Chapter 1 (Working Title: Stares) 

Eric always found a bizarre sort of symbolism in standing at the bottom of stairs
. 

A moving up of sorts. He could remember old movie scenes of people coming up to the top of a staircase, their head poking in from the bottom of the screen, moving up to fill the entire window until their feet finally found the landing and the camera panned up to see a look on their face. 

Eric never knew how to describe the look. 

Infinite, he supposed. 

But he didn’t feel infinite, as he started slowly
 up the stairs, his own head emerging on the bottom of someone’s movie screen. He felt angry, and scared. The only thing keeping him from turning and bolting back down the stairs – twelve of them, he counted each one with a nervous compulsion
 – was exactly what he’d come to stop doing. 

Denial. 

I’m only here because Tracy told 
me to come, he reminded himself over and over again as he followed the curve of the stark white hallway, careful not to meet the stares of anyone he passed. There were all types in the quaint facility – it wasn’t just for alcoholics. Crack addicts, heroin addicts, anorexics, bulimics, prescription drug addicts. Everything under the sun. Most of it didn’t make sense to Eric. 

Just one month, and then Tracy will leave me alone, and I can go back to life the way it was. 

The doctor or nurse or secretary or whatever she was stopped and turned to face Eric. He didn’t want to look at her. She was a cold woman with a conservative dark blue suit and horn-rimmed classes. 

A walking cliché, Eric thought
. 

“This will be your room while you’re here, Mr. MacAllister,” she said in a curt voice, pointing to an open door to her right. Eric took a step forward and glanced around the threshold. There were three beds, one of which was occupied, one of which was unmade. The third was freshly done up with stiff white sheets and a fluffy-looking pillow. A lonely nightstand stood by it like a sentry. The tiny curtains on the tiny window were pulled back to reveal the upper branches of a tree and a slice of blue sky. 

The occupied bed boasted a sleeping form, a man of about forty if Eric had to guess,
 curled on his side in a fetal position. Eric watched his torso expand and contract with each breath. 

The walking cliché next to him was still talking, but Eric didn’t hear a thing. His attention was focused on the sleeping form. Somehow, this man he had never met but would be sharing a room with jarred Eric’s senses. 

Just one month… I’m only here because Tracy forced me into it. 

But was he really? 

The walking cliché 
had stopped talking and was staring at him with a raised eyebrow. He felt a million miles away, which of course is impossible because the Earth is only about 25,000 miles in circumference. 

“Well, your roommates will coach you on the rest
,” she said after an awkward pause. “I suggest you get to know them, and get to know them well. Your first group meeting is tomorrow morning.” 

She walked away, leaving Eric staring dumbly into the stark white room he was to call home for twenty-eight days. He took a tentative step over the threshold, listening to the echo of his trainer colliding with the ground. A curt snap. Another sound he’d always felt had some sort of deeper meaning – a sense of purpose, maybe. 

There was no purpose as he teetered over to the vacant bed and placed his knapsack on top of it. He shuffled a bit, looking around. There was no colour, no life to the walls. No sign that the room was meant for human occupation at all. 




Razor,


Razor, is there any way that I could not like this? Well… um… for the first time, I think the answer is ‘yes’. I’m very sad to say that I really didn’t enjoy this as much as I thought I would. In fact, I really liked the old WoaS better. The beginning, anyway. It’s a lot easier to get into a story where something is happening quickly. Like the therapist part. 


But I won’t condemn you just yet. ;)


As for the actual writing itself: I feel that this is really clogged up. Sometimes, authors try to write something that they think is really good by using way too much description and not enough action. I (personally, and you probably know) like raw things. Things without all of the mushy-gushy detail that makes this hard to read. This is just my personal opinion on this matter, though. 


As I say in the attachment below, the walking cliché is funny at first, but then you continue to call her that, and it gets really annoying. So I would suggest finding her a name or something. Maybe she has a nametag, or maybe one of the clients says her name. It’s better than repeating the walking cliché over and over. ( The walking cliché really… isn’t very good. I mean very well fleshed out. You know what I mean. Right now (you’ve probably heard/written this a million times) she is 2D. A stick figure. She’s boring, flat, and unresponsive. Yes, that is her character, but her dialog could really bring more out. She starts one of her sentences with, “Well,” and that makes her seem very unprofessional. Even if she wasn’t interested in the job, she would at least have said something semi-smart. I dunno. Am I getting too nit-picky here? I’m trying furiously trying to find something to critique! Your writing is just way too good!


Anyway. This was very good, but I really liked the other one better. But please, continue writing this one. Don’t let one opinion get you down.


-Jared

�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Heh. Awesome opening line. But… if I were you, (which I am, by the way) I would edit this, “Eric always found it to be a bizarre sort of symbolism to stand at the bottom of stairs.” I dunno. It looks better that way? Easier to read?


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Eh… change those two words around. “slowly started”


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Excellent, excellent, excellent!


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Told is an ugly word, and Razor can do better than that. 


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Italicize this!


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��*giggle giggle snort snort*





�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��I would put these in the dreaded parentheses.


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��This is getting a little old.


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��The rest of what?





