
Chapter One

**Just to let you know, all of my corrections are in red.

“She’s dead, Clark. I accept that,” At 26, Carson Layne’s black hair had no sign of gray, but his eyes were so much older than is face. They were haunted, deep green orbs that had already seen more than anyone should.

“You had a chance, Car. You had a chance to save Becky, and no matter what you say, I know you considered taking it.” Clark Fisher stared back at his friend, trying, as he had for years, to decipher the other man’s cryptically blank expression. 

“It wasn’t worth the lives,” Carson snapped. “I’ll deal.” Then, quieter, “I always have, you can’t deny that.”

“But she was the only one who was more than a face to you,” Clark broke away from Carson’s soul-splitting gaze. “And you can’t deny that.”

“No I can’t. But one life is not worth five. And she would agree.” 

“Not if she was the one alive and you were dead.”

“Stop it, Clark. You can’t understand,” Carson trudged out the missing wall of the building where the pair had been investigating a possible drug cartel. Beyond that lay his city, and the grimy, ash-darkened row of stores that was Waller Street, once the most upscale lane of shops in New Haven, Connecticut. Now it was just a slum. A stinking, smoking, slum.

Carson kicked a stone that lay by his foot. It skittered across the broken asphalt and stopped by the shoulder of a sleeping drunk. Beyond the street’s façade, the sun sank into the ground, casting shadows over the street. The orange-reddish tint of the sky reminded most people of autumn leaves. It looked to Carson like the fire from an exploded gas tank. He’d seen enough of them to know the color. Twilight approached, harbinger of night.

Becky’s favorite time, he thought, remembering the summer evening just a month before when they’d met under an old oak in the city’s park at midnight, exactly. Remembering how they’d drawn so close, the stars acting as a magnet, pulling them closer. Remembering how, barely more than a week later, he’d seen her in a coffin. Becky… A tear came dangerously close to slipping out of his eye.

Impatiently he brushed it away, pulling himself together. He was Carson Layne, of New Haven P.D. He was invulnerable. It was his fault he’d gotten hurt. He should know enough to not let himself get close. I think here you mean “close to anyone” right?? If you do, you need to make that more clear. This sentence kind of left us hanging…close to what?? There was no room for weakness or grief in his job. You got on with your life, and used your anger to fight the criminals that took away your life, your love. 

Shadows fell over the street. So quiet… so desperately, achingly quiet.  This part of New Haven was always silent. Once you passed 45th street a tense hush swept over the sidewalks and buildings, waiting for the next police raid, the next siren, the next calamity. There weren’t any people here. It was strictly a neighborhood of bars and hidden rooms where secret deals were made and broken.

Be nice to get drunk, Carson looked at the faded neon signs that lit the space before him. Be nice to forget, just for a while.
He couldn’t, and not just because he hated alcohol. What if the stuff made him forget even a little of her? Even if it was just the way those crystal earrings of hers twinkled in sync with her eyes as they hit the light, even if it was just the way she’d tried to made Indian cuisine that one night and ended up burning it, even those things, so small, he could not put in jeopardy. So far, I can tell that this Becky was important to Carson. But…if they only knew each other a week??…I don’t know but it kind of sounds unrealistic to me. I would make the time they knew each other longer. Just to make it more meaningful.

Neon lights flickered, lighting the sidewalk before him. A cool, misty breeze swept through the street. This night was so like the first one, months ago. So like the one he’d met her on.

The memories returned, unbidden. 

--OVERALL REVIEW

This was a good start. You got me interesting in where your characters are going, what they are feeling. I really can’t say much about the plot or anything else, really, except that I am on to the next chapter! 

Chapter Two


It had started at three A.M. one morning, in the New Haven 7-11; twenty minutes after Carson e had gotten off the night patrol shift. A blond haired woman was ahead of him in the nonexistent line, trying to pay for a three-dollar coffee with a fifty. 

Okay, before I continuing reading, I don’t think your flashbacks need to be in italics. Since you started a new chapter, we already know that Carson is reliving some of his memories. It would be different if you were having a flashback while in the same chapter, then they would be needed, but since you started a new one, I don’t think the italics are need…but that’s just my opinion…


“I’m sorry, ma’am, we only have twenty dollars change after midnight,” the tired teenage girl behind the counter sighed. 


“I have got to have a smaller bill somewhere!” The woman Carson would soon know as Becky rooted through her purse.


“Here,” he handed the cashier a ten, paying for the woman’s coffee and his breakfast, a cinnamon-sugar donut. 


“Thanks. I’m Rebecca Hareing,” period instead of a comma after “Hareing”. She was pretty, and about Carson’s age, 26. “You hear all those jokes about writers being scatterbrained; I guess they’re true.” She laughed.


“Is that what you do?” He took his donut from the girl. 


“Kind of. That’s what I do officially, but there’s no money in freelancing. I’ve probably held every odd job on the planet.” She tucked a strip of her honey hair behind a pale ear.


“Really,” Somehow he was drawn to her, this stranger in the light-blue windbreaker. He saw her look him up and down, silently appraising the man in the dark jacket with hair that certain shade of luminous black that you simply couldn’t get from a dye. It was the kind of black that people without a single poetic bone in their body inexplicably called “onyx” or “raven”. 


“Which way are you heading?” she asked, smiling slightly.


It ended up that they lived only a block and a half apart, in twin apartment complexes. He walked her to her door, and then walked back to his building. When he got into his room and tossed off his jacket a slip of paper flutter out, ripped from a coffee label. It read:

2o3-457-6879  





~Becky Hareing


Carson smiled, despite himself. 

Cute! Sorry but I just had to mention that the phone number in the coffee wrapper was simply adorable!


He did call her. After two days of hesitation and procrastinating, he picked up the phone and dialed her number.  At first, Carson wanted an answering machine. After all, they were just two random people who had happened to be at the same 7-11 at the same wee hour of the morning. Would she even remember him?


Then, This is crazy. She gave me her number, didn’t she?


“Ello?” Her voice… he thought, then, How do I know that? He was not one to get sentimental over a woman.  He’d never been. He’d never had a chance to be. 


“Hi, it’s Car-“ Breathe… “Oh, I don’t think I ever told you my name.”


“The cop from  the 7-11,”  


He realized her voice had been muffled before, like she’d taken a pencil from her teeth. Wait a second. “How’d you know I was a cop?”


“You had your badge on. So your name…”


“Carson Layne,” He stopped. Years ago he’d promised himself he’d never get close to anyone. He’d seen what it had done to his father. But he barely knew this woman, as friendly as she may be.. 


Right?


“Carson Layne…” he could hear her rolling the words on her tongue like fine wine. Good comparison, the wine thing! “Well, Mr. Carson Layne, midnight at the Artesian Café on 6th street. I’m curious.”


“What?” he started, but the line was dead. I’m curious. Well, so was he.

“No night shift tonight, huh, Car? I thought you always took that slot,” Sgt. Clark Fisher looked over at his patrol partner of six years.  “Meeting someone? I’ve been trying to set you up forever.” He ran a hand through his dark blond hair.


“No. Drive.”  Carson, in the passenger seat, looked out the window for trouble. Literally. None showed. In these neighborhoods, the rundown streets of moldy houses, less-than-lawful residents had memorized what the P.D.’s unmarked cars looked like. It only made his job that much more difficult. “And would you please stop calling me “Car”.”


“Patrol si-sksh-x.  Please pick up the radio.”


“What is it, Mary?” Press enter here, since Mary starts talking. Mary Welling, the station’s communicator sighed from the speaker. “Hold-up.  At a dollar store of all places. Just goes to show you how crazy this city is. But it doesn’t seem like the guy’s all that sane either. Has a knife.  The corner of 9th and Main. Just go take care of the situation so I can have my coffee break.” Click. Carson set the radio back in its holder. Sometimes it bugged him how lightly the others on the force took their duties.

“You heard her. The corner of 9th and Main.”


“Already on it,” Clark spun the wheel, sending the Car small “c” on “car”…unless this vehicle is important to the story…then keep it, I guess. screeching around a tight bend. The dollar store was only a few blocks away, slightly nicer-looking than the decrepit buildings around it.


“Mooommmy!”  A little girl was being held by a burly man with duct tape around his face. 


“Gimme the cash,” he growled to the frightened young woman behind the counter just a “as” instead of “a” here Carson and Clark burst through the door. 


“Hands above your head. Drop the weapon.”  Clark held a handgun up and aimed it at the masked bandit. “We are the New Haven P.D.”


The man cocked his head. “I can slit her throat before you can shoot me,” period instead of a comma after “me” and a capital “h” on “he” he tugged the girl closer. “Do you want to risk it? Give me the money and I’ll leave.”


The child’s mother burst into tears. “P-p-please! Oh, oh please don’t!” Clark hesitated, tipping the gun a bit to the side. 


You only have so much time. Carson leapt over a folding chair in the middle of the aisle, past a couple cowered behind a rack of gum and candy, grabbed the hand of the assailant that held the knife, and twisted it towards the ceiling.


“Ungh!” That man  let go of the blade, and almost  the girl, but remembered just in time that she was his only leverage. “I still have the kid,” he snarled, shoving his elbow in the general direction of Carson’s jaw.


Thought I would have broken that wrist. I’m out of practice dealing with lunatics. This guy is just psycho enough to not give up. He ducked the blow, using his left ankle to swipe the man’s legs out from under him, pulling the girl away at the same time and tossing her through the air to her mother. 


The bandit wasn’t finished. He tried to get to his feet, but Carson grabbed a plastic-wrapped hammer from a shelf and smacked it against the criminal’s head, just hard enough to knock him out.


Clark came up with a pair of shiny handcuffs and clapped them around limp wrists. “You could have left me something to do. I could have gotten him.”


“We only had so much time. I got there quicker.” Carson pulled the unconscious duct-taped man to the patrol car and threw him unceremoniously in the back seat. 


“You take this too seriously. Every guy with a knife is not a reason to freak out.” Clark started the car.


“Freak out? If you mean saving that little girl’s life, then yes, I suppose I freaked out,” Carson snapped. “Not only her life, but what do you think would have happened to the mother if her daughter had been murdered?”


“Well, obviously she’d be grieving but-“


“But nothing. What if she couldn’t get over it? What if she jumped off a bridge?! Then we would be responsible for her death, too.”


“Car, just because your father-,” Clark began.


“Leave my father out of it,” Carson snarled. “He has nothing to do with this. It’s simply our duty to protect people’s lives; unless you’ve forgotten that? And its Carson, not Car.”


There was an icy silence on the ride back to the station.

--OVERALL REVIEW

Oooo, tense moment for Carson and Clark. I can’t help but FEEL for Clark. I don’t know what it is about him (because you don’t really get into detail about him in this chapter) but I got really mad when Carson was beating up on him. It was like “Just leave him alone!” And I think that’s a good thing because you have your readers feeling for your characters. 

Another thing I want to point out is your use of description…kind of lacking, to say the least. I want to picture what Clark and Carson look like. What their surroundings look like. Stuff like that. 

Other than that, on to Chapter Three! 

Chapter Three


“Just say it,” Clark came up behind him, reached out to touch his shoulder, then thought better of it. 

“Say what?” Carson’s voice was gruff, despite his attempts to act normal.

“Her name, anything. Car, you won’t even say her name.” 

“It’s Carson, always Carson.” 

He turned away, towards their patrol car. The night air was getting a chill edge to it that sliced through his thin cotton shirt. 

“It’ll be okay, Carson,” Clark stood in front of his friend. “Eventually it will be.”

Carson stopped. Those words hit him like bullets. He thinks it will be okay? “Do you know,” he spat, “How many times those words have been said to me? My mother, my brother, a-and n-now…” His voice caught on the last words.  No. You are strong.
Clark was frozen, unsure of what to say, if his words would set Carson off or shut him down again.

 “You did what you had to,” What else could he say? There was no taking back Carson’s choice, as horrible as it was.

“Yes,” Carson snapped, “What I had to.” Then he stood and opened the front door of the patrol car, slammed the door behind him, jammed the key in the ignition and turned it harder than was necessary. 

Clark reopened the door. “You’re driving?”

“Yes. Get in.”

“No driving off the bridge,” Clark said, only half-joking. 

Carson’s eyes shot daggers at him. “I am not my father,” he growled, slamming his foot down a bit too harshly on the gas pedal. The car leapt forward, careening down the street.

“Even the Chief’s said something.” Clark said carefully. “You’re not the same, Carson.”

“You expect me to be?” Carson said through grit teeth. “That’s a bit of a stretch, even for you.”

“No,” Clark winced, waiting for Carson to yell, or hit the brakes, something. Instead his eyes didn’t stray from the road, didn’t even glance at his patrol partner. “But Carson, can’t you just talk to me?”

“As I recall, conversation is a form of talking. Unless we are miraculously communicating via telepathy right now, I am talking.” Carson’s patience was beginning to wear thin, a note of irritation creeping into his voice.

Clark heard it, too, opening his mouth to say something, then shutting it again. What was the use? There was so much he could say, but Carson would have to listen for it to be of any value. 

He hadn’t only been talking about the present when he’d told him not to go off a bridge. Carson’s eyes had an odd gleam to them now, an almost manic carelessness that showed up whenever they were faced with bullets, heavy falling objects, or knife-waving lunatics. 

No, Carson wasn’t a jumper. But if someone had the right shot, if events played out, then he might not get out of the way.

If that happened, Clark thought, looking at the other man, would you want me to stop you, or would you rather let go? Could I let you choose the latter? The question sent a shiver down his spine.

“Jonathan’s worried, too,” Clark tried one more time. “The kid looks up to you, you know.”

“If he does he has a lot to learn about choosing role models,” period instead of a comma here after “models” Carson took one hand off the wheel to adjust the rear view mirror, showing  at least enough sense of self-preservation to slow down a bit.

The car turned on to 6th street. There, three windows in, was the Artesian Café, its glass front darkened. 

Carson had a sudden urge to go there that night, to order on of Ellie’s Vanillas and watch as Thomas the poet tried to unravel the mysteries of the universe.  He could almost picture it. The piano music, the grind of ice and whirr of the coffee machine, the nutty, chocolate-y smell of café lattes. The room where he and Becky had spent so much time. 

But it wouldn’t be the same without her. Without her laughter, that sounded like bells; without her yelling to Ellie behind the counter; without her smiling that smile of hers that could light up New York in an instant.  

Maybe they’d wonder where she was, but be too polite to ask. Or maybe some would know. Would see the pain and bitter anger that he knew showed on his face no matter how much he tried to control it and connect that look to a newspaper article about a dead woman. I think there should be a question mark instead of a period after “woman” but I’m not sure. I guess that’s up to you. 

He couldn’t walk through those doors. Not without remembering the first time he’d met her there. 

--OVERALL REVIEW

I don’t know but this story is getting more and more personal, it seems. You are really just jumping right into Carson’s emotional train reck that is his life. And you are really yanking the reader in with you. So I give you props for that. 

However, I would love to see more emotional stuff from Carson. I want to know what makes him “tick”, so to speak, what drives him, stuff like that. I’m not sure I really know him yet. And yet, I feel kind of attatched to Clark…which is odd, since he is only mentioned a few times. I don’t know, play up the emotional aspect a little bit more. That’s really the only suggestion I can give you. 

Otherwise, great work so far! 


Chapter Four

Although the shops around it were dark and closed for the night, the Artesian Café bustled with activity. It was 11:58 P.M., Carson noted comma here after “noted” as he stood outside the glowing window. What was he doing here? An odd invitation to a part of the city he’d never visited before, and he’d taken it, no questions asked? 


11:59 P.M.

So here he was, on a chill late September night, waiting for a woman he barely knew to arrive at a coffee shop for night owls. Midnight, Becky had said. So where was she?

12:00 A.M.

“I thought you’d show up,” she materialized beside him.

He jumped, startled. “Where did you come from?”

“At night people don’t often notice more than themselves,” period instead of a comma after “themselves” and a capital “s” on “she” she had a different coat on this time, a knee-length black trench. A thin black headband held her hair back. The boots were probably black, too, but Carson could only see the rounded tips. With all the darkness she wore, the shadows would have swallowed her, had it not been for her sea-blue eyes and the glittery red polish on her fingernails. 

Somehow, Carson knew this gothic figure before him was the real Becky Hareing, not the smiley woman in the sky-colored jacket he had met at the convenience store. 

“Coming in?” She was now at the door, holding it open. From inside the café came piano music, played soft, and the sweet, smoky smell of hazelnut mochas. 

“Sure,” Though he wasn’t, really, sure about any of this. A stranger who wasn’t what she seemed and a rendezvous at a mysterious café? What was he thinking? Apparently, not what his feet were, because they led him inside the store. 

 “Welcome to the Artesian Café,” Becky said, gesturing to the space around her. “Open only between the hours of 11 P.M. and 2 A.M.

Inside were about six people. Three were arguing about what sounded like a mixture of politics and philosophy, two more were scribbling furiously in cheap, spiral-bound notebooks, and the last was staring moodily into a fire that crackled in a hearth on the far wall.

The décor was eclectic, a haphazard mixture of Asian tables and Italian paintings and what looked like mustard splattered completely over one wall. The barista was an early-30-something woman with blue hair casually spiked up and long pink earrings.

“Hey, Beck,” she called, “Human company tonight, eh?”

“Human?” Carson took a step away from his dark-clad companion.

“Yeah,” the barista laughed. “Usually it’s paper and ink.”

“Oh,” he sighed a sigh of relief. Awkward wording here “he sighed a sigh of relief”? Whoa…really awkward. Try: he breathed a sigh of relief or he said, a sigh of relief leaving his lips in a whoosh of sound or something like that. 

“I love this place,” Becky said in a voice that was only slightly louder than a whisper. “The piano, the art, the people. Especially the people.” She twirled over to the man by the fire. “Ello, Thomas,” her fake English accent made the man’s head snap up.

“Ello, Beck,” his accent was real. “Got a guy now, have you?”

“Ellie has already commented,” Becky gave a mischievous grin. “But he’s just a friend.”

Carson shifted uncomfortably from foot to foot. “Um, Rebecca…”

“Becky,” she said, “Always. I never liked Rebecca, to formal. Though here, they call me Beck for some reason that is beyond my understanding. C’mon, sit.” She led him over to a neon green booth. “Two vanillas, Ellie.”

The punkish barista threw some ice and syrup in a blender. The grating sound, though so ugly in any other place, only added to the ambience of the Artesian Café.

“You must think I’m totally insane,” Becky traced a finger around a swirl of blue paint on the table. “It was a 7-11 after all.”

“Um, yeah, a bit,” Carson replied. I think “admitted” would sound better than “replied” here.  “But I like this place. The perfect haven for nightowls.”

“That’s why I come here,” her eyes ran over the paintings. “So, Mr. New Haven P.D., what are you doing in a town like this? Taking care of decrepit parents?”

“My parents are dead,” he said, “Mom and my brother were killed in a bank robbery when I was little. That’s why I became a cop.” Why did I tell her that? Expand on his emotions here. Is he feeling extremely stupid now that he just spilled the beans to this strange lady…or relieved that he is able to confide in someone?? Explain this things the reader. We need to know! :D 

“Oh. I’m sorry,” Becky said as Ellie set the drinks between them. “Your father?”

“He…passed away not long afterward,” Carson omitted the details. “Its okay. I don’t really remember them.”

That wasn’t true. How could he not remember? He had been there, heard them scream. How could he forget the voice on the telephone a few months later: “Carson, your father is dead.” But he didn’t tell Becky that. It was too complicated to go through it with people.

“Well,” Becky took a sip of her cold white drink. “At least you know something. I grew up in a foster home. My pair either didn’t care or couldn’t.”

He admired the ease with which she said the words. They meant nothing to her, just a couple blank faces that made up her DNA. It simply didn’t matter who they had been; they were simply gone.

He took a sip from the cup in front of him. It was sweet and taste subtlety of nutmeg. “It’s good.”

“I’d hope so,” Becky’s glass was already half-gone. “It’s Ellie’s specialty. The Vanillia.”

“Sounds like a band.”

She laughed. After that they talked for hours. He told her about how he’d started out as the station’s techie, decent with computers, bad with people. She told him of coming to New Haven, intrigued by the art and cheap rent. They moved towards the fire, the flickering glow of warmth comforting. The faces around them ebbed and flowed, Thomas (a poet, Becky told him) left around one, the notebook scribblers only a few minutes behind. A pair of college girls came in with their books. Somewhere, from a corner, two bells sounded.

“Closing time, people!” Ellie called from the counter. “Pack it up!” There were groans of protest from all around.

“It’s two in the morning?” Carson snapped out of his half-trance. There was no way he’d been here from two hours. 

“God, I kept you up all night,” Becky stood and brushed the stray hairs away from her face.

“It’s okay. I’m usually up anyways,” Carson grabbed a slip of paper from his pocket and scribbled an address on it.

“What’s this?” She took the paper.

“You’re not the only one with midnight hideouts,” he smiled, “See you Saturday.”

She opened her mouth to say something but Ellie pushed them out the door. When Carson turned back to her, Becky had vanished.


It took until Thursday afternoon for Carson to be able to go an hour without his mind straying back to that night. It had been so surreal, almost like a dream. He’d even gone back to the building the next day to see if the Artesian Café really existed. But sure enough, in the window was a sign proclaiming the nighttime hot spot. But it still wasn’t quite reality. 

So on Carson had walked through the week,  everything around him slightly muted, like the intensity had been turned down seven notches. He didn’t even snap at Clark when he called him Car. His thoughts jumped from the café to how Becky’s fingernails had been painted bright red in contrast to her outfit to the fact that both their parents were gone. Then they went to Saturday, to the place he’d somewhat invited her to.

“Are you awake?” Clark asked Thursday morning. “You’ve been in a daze since the week started.”

“Mmm-hmm,” Carson stared absentmindedly out the window of the station’s cafeteria.   


“That’s it,” Clark unscrewed the top of his water bottle and dumped it on Carson’s head.


“WHAT WAS THAT FOR?” Carson yelped, ice cold water trickling down his shirt and face. Ha ha!  Another cute, human scene. Very realistic. He grabbed a napkin from the table in front of him and tried to dry up the water, but it was no use. It had been a full bottle, after all.

 
“It was to snap you out of the trance you’ve been in since the week started,” Clark said, chuckling slightly. The sound brought interested looks from the rest of the cafeteria. They were the station’s good cop-bad cop duo, having started only a few months apart and being thrown together. There had been betting on who would deck the other first. Six years later, the bet was still going. “So, is she a redhead?”


“I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

“C’mon, Car,” Clark teased, “I’ve never seen you like that before. What is she, a supermodel?”

“Who is this “she” you keep referring to? And what will it take for you to stop calling me Car?” Carson ripped some more napkins from the holder.

“The girl you were daydreaming about for days.”

“There is no girl,” period instead of a comma after “girl” Carson managed to get his shirt from soaked to a somewhat-damp state.

“Well, if there truly isn’t-and I doubt that-I bet I could get you the numbers of some of Vanessa’s friends,” Clark watch with amusement as Carson dropped a heap of wet paper towel in the trash can. 

“Ah, yes. Your ice queen of a girlfriend. Humans are warm-blooded, you know. If I touch one of her snow princess friends they might melt.” Carson snorted.

  “I know V’s sort of aloof, but-“Clark started.

“Look, I have to run home and get a dry shirt before our shift starts, thanks to you,” Carson snapped. “I’m sure we can continue this enlightening conversation then.” He walked out the door.

Why did I do that? He wondered as he jogged down the sidewalk, It’s not like some big secret. 
Maybe it was the ethereal feel she had about her. Like a shadow fairy, not entirely of this world. Like if you breathed a word of her she’d vanish like a puff of smoke. Mystical.

--OVERALL REVIEW

All of the scenes in this chapter were very real, but I still don’t think you are giving us enough of Carson thoughts on the issues at hand. I feel kind of disconnected with him. Try to play that up more. 

And that’s all the advise I have for you now.

This story just keeps getting better and better! :D

Chapter Five


Carson drove past the café without another glance. Only five more minutes, he reminded himself, then you can go home. 


The car screeched in to a space by the station and Carson leapt out, nearly dashing into through the doors to report that they’d finished their shift and no evidence of the drug cartel had been found. He wanted to escape, forget his job and stop pretending for a while.


The walk back to his apartment seemed longer in the chill, early fall air. Now there weren’t as many people out, some having migrated to warmer climates or, more commonly, picking up overtime hours in the pre-holiday retail rush. Carson started counting each square of concrete he stepped over. If he concentrated hard enough he could block all thoughts except the rhythmic 1,2,3,4…

The six blocks passed too quickly. Standing in front of the gray door of his building, Carson almost didn’t want to fit the key in the lock. There was nothing to distract him in his room, only plain white walls and industrial, spartan furnishings. She used to tease him about it, even painting a red square on one wall. 


“Why?” he muttered to himself as he pulled open the creaky door. “Why does everything remind me of her?”


The darkened room had a slightly musty smell to it. It was small, with only a bedroom, bathroom, and kitchenette that Carson didn’t really use except for the microwave and dorm fridge. It was out of the latter that he scavenged in now, looking for dinner. The white shelves were bare, save for a plastic bag with a piece of old pizza in it. Carson pulled it out. Strange green and white mold covered the slice.


Just my luck, he thought, tossing the bag into the trash, and grabbing his coat. He’d have to go out for dinner. 

--OVERALL REVIEW

Another emotional chapter. Kind of short though. I think I remember you telling us that this was only half of Chapter Five…but maybe I’m wrong. I still think that you need to expand on Carson’s thinking. Really let his personality shine. 

But otherwise, I am moving on to your next few chapters! 

Great Work! :D
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