Fallen (One Word: Alive)

My limbs were heavy, as though weighed down by a slab of concrete, which was 
a disturbingly odd and unfamiliar sensation. Never had I experienced anything that was within miles of this feeling. 

I would never whine about a paper cut again. 

I breathed in, shallow
, determining that I was lying on some kind of hard floor. I kept my eyes closed, my head pounding agonizingly along with my heartbeat. I couldn't imagine how much worse that feeling would get if I opened my eyes. 

Oh my god, I thought as I opened my mouth slightly and drew air deep into my lungs, attempting to verify whether there was any part of me that didn’t hurt. 

The dull throbbing sensation seemed to originate from multiple places along my legs and back, mainly, though nothing appeared completely intact. I swallowed with difficulty, my mouth dry, and moved my hand. 

Wham! 

Pain flashed up my arm, and I gasped, clenching my teeth together. 

Oh my god. 

Lying perfectly still I felt a warm tear slide down my cheek. I had never felt anything like this before. The pain was so real, so inescapable, that it scared me. I had never broken any bones, my injuries always superficial. 


This was just too much. 

What had happened? 

Why did everything hurt? 


The memory rushed back into my mind, and I opened my eyes wide, light stepping the agony up a notch. I moaned, fearful of seeing him anywhere, scanning my surroundings as well as I could while refraining from turning my head. 

My neck… I couldn’t figure out whether or not I was able to move, dreading the anticipation of another wave of white-hot agony. 

The window, his strong hands on my shoulders, pushing me backwards with tremendous force; it all came back to me, and I stared up at the cloudy sky, then moved my gaze down the tall building until I found what I was seeking. 

The broken fifth
 floor window, its soft blue curtains flapping wildly in the wind, for the first time free from their glass barrier. The apartment of Mischa’s nineteen-year-old boyfriend. 


Where is she? 

A wall of mind-numbing agony hit me, and I whimpered, noting the sticky feeling on my forehead. Was I bleeding? 


I couldn’t believe I was alive. I deemed it impossible that one could live to tell the tale of plummeting down five stories and crashing into the pavement below. 


God, I thought, I wonder how many bones I haven't broken. 

What time was it? How long had I been out here? 

I moaned in pain as I tried to lift my arm again, then, having made it to a mere several centimeters above the pavement, I settled it back down. 

‘Cathy?’ a scared and wide-eyed face appeared above mine, and I blinked several times, trying to adjust the blurry image. 

‘M-Mischa…’ I whimpered, failing to continue my sentence, unable to verbalize the many questions tumbling around in my mind. 

‘Oh my god, Cathy! You’re alive!’ 
She covered her mouth with her hands, crying, then brushed a strand of hair off my face. ‘I thought I’d lost you,’ she sobbed, her tears dripping down, mixing with my own on my damp cheek. 

‘A-Ambul…Ambulance…’ My throat was raw, and I could barely even understand my own croaking. Mischa nodded, exasperated, then turned away and, by the sound of it, rummaged through her bag. 


I breathed rapidly, feeling my chest heave, and began to turn my head
. The feeling wasn’t all too bad, though it sent pain waves through my lower back. At least my neck appeared to be somewhat undamaged. 

As I listened to Mischa’s panicked chattering over the phone, telling the 911 dispatcher to send an ambulance as soon as possible, my distraught mind noted something. She didn’t mention bringing police into it. 

‘Mischa…Cops’ I exhaled. ‘Call…Call cops’ 


She glanced down at me fleetingly, then shook her head. ‘I’m sorry, Cathy, I… I can’t. I’ll tell them it was an accident, he doesn’t… he’s… he’s not a bad person.’ 

I could tell she was under his thumb, doing as he told her to, and felt frustration rise, even more so because I was in no position to argue. Not only could I not physically speak in any proper way, the words of protest failed to even form in my head, drifting around like incoherent sentence fragments. 

I looked up at her, the normally perfect beach blond hair that encircled her face a knotted mess. It was only then that I noticed the formation of a bruise around her left eye, and the swelling of her lower lip. 

‘He… hit… he hit you?’ I managed, and watched her expression twist. She frowned deeply, more tears running down her cheeks, and gave a short nod. ‘I can’t tell the cops, Cathy, he’ll kill me.’ 


‘Wh-Why?’ I whispered, nearing the end of my ability to communicate, nausea rushing through my body. 

Mischa lifted her eyes, then froze, her frightened gaze on something that was positioned on the other side of me. I didn’t have the willpower to once again turn my head, and whimpered quietly, ‘what… Misha? What…?’ 

She didn’t reply, her stillness reminding me of the motionless and terrified rabbit I'd once seen in the brightness of our SUV's headlights. To my horror my father had been unable to swerve around it in time. 


Footsteps echoed through the narrow alley between the two tall buildings, and I felt the pavement vibrate slightly. Judging by the look on my friends’ face it was her boyfriend, Jordy. The one who had tried to kill me. 

‘She alive, Mish?’ His low voice sounded cold and uncaring, and I shut my eyes, hoping she’d not tell him that I was conscious. I wouldn’t put it past him to get rid of the evidence of his crime. 

Meaning, me. 


Gradually Mischa began to shake her head
, tears flowing freely. ‘You killed her, Jordy!’ she sobbed. I felt a foot make contact with my side, and only just suppressed a cry of pain. 

Ignore the pain, don't stir, don't scream. 


Please let him believe her. 

Please, god. 

‘Be thankful you’re still alive, bitch, now come over here and listen closely to what I tell you.’ 

I felt her leave my side with a soft, caring touch to my forehead, and then heard two pairs of footsteps distanciate. 


‘She fell through the window; it was an accident. She tripped over the coffee table, you get me? If it wasn’t for her own clumsiness she’d be alive right now! DO YOU GET ME?’ 


Even from a distance I could clearly hear the venom in his words, the hatred in his tone, and imagined his contorted expression, and most likely threateningly raised fist. 

They used to be so adorable as a couple, Mischa being one of those near-perfect girls, with good looks that gained her popularity among the older boys, and Jordy being the kind, gorgeous, funny and caring prince charming every girl dreamed of. 

Until one day Mischa arrived at my doorstep, hysterical, bruises covering her body and face. That was exactly a month ago, today. 


It only took him an hour to track her down, and he came banging 
on my family’s front door, acting worried and loving. My parents bought his every word, and left him in with us in my room. They still had no idea of the threats he hissed in my ear, the rough way in which he’d pulled Misha to her feet, nor the foul, angered words that left his beautifully shaped lips. 

As he left my room he changed again, becoming the man everyone thought he was, helping his battered girlfriend down the stairs, swearing he’d make the attacker pay for what he did. 

A stinging smack echoed around, and Mischa wailed, interrupting my thoughts violently. I assumed that he’d struck her. Badly. 


She mumbled something I couldn’t understand, but despite being inaudible I knew she was agreeing with him. 

After witnessing your boyfriend throw someone out a fifth story window for no lucid reason, you’d have to be edging on suicidal to argue with him. 
Sirens approached, and relief flooded my entire system. 

I heard him raise his voice, and the sound of another sharp slap filled my ears. I closed my eyes more tightly, unable to stand the fact that she was being abused while I lay here, incapable of helping her, incapable of helping me
. 

'Go upstairs, NOW
!' he hollered, and once again she let out a sound of fear and pain. 

The sirens came closer and closer, and I prayed they'd get here before he hurt her bad. They would be able to see the bruises? Right? 
They'd notice, they'd help her, they'd stop him. 

'She better be dead, bitch,' 
were the last menacing words I heard before the door of the apartment block slammed shut. 

The paramedics would determine I wasn’t gone, but by then there would be nothing more Jordy could do to me. When I wake up, I thought, slipping into the darkness of unconsciousness, I'll tell them what you did, Jordy, and I'll take Mischa from your filthy hands.

Pretty good, but unrealistic.  (I told you why in my comments.)

Give them all reasons.  No one acts this way for no reason.  Why’s Cathy acting this way?  Show it.  Why’s Mish acting so weak?  Show it.  Why’s Jordy such a loser?  Show it.

Power, control, weakness – they’re all factors you need to consider.

Also, go back through, and count your commas.  Whenever you have three/four or more, split up the sentence.

Also, use more description.  You really need it in this piece.
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�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��They come anyway.  My brother got stung by a bee once (they weren’t sure if he was allergic,) and they sent the cops, ambulance, and fire truck.  I’m not sure about the fire truck and ambulance, but the cops always come out.


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��She’s still on the phone.  If they heard that, they’d do something, guaranteed.
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