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 – his fists. We didn’t do anything wrong – he did. 

My phone rings once, then  remains 
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 –still I 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 [], 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 [get to] either.” 

Shit.
 

“Good-bye, Justin.” 
My major point here is description and precision. You should specify some more and give your description more detail and depth, to make it more interesting, plus showing this through the characters eyes is a good way to convey more emotion, let it kind of sneak up on the reader and all. I think this is good and I liked it better than the part about Matt, but this as well could use some sharpening. 
�This sentence sounds somewhat awkward. Try: I don’t actually believe that, though. Or something along those lines. [Could also just be me, though.] 


�These two sentences seem unclear. I don’t really get what you mean by them. 


�This sounds like ‚the same‘ is referring to the writing. Make clear that you’re talking about the letter/note.


�It’s obvious, isn’t it? 


�Just a thought.


�#1) This could be stronger. Maybe use questions? ‘’What if he’s not around anymore?’’


#2) Why doesn’t he want to know? It could possibly save his life?


�Think about this as an alternative. Less linked in my eyes it builds more tension.


�Maybe describe the ball a little closer to show what it means to him a bit more?


�Maybe describe what the ringing of the phone sounds like to create more atmosphere and scrap the ‚it‘?


�That is filling the room with noise, so maybe you want to think about saying: I decide to talk or something similar?


�Not too sure about this. Makes it a little too comic or something…


�Lovely!


�Why’s he so sure this is final? He doesn’t know what happened to Matt. Sure, he can guess, but why doesn’t he leave? Or try to contact Matt? He’s not dead yet, so why doesn’t he do anything? 


�Hmmm… I don’t know how to feel about this bit. Seriously, no idea. Maybe try to push me in the right direction somehow?


�Same here… not sure.


�Describe the actual fear more.


�Neat!


�Consider: “Is he going to leave a message?’’


�Perhaps  “... Him breathe heavily ...“


�Provoques what kind of emotions?


�This sounds like it’s referring to not being able to see Sarah again. Maybe make it the very last word?





