure pronoun is a little tiresome. Of course, I know who you are talking about, but there are two 3rd person males this scene. He seemed a little dull. i.e. 
“Whatever, man. I’m outta here. Hope you make it longer than ten minutes.”
This is very bland here. Yes, he is scared, which you have shown us through actions, but how about what he says? I know he is trying to be calm, but maybe he has a quivering voice, or he stumbles down the stairs. The last sentence is a bit grave isn’t it? I would have thought he would be more frightened for himself, or ask Matthew to come with him, foe even if he was afraid of what could happen, they are friends.
Finally, I think the other guy needs to call Matthew by his name, since without the title, we don’t find out who he is ‘til the confrontation with man.
Here is a short summary:
	
	x/10
	Comments

	Grammar
	9
	Almost perfect, just a few controversial troubles.

	Interest
	7
	I don’t know if this is just preference, but I felt that although a lot of development was underway and unravelling before my eyes, I couldn’t really feel any true suspense here. I didn’t feel for your character, because although you made it clear he thought he deserved it, when the bullet hit him, would he have had time to think all that? Hence my suggestion. The rest of it was very good, as I felt the great dialogue paid off and I saw that a fast-paced, action scene really wasn’t necessary.

	Sentence Structure
	8
	Great really, and some super ideas. I don’t give out tens, sorry (, as there is always something to improve on. Here, just changing a few picky sentences might build up a stronger effect.


Overall: 8/10 (clean a few things up and you will be flying)
Tips
Vocab!

I just felt that you need some more interesting words here. Of course, many writers would argue that as long as you have good sentences structures, good vocab is irrelevant. Think of it like this: you have a brilliantly made dress, but it looks so boring you pass it by. I can’t give you a long detailed walkthrough to building up vocab, since you aren’t bad yourself and I am no great one to talk. However, read a few Victorian books, i.e. The Strange Case of Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde. This may just help you see how different words will have different impacts, so all I can say is read, unfortunately, until it comes naturally. What you DON’T want to do, is just find a synonym for every other word. This rarely works and makes writing look cheap.
I felt you were fine elsewhere, homophones, sentences, dialogue, grammar etc.
A little note
Great work here! I am off to read the second part! It may take a while for the crit, since I am a little tired (.
Good luck,

Mark

�Good start here.


�I’m not sure you need this, it doesn’t seem to fit, try something like crumpled or torn or something.


�What would be more powerful would be to use some grammatical parallelism and add in a ‘he’ to emphasise the ignorance here etc.


� Dialogue here may not be the best solution, since you already have a good flow. Just a simple few words to explain aside from dialogue why she cannot convince him, and her reaction would suffice here, I have put in an example below.


�Well written. A crit isn’t just about mistakes, I would like to point out that this is written very well and I can see how weak ‘she’ is feeling at the moment and powerless. Bravo!


�Lowercase ‘h’ when dialogue is used. If you were not using this as the way he speaks, ignore it.


�Remember to use comma instead of period also.


�Change in tense here, remember to stay in present. Should be ‘she isn’t’.


�Lovely, grabs the attention of the reader here.


�If you want to go for the repetition effect, I suggest you add a comma after ‘crooked’. This slows down the pace and draws the reader in, which is what you need on a very intriguing part here.


�Colon, not period.


�Excellent ending, very powerful.


�Lying? I believe laying is the actual action of arranging something.


�I think the comma just slows down the pace, get rid of it.


�Change in tense, ‘goes’ you want.


�Same as before, annoying comma (


�This annoys me, I think it brings the pace down too much. Firstly, put this into italics, it will add to the effect. Next, rephrase it. I have put an example below. Good idea for the line, just very inactive and slow, where the reader could be being drawn in.


�See, just one word change to a more active verb.


�Italics, since the guy doesn’t know the answer to the question, and so is thinking.


�Italics.


�Italics.


�Excellent.


�I reckon here you need to mention how much the cash reward is, since your MC is paying the minimal attention and it will tell us about your character if you give the price.


�A bit predictable, and slows down pace.


�I think just ‘yellow’ will suffice.


�Take away the last two words. They have been said many times, and as I have said before slows it down. Here though, fewer words will add to the shock of the character, he would be a bit more surprised than ‘You’re goanna die? That’s surprising, huh?’ See what I mean?


�He obviously does, as seen in the prior dialogue. I would recommend altering the first one, to say something a bit less, yet explanatory. i.e. ‘Who… oh my God man!’ Or of similar ideas.


�I love the idea here, it really emphasises the idea of shock etc, but… I had to reread that to make sure I hadn’t read wrong. It sounds a bit weird, if you get what I mean.


�


Unnecessary, the fewer words getting across the same point when the reader should be concerned gives a greater impact.


�I am not sure what you mean. Perhaps ‘He doesn’t seem aware that I’m not there anymore?’ That makes sense and makes it look the character is very confused and in his thinking, not paying attention etc.


�Join these two sentences together, as the first is a little lost. That, or just delete it, since it isn’t vital to the rest of the description.


�Excellent. I loved this bit.


�I would recommend putting this before he is shot. Then, there is a more real effect and I would suggest to build the tension you are trying to achieve, adding all the meaningful details before he is shot will show that all his thought is just destroyed so easily.


�But he did think about it. Aside from that, a very effective ending here, well done!





