Hey Jen,

Sorry about the delay, but I didn’t have access to internet on my own laptop, only having limited amounts of time on the laptop of the person who’s house I’m staying at. So, I reviewed this on Saturday the 28th, and you’re only getting it now. I’ll post the review ASAP, but right now I don’t know when that will be. Hence the “sorry!” note :)

Anyway, on to the important stuff: The Review

OVERALL

I enjoyed reading the story, and really felt you created a good piece of writing with a nice choice of diction and well set-up mood, atmosphere and characters. It’s cool that you’re writing 100 short stories, sounds like fun! Of course I’ll review all 100 of ‘em once you put them on YWS ;) You have mistakes in the first half, but the second is, as far as I could see, mistake free! How did you manage to do this? XD I find it quite funny that half is perfect and half can be improved.
Reality 

027: Parents 

In my head, they’ve always been perfect. 

The stay-at-home mother, leaning down to take bread out of the oven, two dishtowels in hand ”two dishtowels in hand” do you mean she had two in one hand, or one in each hand? This isn’t clear, and actually is a bit confusing. to keep from burning. She would wear a pale pink dress that reached her knees, and her golden hair would be pulled out of her eyes with two barrettes what is this? *blame my lack of vocabulary.* it sounds odd to me because the only thing I can relate the word “barrette” to is the Dutch word “baret”, which is a type of hat. She wouldn’t be wearing two hats, though, so I’m confused here.. She would always have a warm smile on her face, lighting up the room better than any sounds odd when you say “any” sun, just say “the” sun. sun could ever hope to. 

She would read Matty bedtime stories before he went to fell correct “went to fell”  asleep, and would place a blanket over me when I fell asleep repetition of “fell” and “asleep” studying late at night. She would mend Matty’s soccer outfit without jabbing herself once with the needle. She would teach me how to bake brownies when she needed an excuse to talk to me, and would always be able to discreetly change the subject from brownies to whatever was bothering me. 

She would be the type of parent who came to every PTA PTA? Parent, Teacher…A? I don’t know what this is, so chances are that other people might not know either. Use the full word rather than the abbreviation. meeting. All of the teachers would adore her. She would participate in school fundraisers, and would volunteer to help organize more. She would watch every game Matty was in, cheering the loudest. Matty and I would pretend to be embarrassed, but she knew we weren’t really, that we just had to say we were. She would tell us how much she loved us everyday, sometimes even twice a day. 

Then there was the hardworking father: wearing a brown or blue suit, a leather briefcase grasped in his right hand. His gold wedding band would shine in the light, and his black shoes would be polished every night. He would keep his hair short, but long enough that he could run his fingers through it when he was nervous. 

He would be forced to leave for work early every morning, but he wouldn’t mind, since it would mean that he could come home sooner and spend time with us. He would sneak into my room every morning, his shoes in hand in attempt not to wake me. He would place a kiss on my forehead, then creep back out, putting his shoes on in the hall after repeating the process for Matty. 

He would return just before dinner, exclaiming how wonderful the house smelled. He would give Mom a kiss on the check cheek, telling her that she looked beautiful. Mom would blush, even though she heard it everyday. He would turn to Matty and ask how practice went. When he heard of a great score Matty made, he would pick him up and swing him around, Matty laughing excitedly in his arms. We would all sit down to our warm meal, Mom and Dad talking about their friends or politics, Matty and I happily listening in. 

I would retreat to my room after dinner, knowing that he would be there soon. Sure enough, he would knock lightly every night, loosening his tie as he entered. I would tell him that I got my first hundred in English, or that I got in a fight with my friends. He would know just when to be ecstatic, when I needed sympathy, and when I needed advice. He would ask if I needed any help in my homework. I’d always say no, and he’d smile, telling me that he had a brilliant daughter. 

In my head, they were as perfect as parents could be. I only wished that what was in my head was reality.
This is really heartbreaking. The revelation at the end makes it a really strong piece. You’ve made the parents seem so perfect, almost too perfect (but not quite :) they seem awesome) It was well-written and I really like it.

Hope the review is useful, Jen :D happy editing.

XxxDo
