Hey Sarah, 

I’m sorry that life is so tough on you, and if you want to talk feel free to PM me. There’s many of us who have been dealt bad cards in life, as I know all too well, so I understand how important it is to have someone to talk to. Honestly, feel free to PM about anything.

Don’t worry about the amount of commentaries, they’re not all negative. Some are small corrections, suggestions, or even praises, so don’t be disheartened by the sight of them.
She stood on cold stone. Her gaze sought something in the distance .Her 
gaunt, honey-coloured fingers clasped the leash. It was a normal balloon, held by a girl who could no longer relate to it. Spherical and smooth, a vibrant ruby shade. Imprisoning the helium with a strange, volatile power. It hovered in the choked air above, taunting her. It danced a forgotten waltz, floating half-heartedly
. 

What was I thinking? 

She let out a breath; a slow one. It quavered
. Her hand trembled. The balloon lowered, sinking feebly into her lap. 

She remembered what she had come here to forget. 
She shivered. The thin fabric of her dress wrinkled. Her soft, brown hair danced in the breeze, the same breeze that carried the children’s laughter across the park. 

Their laughter barely reached her. 

Then she heard a voice rippling towards her over the solitude. 

“Are you alright?” 

Her throat closed up and her breathing cut short and her heart shattered
. She stretched her lips, smearing an artificial smile over her face. Ersatz
. She started shaking. Her hands and her lower lip trembled. Her own body was betraying her. 

She wanted, ached to tell him. Please. It’s not like that. I’m...normal. Her own mouth deluded her. Had she spoken out loud? 

His smile faded. He looked at her anxiously and backed away. 

The stars chased him away. 

She crushed a half-born sob, rocking backwards and forwards on the icy stone ledge
. I am normal. I am normal. I am normal. 

What is normal? 

She let go of the balloon.

Well done, amazing prologue. Usually I’m not so fond of prologues, but this one is great and I’ll definitely be reading more. I’m not entirely sure what happened to the girl, and why she feels the way she does, though. Is this meant to be unclear? I’m sorry you’re feeling like this and hope you’ll be able to find a way to make yourself happy again.

PM me for anything at all.

XxxDo
�


There’s a slight mess-up here with the full stop. It’s a detail, but I figured I might as well point it out.


�If you remove this last part the sentence is much stronger. Just “It danced a forgotten waltz” is already a very strong sentence.


�I know that „quaver“ is a word, but I just think the word “quiver” would sound nicer. It flows better in the sentence.


�Well done, good sentence.


�This sentence can be reworded into something even better, so you might want to consider that as an option.


�What does this mean?


�


Elaborate on this, it doesnt make that much sense right now.


�


Great sentence, it really makes the reader feel for the MC.


�


You’ve said already that the balloon falls into her lap, so even if she lets go now it might still lie there. If you have the balloon not deflate, or sink to her lap, this would be an amazing ending. Think about it.





