Repercussion #2 REVIEW

Justin 

Shit. That man’s messed up. We didn’t do anything to Sarah; just urged her on. 

Nothing wrong with that, right? 

I know I don’t believe that, though. If I did, I’d be able to open this stupid envelope. 

If I keep it closed, will I last longer? Does my timer begin when I first look at the words, or the minute I picked the thing off the ground? 


So what if I never get letters? Or that there’s no return address? It could be a different letter. 

I take a chance. I run my nail under the nail, 
allow
 the paper to fall into my hands. 

It’s yellowed. Frayed. Black writing, scrawled across the front. 

The same that was on his table. 

I let it fall to my feet. “Holy shit…” 

Who does this? We just told her to run, to get away from her father and his fists
. We weren’t the ones who did anything wrong. 


My phone rings once, then is silent. It doesn’t matter – I wouldn’t have answered anyway. 

I think about going over and dialing 
Matt, but I don’t move. I don’t want to know if he’s still around. I don’t want to know if the letter is serious. 

The phone rings again – twice this time – but I still don’t move. I’m glued to the spot. 

My ball’s still at Matt’s place. I’ve never forgotten it before. Not in seven years. 

The phone rings three times. It pierces the air. I want to turn on the TV, the radio – something to fill the room with noise. Instead, I talk. I haven’t paid my TV bill anyway. 

“Man, Sarah, why’d you have to listen to us?” My feet seem to move on their own, pacing back and forth. I always seem to end up in right next to the letter. 


“If it was that bad, you wouldn’t have waited so long. You would have run sooner. No one in their right mind would put up with that shit for so many years.” 

The phone rings four times. 

My entire body is shaking, but I can’t shut up. “You got us in deep shit, Sarah. You should have just stayed.” 

Five rings this time. 

“Shit, Sarah! You’ve gotten us killed!” I kick out at my couch, missing entirely and nearly falling on my butt. 

Another six rings, and I don’t even look at the phone. I know what it’s doing. 

Seven rings. 

It’s counting down my time. When it hits ten, I’ll never hear it ring again. 


Eight rings. The rings are eating up more of the minute. They come faster and faster together. Less silence. 

The letter’s still by my feet, the words glaring up at me. ‘What will you do with them?’ Nothing. Just freak out. 

Matt didn’t do anything. He didn’t care. Just hung out, listening to his friend talk about some game. 

Nine rings. 

“Shit.” I fall to the ground, curled up in a ball. I’m Justin – I’m supposed to be strong, fearless. Anything but what I am right now. 

I tell myself no one acts the way they’d hope in the face of death, but I don’t know if I believe it. 

All I did was try to help a friend out. Now her father’s going to kill me. 

Ten rings. The final one ends, and my voice message speaks. 

“Hey, it’s Justin, man. I’m not around right now – probably playing some ball or hanging with a chick. You know what to do.” Beeeeep. 

I wait. Will there be a message? 

Yes. There has to be. This isn’t enough torture for him – he wants to drag it out. 

“Justin, Justin, Justin.” His voice is raspy, and I can hear his heavy breath between each sentence. “You handled this very poorly. At least your friend died standing tall.” 

My heart squeezes, but my only outward reaction is to squeeze my eyes shut. I’m already in a fatal position – there’s not too much more I can do to appear pathetic. Weak. 

“I’m assuming you know what this is about?” He sounds formal, as if he were planning on firing me, not murdering me. 

“You sent my Sarah away. You told her to run.” He’s way too calm about this. He’s enjoying it. 

“If I don’t get to see her again, you don’t either.” 

Shit. 


“Good-bye, Justin.” 




Sarah 

The bottle stands on the table, the only thing occupying the space. It’s just a bit of plastic to hold the pills, but it’s still deadly. 

I want to reach out, but I can’t. My hand won’t move. 

I look at the clock again. One forty-three. 

The curtains are closed, but no light strains its way into my apartment. I can only see the outline of the moon. It’s my only company tonight. It was the only witness that night. It’s good at keeping secrets. It never told anyone, never offered salvation. It just watched. 

I turn back to the bottle. It still stands there, silently. Waiting. 

I’m waiting, too. This has to be done perfectly. It’s my anniversary. Ten years since that first night. 

The clock was right in front of me, and I survived by watching it. 

It said one fifty when it started, two twenty-one when it ended. 

I won’t open the bottle until it has been exactly ten years. Until I have survived ten years of this torture. I don’t want to survive anymore than that. I can’t. 

A piece of paper lays on the ground by my feet. My eyes stare back up at me, watching me. 

Judging me? 

He’s searching for me, but all he’ll find is my body. This won’t be new to him. My soul left that first night. 

I glance at the clock again: one forty-seven. 

I lean back in my chair, crossing my arms in front of me. I wear only long sleeves – a habit I picked up all those years ago. They hide the evidence. 

One forty-nine. Almost time. 

I reach out and grasp the bottle. The contents rattle as I bring it to me. I twist the child-proof lid. I empty the contents onto the table. Thirty pills fall out. Thirty glorious, life-taking pills. 

It happens all at once. The minute hand moves, my alarm goes off. I don’t get up to turn it off. The beeps are loud, consistent, but they’re better company than the moon. They congratulate me; I’ve survived ten years. 

It’s one fifty. 

I pick up the first pill, and swallow it dry. Another follows. And another. 

He always told me to make him proud. Every single morning he’d say that. ‘Make me proud, Sarah.’ My body still stung from the beating he gave me, and his eyes were wild from the lack of sleep, but he still said it. 

The pile slowly disappears in front of me. 

I don’t think I ever made him proud. He was never satisfied. He’d tell me that every night. That I wasn’t good enough. That I was ugly. Stupid. Undeserving. 


“Are you proud now, Daddy?”
Impressions
Wow that was excellent! There wasn’t as much to comment about, as I thought this was written very well, and I felt your characters were quite realistic this time, and I loved the part with Sarah.
You showed the reader how not every story needs a happy ending, and that mad action scenes aren’t the only thing that tags along with suspense. There are still ways you can make your characters that tab more relatable. I mean, Justin is human isn’t he? Isn’t he scared – try to emphasise this other than just him swearing etc.
I enjoyed that part more than the first, and the character development, as I said before, was greatly described and there were no info dumps in there.
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	Comments

	Grammar
	9.5
	Great improvement, just that odd problem here and there.

	Interest
	9
	Same ^. I felt that because your characters were more realistic I could relate them, and was interested in what would happen to them.

	Sentence Structure
	8
	My only downside is how you repeatedly used he, it, she, I, the, etc. Work on sentence structure for a more varied approach. After those first coupe of words, I loved the general structure and I thought it was very effective.


Overall: 8.75
Tips

I reckon what I said last time still applies here, but also have a go at avoiding the typical pronoun/noun kind of form; I felt that dragged the interest down slightly. Have a got at it with verbs to start it, adverbs, adjectives etc. I would have liked a little more description here and there, but make sure not to let them overpower the fluidity.

A little note
I love your style, if a little descriptionless (it’s a perfectly good word!). Remember, the read must be able to picture what is going on, they need to be there.
Good luck,

Mark
�Tense confusion. You start with ‘does’ and then use a verb in the past participle, ‘picked’. I would change the latter to present tense, as it still fits.


�Did you mean to put that? I don’t remember there being nails on envelopes (. The repetition isn’t working for me here, try ‘flap’. ‘I run my nail under the flap’ etc.


�Should be ‘allowing’ or ‘I allow’ or ‘and allow’ etc.


�An idea to improve the pace, suspense etc, would be to use varied punctuation, i.e. parenthesis. ‘from her father – his fists.’


�This is awkward. Try ‘We weren’t in the wrong’ or ‘It wasn’t us – we didn’t do anything wrong’. The way you have the negative so far from the ‘anything’ annoys me.


�‘dialling’


�I think this is what you meant: ‘I always seem to end up right next to the letter.’


�Oooh good!


�I feel as if this is out of place here. I think something subtler would work i.e. ‘I gulp.’


�Good ending.


�Italics this time as she is remembering what someone else said.





